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oo ES To her Gcache. ES 
PORTSMOUTH. 


Madam, EE pe "awe; 
I Sophonisba receiv/d ſome applauſe upon the Stage, 1 arrogate 


nothing from the merit of the Poem, but as { ought, with the 

humbleſt acknowledments and profoundeſt gratitude, impute 

it to the fawourable aſpeits of the Court-Stars. But above all, 
I muſt pay my adcrations to your Grace, who as you are the moſt 
Beautiful as well in the bright appearances of Body, as in the in- 
mortal ſplendors of an elevated Soul, did ſhed mightier influence; 
and darted on me a largeſs of glory anſwearable to your ſtock of 
Beams. Hannibal himſelf, whoſe hardy Spirit never bow'd But to 
the fair imperious Roſalinda: way,: he who in ſpite of Beauties 
Charms, durſt gaze wpon that Sun with Eagle-eyes, and tax her 
with a blemiſh, now making his approaches to your Grace, ſeems 
awed with the ſource of ſo many rayes, and dazl'd with a preſence 
ſo illuſtrious. He ſees, with new bleedings, Eyes more attraftive 
than thoſe of Roſalinda, ſomething more delicate in your ſhape, 
and lofty in your meen ; an Air ſo charming ſweet, that *tis mira- oy 
culous it (how d be Majeſtick too: Smiles of moxe delightful Shine 
than April Suns ; ſuch foftneſſes and languiſhings, as the almighty 
Poets hand cannot deſcribe, nor Painters Pencil ever draw. For 
my own part I am reſolved to look up to you daily, and dedicate 
my Life and Labours to your Grace, to ſpend all the ſtore of my yet 
unexhaufted-fancy in your unbounded Fame. For I declare to be 
wreath'd in Lawrel from head to foot, is not comparable honour to 
that of being, Madam, 


Your. Graces moſt humble 


and devoted Servant, 


Ss - NAT. LEE. 


Dramatis P erſonee. 


ES a4 FF +4 


Hannibal, General of Carthage. 
| Maherbal, -Eieutenant- General, 7 
* Maſter of the ] Horſe, and Ele- '4 


Bomilear, phants. | | 

Scipio, Conſul of Rowe. | Mr. Kynaſton. 
. - Lelius, His Lieutenant. Mr. Lydall. 

Parro,- A % w 17.0 | 9; 7 'F , - Mr, Wazſor. 

, King of Numidia ; married to 

Maſriſſe, : Sophoniha, Ie Hart: 

Trebellius, A Roman Officer. Mr, Powell. 

Mafina, Nephew of Maſiniſſa... . Mr. Clark. 


 'Menander, The Confident of Maſiniſſa. Mr. Grifin. 
A Carthaginian Lady, Daughter of 
, Spb, Aral firſt Marry'd to Sy- GMs Cox, 
| phax and afterwads to Maſiniſſa. 


Roſalinda, 'K Roman Lady,. the Miſtreſs £  Thirs, Boutel. 


Hannibal. 
Rezambe, ( Maids of Honour, and Confidents 
Merxa, of Sophonisbha. 
Aglave, ; | Mrs. Nep. 
Cumana, FPrieſteſſes of Bellona. Mrs. Coy, 
Attendants, 
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-AOT I SCENE Tc bY 


L ——_— 


Enter - Hannibal, , Maberbal, Bomilcar Guards and jy TY Boone 


Han. On with Laelshaxcactftees adorn dy 
: far Tears of, blood: our:anger MOUrA d. 
Like Gods, we paſt the ruggid A/pine- hills, - 1.” 
Melted our way, anddrove'; our hiſſing Wheels - 
Throvgh-Cloudy. Deluges, Eternal Rills: {| © 17 wh 
What after ages ſhall with pain believe, id. \ 19217 gl 
Through burning Quarries did our paſſage cleavglun IHEF b 4 
Hurl'd dreadful Fire, and: Vmegar' infus'd, - 903 9497 
Whoſe horrid force the Nerves of Flints unloos' dt vids 3; 2A) 


Made Nature ſtart to fee us. root up oc: A177 1 _=_ 
And open-all her Agdamantine Locks'; od} 20T 
Shake off her Mafly*Barrs ; 


Through Globes'of reeyiguſflaſtes of ſolid: 

On our laſt Elephant whulewe did keep, . 40H 156 | 

In Arnus foggy } Pens and: Bberibesdeep, 224f} j 
One light weloſtyi for:Ghrrbage underwent |. be el 
Wars hs toils, our Blabd:and*' Spiritsdpent,.! 25 92h 
And all the ſtock dt:health-which.- bounteous Natute lear!$' p 

. Mah: But whi.-teturn has rhat ſlow City made 1 ADTAQ) Y; 

Admir'd by Foes, you weretby Friends bettay'd; ror Hf 
While you abroad famithiBattels bravely fought, ( 1 hag: 3A 
The Traitor anno ybus deſtruction fought: that bod 
No ſuccours were for. your IRINES;* ; Lie neal 
For ſtill to Rogve Tits —— 131-4243 0 


s i — <<. 


'O're xat FFP 5 "I 7A 
LT? . © þ 
[tt 2+ 


2 Sophonisba: Or, 
That did the Cartha poten ſtrength declare, 
Which way they paſt pr: _ numbers were; 


: wa ers A was, wroughty-:- 
0 oe: 
Ah an fg nels | + 


If Gallant 4 ar "ſhould Jayg with you, 
The Romans cou'd no hope off: have ; 
No Power on Earthicou'd heir loft Erapire fave: 
With wicked Policy” he therefore try'd - © 
Your two all-conquering Armies to divide. 
How fatally did his curitPlotsfucceedr ——oo— 
When with your:Brothtr:allh& Troops dil bleed. 

Han, Great States-men Kings ſhou'd watch,while they eniploy; 
Leſt, what they build, thoſe underhand deſtroy. 
Nor has his ſe rating Chicks been known * | 
Oaly on Land, _— on the Ocean ſhown : 
Where Fleets divided; -by cloſe praftis'd;Afts, 
Have melted Womens'Eyes,; and- Souidiers Hearts, , ,/ 

Bom. Now all the Fiends thoſe Traytors drag to Hell, 
Who for Revenge, of Gold,' their-Country {ell .. | 

Zan, How wou'd the Slaves have quid, had they but {cen 
The flights of 7rebid. ar of 7, brafamen, | 
Or dreadful. Cauxe. 


Where the dire Siſters bit the Roman Looms,! | 
As if their hands were tyr'd with cutting dooms; 

- Bom, Where fourſcore valiant Senators we- kill'd, 
The blood of ſeventy thouſand Souldiers ſpill'd, 6 
And great Emilius Gork our Conqueſt. ſwelld, 

Han. Whenall with crimſon ſhughter cover'd ore, 
We urg'd our Horſes.through a flaod of Gore;. . 
Whilſt from the Battlements of Heaven's :hi igh Wall 
' Each God look'd down; and ſhook his awful head, 
Mourning to ſee ſo many thouſands fall, ;- 

And then look'd pale to:ſee us look fo ret 4-01 

Mah, That was a Tims worthy fevereſi Fate, 
When vidtory on Hills of Heroes 4a, »:10 
' And turn'd her. Eyes all-blaod-fhot on the Fray, 

And laugh'd, and Capps her wings, 20d bleſt the day. 

Flan. And are we thuvat laſt rewarded then 2 
Dare they review our dangers with Gifdain 3 


' Dull 


Hanmbat's Overthrow. WO 
Dull Counſellors Who'only talk of Hardy, 27 29g on D 
Sleep till high Nodr” to coſtly Me ea warm, . &n 'S' {26k = 
And with rich Winesdrink: their cold Spirits warm, 
Inſtead of fighting Scipzo, fer us haſte, 
Set fire to Carthage ; Tay her glories waſte; ©... 
Melt all their houded" Treafures down, atd pour * "aha 
Into their thirſty Throats the ſcalding Ore, 34: | n 
Bom, Go on, great Sir; their tru Talley bura'; _ © 
Their Towra pride to deſolation tu 
Mah. How I thou'd' laugh, to fee their Ermins ſmoke! 
May Sulph'rous flames their” gorged vitals choke: 
Han. Maherbal, (ay ;. thou my Carthage usd me-ull,. - 


Spite of my: wron , the is untre Tin: 

My Father, is mh. Maſter Jo piG RY 

(Who, while he gave me life, heard loud Alarmis) 
Swore me Rome's Fae, when.in my ages bug, 

Wean'd me from Milk, and outFd, me up in Blood, TI 
And taught me o be be rbfurely good : 

Rome, the Workds mprefs, to inyade, Wig 


Till her bright fame be: rink into-2 ſhade, 
And all her Golden Spires in duſt were laid, - 

Bom. Carthage, and” Rome, Ree did fo lon divide 
The troubP'd World, to by png "weighty. m_ W 
Will brook no -more each” other a 64 ſway; 

The Gods to this or-that muſt Boe. the day. ; - 
Since ſuch Majeſtick power to- both, is given, 
As each might take, up all MCG of Heaven, 

Mah. Beſides the natural hate'fo ane, rob, | 
With Se3pio, Love obliges you to Way, © <2, 2. -4 
Since Refine is a Pris ner there. * hs 
Heavens! ſhall he dare to keep your Love in Bands 2 : 
Beauty like hers, Swords, Hznds, and Hearts | commands; | 

Han. O, my Maherbal/ thou wett always! Fidd... 

Sce'ſt all my good, but tomy ills; art blind: 

| HadI by thy advice' my Souldiers led, 

Hot with their Joys, ahd ftriding ore-the dead, ©20W 
To Rome, to Rome, my Warriof—But, * cis loſt ; 

That hour, that did fo many laſt i" .". 5 yu T 
The Gods and Oppotthnley. Ts ,poſt. 


Melting at Capwa I in plea ſures hy; = 5 bys4 25 , 
autfors Miles go gave t Fehs Fork away. Mah, 


"<< Cs 


4 GOrs; | 

"Mah. Grudge your « World? Cad Tel bogts able, | 
Were I great ove lit BY, 1d. e Heaven too. Th 
But I am you gh, and anc made, 
In Natures ORs Ac Fortune laid. - . ©. 
_ #an. Haſte to the Roman Camp, Bomilcar, fly, 5 
Take Scouts along, unſeen as Spirits pry, 
And learn the poſture of the Enemy - 
Learn, if thy knowledge, may fo happy be, w 
Where Roſalinda mou: for Liberty | 
Seek her. as thou wou'd{t Wreaths 24 BEG: Toil, 
As after Conqueſt thou woud j ſcek for WA 5 


1.1. 


\ . 
; op 
| 


Fy 7 
"SEE 


The SCENE drawn, di Jeover, leaſant Grath, King Ma; Ti, 
nifla, Mafina, bd Henk him ws a, Bank: Io 4 
fick is heard. 


C 


K. Ma. Sing lov, chefrk ql Jeet; a i, 2 
That = Ambition, and enewn 3 . 


f S. 


That with ſweet hope 5 A065 © our harſh. ains: beguile, . 'S 
And 'midft of Javelit 'makes the'So ſi pens ſaule;_  -_ 


Since this great'Ttophie's loſt, quite loſt ro me, 
What wretched' things: muſt Fame and Empire be? 
Men.” Yet ogce' your Soul was of another ſtrain, -. 


And ſtill you'talk'd how God- lik vii 'twas to Reige, h 
In myſtick Empite 'to be' plagd alone.; m 


And your Checks burn'd NY. you beheld a Throne; 

Ev'n in. your Nondge havghty, were and bold, INT I oF 
And ſmiling wou'd your Father ers Scepter hold, 001-08: 8 - 
And talk'g, 'when young, how Jo: 'wou'd rule when old 


K. Maſ. /Ambition then T'loy* 

* Maſſ. What is Ambition, Sir? 
K. Maſ. The luſt of Power. . 
Like glory, Boy, it licenſes to kit; * 

A ſtrong temptation to do bravely rh 

A bait to draw the bold and backward 1 in; "RN 

The'dear bought recompence of higheſt ſin: '. 

For when to death we make the conquer'd yield, 

What are we, but the Murd" rers of the Field? _ | 
Men. In gallant Souls, Ambition is no more... + ST oy 

The Bawd of ah. or "*_ hiſto of) Pow'r, .' wes 


var Z T8 'T Sed 
Dito VV 911T =: 22101 8? han | | 
n .: [ , 


but now FAT. Ae ne 


2 Hatmbal S. Doerthrow. | 5 
FF Than lawful Mirth-is lewdnefs in a Bridez 21 7; RAE Þ by 
” Or Neatneſs in a Veſtal Virgin, Prideav.! va; ,' { { . 

K. Maſ. Thenbeitſs;:yer'l will dai cofnione _ 
Since Love has:wrack'd* the on the longd-for:ſhore.' - 1+ ©- 
Noe, - but I had a Soul cou'd torms batwear] / >! 
Durſt againſt Rocks, or-over: Quick {aud fangs ſteers: 1 1G 
For Love, if Fexus had like: 'Fano Ha £:9] (11 'S 
I durſt as' much __ ere Alcides did - "> 


But I amloſt ; no » Maſſina,*how ;'> 5g hb a 

With Love's each FETs I like a Bull ruſh bow; 87 

Am I not alter'd much of fate'>+1. >] 417 n Vet 
Maſſ. Alas! rm w 1 no 21doT law ani 


You look like witherd F fowndrss or -Monrtan ons | 
K. Ma/. ;/. O Sophonisba, oh ! | zo 
Mafſ. Why fighs my. Lord? | .: 1 Won | 

Speak, for I will revenge you with. my Swordi: 2ni,f ou!” 

What arvel Vulture's thy that'tears your breaſt 2 !' * 15, 1 

Like feſter'd wound, if! takes away your reſt. 1 

You will grow mad, I think ;) you watch all night, 

And with your groans the croaking Ravens. om | 

Who is it; that theſe killing griets has wroy 

That bends your brow;-and rurns yowints.'s abght Pcki + 
K. Maſ. My ſorrows bad, jalas}thou cand$ nor; beaty * 

Maj. Think'you my. Soul s. capable of-fear #/; | ? 
What is it, for your ſake, I cou'd not bear ? ; 

K. Maf. Maſfſina, thauart all that I wou'd have ; A 
There's nothing after thee;/ but aJow Grave: _ -- + "1+. .- 
Obdurate ſtubborn heart, ſtill wilt thow hold;2 © + |; - © 
Obſerve me, Boy, when thou ſhalodee me cold, - 
Grown by my death a longer line'of Woe, 

Pale as wrong'd Lovers Ghoſts, that ſigh below ; 

Then learn to: curſe the ;Author, of-my- "Eate, aniaid .0:2:, 
Maſſ. : What hortid things are theſe, which you relate> | 
K. Maſ. Thee trom thy-Childhoodr{ have train'd with -e2 | 

I'ch' painful Diſciplineof tedious War: ; ;. ; ey 

In Mountains bred thee;:ahdon-barren-Sands, - 2014 

And led thee near. the'Sun, through high, oY Landes n - 


-. 


Show'd thee to chace wild Boats! upon the: Heath,,, 14 
And taught thy Jofant Hands the:Trade of Dae? {ys WT 3 
| When I by Boccar hotly was pur rſ&d, bid .y RN AT - 


And fored to plunge into'the _ Flood, 


Ip 


4 = 


6 ATT  Sophonusba-: or, 


Thou leap'ſt in after me. . a 3+f'1 

Maſſ. 1 did, my Lord. | 

But you forgot. the Whul- pool i in the Ford; 
Where when-I. ſtruggld, and my firength grew ſlack, 
You'daſh'd my Fate, and bore me on your back;: 
So through the: Helleſpont Europa rode,., |. | 1-2 v0 
Half dead with fear, though mounted on' a God. | 1 

K. Maſ. But, my Maſiiza, there's one danger more, 

More dread{ul than all thoſe we paſt before: 
Vile Women. | 
Maſſ. Women, Sir, I oft have ſeen .. 
Dancing with Timbrels on the Flowry Green, 
Or like ſmall Clouds upon rhe Mountains brow ; f 
Bat never thought they Thunder bore till now. * - 
I know they are all black, have rowling Eyes, 
Thick Lips, flat Noſes; Breaſts of mighty ſize.  - | j2 

K. Maſ. Thou never yetin ſhining Courts haſt bees, * 
Nor the fair part of Woman-kind'haſt ſegn, | | 
Who cloſe n \ Afich Palaces reſide, 

And from th' jnjurious Sun- their Faces hide :* - 
To whom compar, theſe. ſeem all hideous night ; 
Vut thoſe," ke Cixrbia's Silver! Creſcent, bright. 

Maf. "Is ita: ſin-ro be arquainted,. Sir, A. 
With thoſe white Maids, that are fo fine and fair ? 

K.. Maſ. Shun 'em-Maffni, as thou wov'dft thy Fate ; | 
As things which by Antipathy we hate. | 
Not all the horrours of a'bloody War, : 

Not Lions, Tigers, ſuch hid Fury 'bear : 

Thoſe appear Monſters; but thele ſeem all mild ; 
None ever yet deſtroy'd, 'but ftith ſhe fmil'd. 

They are all prief, when'they appear all joy ; 

Like Lightning, while they glitter they deſtroy. 

Lye down ſweet Youth. A fair white Woman was 
OP what thou ſeeft:me now, : the cruel Caule ; 

Though clear her form appear'd, without one ſtain, 
Bright as thoſe Bodies which ore>darknefs 'reign, 

Her Soul is ' backer, than the- Skin of Moors ; 

For Fraud with Beauty do's hislodging take,  -- ' + 

Maf. Then Beauties breaſt-is ſike's. bank of Flowers,” - '- 
That fairly hides a foul and. vgly Snake. . 

Me 2 K. Maſf, 


= # * 


Hannibal's s Ovtrthrow. 


K. Maſ. There's not one fafe, dd Pit + all Fris bf Sit.” 
Shou'dſt thou be us'd, alas \*25 T have Va Y fit 


*'Twou'd make thee Gra : "hear not my. ſtory told. 
Maſſ. Will Women i ey Uſe me ma } ax uf > 
K. Maſ. T had a, Miſtr iſs once, Sent 
For her I fought, Lg did Her Tan Þ 
Againſt the World uþon the I Of | 
The Gods toa know Son What Fl: FG _ 
And bluſhing * joy, the prais'd my mi Po 'toils: 2d 
And when to, Ki her hand' | bended Toy [Eh 
She made ic Ee ”'Lij IM FRI Sh 160.” nah Dy =Y AA 
All this 1n Bork MOV 
Fierce were wa ar S,, "ood wil \ ole I've loy 2 


+ © + 7 


Thri k'd Fe "God ve there 
Ty evo — oh a: \ tt FE: 
And Ws d. Tecred eh 0 Ang Fayer., 


K. Ma. When you Ad Ons. oc. : 
And none but | lefe.* with: OB, ming- Wer be 
What furious fires did ty LAEN Ne igvade's po one 
;.[ 


With open arms, ; YI b. 
With pangs I gr: A "Jobs. man -* 7 
Like Light and. Wears —_—_ _ 
We bleſt the wv and Nay the coming / ©", | 


Maſſ. Now as Tlove b A Str fine! Fa. 4 
Tell it all night, my my L6 SA AR” EH I 

K. Maſ. Soonas the Bird! To! ie rng i, © a 
Her brighter Eyes a ſhoy' $f Jeans ff _ - ne 
Which in my panting Boſotn tr FR own, jr 
She preſ} me cloſe, be cry 4 4.06 ou, be. gofte? Ss 
Then round my Ne Sir rwine, . on ba 


She Ggh'd.; But, will yo PA & RIDER... A 
Wal af nk fl = Ie gt 


9 Kind, pre. ty heart. 
/. Her lf 


If Maſi "a be riot þ 
The ſweeteſt, dear 

Yet ſhe, this fair, this pe - | 
Forgetting all her Vows, 7 oa _ B 2 While 


ay Ji rs hoo Pts —— + v 
Tot EY. IR NP 
ſ he PE *: 92 


Gf = I' i0- 2399 2lil 
{ well ' 


erred Fe » 
a_ 


— - 


* * " FER 
it , 


— —_ 


Y hora: 0 0h | 
WhileJ Carth, e tollow d Wars alarms, 
Reſig wy $5 {elf bp to another's; erg 

* Enter Lelivs, and 1Vatto. # 

Lel, Ar leap th he's found: riſe M, aff nia, ride ; 
Shake oft theſe Clouds that hang about your Eyes: 
Glory's in view, and courts*us with her all, | | 
New ftorms of War like Hallartwhd us fa =. 

Yar. Fury, that fat at home,” on mathe Shields, 
Now heaves''em up, and ranges 'throu h the ' Fields ; 
With all her hundred Whips of Wire ſhe comes, 
And drives deſpairing Monarchs to hieix Tombs | 
: Lel. Syphax agd A Aſdrubal their Forces joyn,.. . - 
With Arms the Mountains, and the.” Hes iſle: 
Ha! what unwonted Charm your Soul enchains 2 
Is your high blood congeal'd within your Veins, 
That from the duſty Field you. thus -retire, 
And ſeek cool Stiades, when all the World's on Fire? _ 

Var. Kin gy caſt* ſhit Silks, 4nd Armour make their Robe; . 
Inſtead. of Les. thrif Trumpets charm the Globe; - 
Yet you from this great Race of Honour run, 
Wave falling Palms, and. courtin Laurels ſhun : 
Why ſhou'd you Sophonisba's loſs emoan),. | = 
When Syphax, who enjoys her, cries, Come of>, 

K. Maſ. Ha ! That thebaſe Ulurper did! bur dare 
| Meet me alone, without his crowds of War ! © 
Let. lt,you die ere lo filently, oul fall” 

Asif Fate knew \not'0 Ff Four Fuderht: 

And cens'tin Fire Wi M1 fay ; when) You are gone, 
His Thred TLife 5 By a  Wortah ſpun. 245 | 
But, Yarro, we miltake;-this is not ic, | 

This is ſorne Porer on Mor: ity; | 

Some ſtudious Youth, who does th | Heav' ns ſurvey, . ©. 
And in all Science, fo51 his Life ay ay. 473 aw 

K. Maſ. Awake! Where haft thou been thy drowfie Soul, 
In Lethe ſteep'd; or freezing neat the Pole? 
I MS her now my benumb'd Limbs inſpite, - + 


oes r{4 4 


Spirits ſhoot, and. dart, and wy, u p higher, 


Lite parks thx ſcatter* wa Fe kirdltn a 
The Plots of Lgve inglorious are and 


Blindly he aims, and' VHhE'S: all TVs, ark *, 


4 


Hannibal 's __ 


Like Day Ill dart him theg and throy E will, 
To cure my horiour, I my ugh will kill; gb 


Kill-her-my ſelf, cut piece-meal all her Cad: ? 57 v1 
War; how it. ſounds: / away, to Arms, to ns, | | 
Let's go where the 1lluſtrions Scipio c: Us ; My 


T11 be the firſt ſhall ſcale proud Carthage- "Walls: OD 
Wing'd with our Glory, come my' Friends, let's, hy," _=—? 
To conquer bravely,” or as bravely die. - JD 
Lel. yen like your, ſelf; thus we our homage pay ; 
= look Achilles when Troy loſt-the day. _ 
ar. Fietce and majeſtick as yourg Mars, you ſtand: 
Tis - fit that look, this 4frick ſhould command. 
K. Maſ. As Lovers, big with expeRation, , burn ; 
My Soul to Battel does all fiery turn : RE 
Swift as the Gods, in haſte out-ſtrips the Wind, 
And leaves the Courſers of the day behind. 
Yet ftay ; methinks T am uneafie ſtill; 
What real pleaſure can itbe to kill > © * 
' Lel. Frail Prince! how wavering all his Ations be, 
By Paſſions toſs'd in Love's tempeſtuous Sea ?. bh 
War fires the brave. 2 
K. Xa. Yet War contratts a guilt ; 
And the brave grieve when many Lives are ſpilt :_ 
Love like a Monarch, merciful and young, 
Shedding no Blood, effeminates the ſtrong ; 
But War does like a Tyrant. vex us more, | 
And breaks thoſe Hearts, - which Love did melt before. | 
|  [Exennt.. | 
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Scip. Ts Scouts of Hiinibal, kv che ſurvey'd 
The Camp » © 
Lel. Your wfll exatly was obey'd. 
Scip, 1 hear, my gallant Friend, and grieve to hear ST 
That you the Chains of Sophonisba wear; . 
In Glory s School you had the foremoſt Name,  - _ 
Skill'd ia the dark wyKterious Book of F Fame, Did + 


to Soph Or, 
Did thoſe worn 'Chirtttrs witfi'pteaſure read, 
Which told the Stories of the mighty 'dratl : 
But by this a&@ of ſoftneſs you will drpwh 
Thoſe Noble patts, and forfeit your Renown ; 
Truant to all the, Honour that you' Had,  *, | 
Drunk with Love's Tears, with Smites of Beauty. Mad... 
K. Maf I ſttove, Sir, by your & reat atthievements tavght, 
To drive this Beauty frotn my Hal __ hought; _ 
But I as' Well to Heaven might carry 
And quench the influence of our eroller Stars : 
Like'thoſe with fatal Fires, the gilds my ways . 
And leads me on, that 1 may. further ſtray. 
Scip. Then T muſtahpry grow, fince you ate lai, 
And Corroſives apply, where Cordials fail ; 
To me prove civil; for your ſelf be wile; 
You have my friendſhip, therefore I adviſe. 
K. Maſ. Mean you, my Lord, not Sophonigha love? 
Scip. As ſhe's the Foe of Rome, I diſapprove 
All Treaties with her : ſhake her. off ih time, 
Or againſt Honour you commit a Crime. 
K. Maſ. And won'd you have me live? 
Scip. When ſhe is dead: 
Why ſhou'd you wiſh her life, that has betray'd 
Both you and Rome? Syphax, whom I had wrought, 
Her cunning Tongue to {ide with Carthage brought: 
By Heayen I ſwear, If ſhe my Captive be, 
I'll uſe her as the' Romars Enemy. | reps 
K. WHaſ. You'd have me ſhake her off and live ; I'de ie? 
Whether this Fleſh you wear you can forgo, 
And be the fame?, Here through my Boſom run 
Your Sword ; and when the bloody deed is done, 
When your Steel ſmaaks with-my Hearts reoking Gore, | 
Bid mebe well as e're I was before. 
Scip. You arereſoly,d it ſeems. to-croſs my will; 
But from a Friend T'l conſtrue nothing ill. 
| _ K. My. O then endure yer more, and let me ſpeak, - 
Without ſome vent my lab'ring OE will break: ; ©... 
Tis as a Friend your Life, your ife, ſpare, 2 2 6 2 


Not as you, more than Kir Rome Senn 6 are 
The far-fam'd Scipia, -and « odof War. ., bo 
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| At my Command, Le/iue, would you refuſe 1h 


Hanmbal's 0nerthrow. 
Can any Man that's brave, - | 
His Miſtrils injuries with. patience hear? 

Let any other in your caule appear, 

And-juſtifie the words. that you have faid ; 

By the Immortal Powers, Fle Snike him ms. "ME. 
 ._ ' Cols the {King moves forward, Lelins 

Lel. My Lord. 2 . lays bis Hand ou hs Sword, 

Scip. Your gen'rous temper, Le/zus, hold ; 

He ſhall be hotter, yet, to be more cold: 

My Virtue all the ſtorms of Paſſion-knows, | 

Has try'd it's Calms, its wondrous: Ebbs and Flows 

Since a requeſt ſo ſinall you. candeny, | | 

From greater proofs how-wou'd your Friendſhip fiy-? 

K. Maf.. Try me, my Lord, but any other way, 

Heavens! with what readineſs would I obey / 

While blood kind warmth.does-to theſe Limbs aiford, 

While I can ſhake a Spear, or wield a Sword, c 
' You ſhall be: ever Mafiniſ/a's:Lord : 5 

Go on, and wander the wide. Qcean o're, 

Go fail to ſome unhoſpitable Shore, s a 
Where dreadful Monſters guard the horrid Land ; >. - x 
Though down to Hell-1-fink, at your Command 6 

ll throw my body -anthe'untry'd Sand: | 

Wou'd you have all the Carthaginzans: (hain, 

Or ſee their Cities. level'd with the Plain ? 

With cheatful toil the buſineſs ſhall be done, 

Give me but Sophonzsba for my'Crown: | s 

Scip. To conquer Enemies abraad's: no.more 
Than every Tribunethere has done- before; - 

Search all the Army through, and find that one, 2 


Who if I bid, the force of Fire dares ſhun, 
Or will not from a Precipice-leap:down: 


To dye? 19% 3: 
Lel. My Fate for Empire I'd.not loſe ; . 
At thy Command, Temples and Shrines ſhou'd blaze ; | ; 
T'd ſpoil their Gods, their Statues, Altars raze, . -- 
And with my Fury make'em dread thee more; - | 
Than I fear them-when all their Thunders roar. , . 
Sep... To|/Canquer Ningdoms, and on Scepters tread, 
Is butto imitate great ſerves dead; rs 


Shou'd 


= -  Sophonisba: Oy, - 
Shou'd you your Arms'to the Worlds limits bear, 
.'The mighty Alexander pierc'd' as far': int 
But if ungovern'd Paſſion you can' bind, 
And quench th' inglorious ardour of your mind, 
Your Fame ſhall with that haughty Vidtor's vie, 
Which all the Eaſtern Beauties cou'd defie: - 
It ftill you are refoly'd her Charms to truſt, | 
The World may truly term you raſh, unjult ; c | 
And when you periſh, fay, He dy'd for Luſt. 

K. Maſ. You tax me, Sir, with Crimes I do not know ; 
But urge me not too far ; for I may grow” 
Beyond all limits, juſt revenge purſue, + 
And blinded by my rage, let fly at /you. 


- 


Scip. Unhand him—By the Gods your worſt I dare, 


A ſingle Arm Rome's Conſul cinnot fear : *© 


I ſhine above thee like aStar fix'd higher, | 
Whom though you cannot reach, ' you may admire. 
Ke My. Like Meteors rather you falſe (glory take, 
Whoſe ſhort-liv'd blaze, low Earthy Vapours make : 
Yet, fince with fancied Fires you fill the Skie, 
- Shall not one Prince at your " a aſpeg die. 
Scip. How. have Ierr'd'2 Your Tryal's at an end; 
Heaven ! That I.c're ſhouldcall this man my Friend! 
How cou'd my Soul ſo groſly be-o'reſeen 2? ; 
From all Mankind wert thou ſele&ed then 2 
O moſt ungrate ! ill temper'd barb'rous King, 
No good did ever from this Africk ſpring. 
Did I for this each Roman friendſhip ſhun, 
And to thoſe Savage Arms for refuge run ? 
When with the weighty cares of War oppreſt, 
Lean'd all my troubles on that ſullen Breaſt ; 
Took no Petition, granted no Command, 
But what was giver: by Maſinifſa's hand ? 
What Triumphs did I ever yet deſign, 
Wherein your glory might not equal ſhine 2 
Yet for a Woman, and a falſe one too, 
Your Fame, your Faith and Friendſhip you forego. 
Still let the Great of Favourites beware ; . . -/; 
They moſt deceive us, who moſt truſted are; !- 1; iT 
on af 275 75b20 (The Conſul tarns.aiay. 4 
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K. Maſ. Stay Conſul, ſtay my Friend, my noble Lord; 
Cou'd you then caſt me off for one raſh word 2 
Forſake me ever 2 O you never loy'd 
Your Meaſ/iniſſa, who cou'd be thus moy'd. 

Go if thou pleaſe, leave this ungrateful King, 
This ſavage, barb'rous, indigeſted thing, 
What e're my Paſſion did, ſhou'd pardon'd be, 
For-I confeſs you are a God to me. 

Yet it had been more friendly. and more kind, 
Not to have met the Tempett of my Mind. 

Scip. But was 1t poſſible 1n this our ſtrife, 

That Maſiniſſa ſhould attempt my Life ? | 

K. Mſ. Pronounce my Death, cut off theſe curſed Hands, 
Send me to Syphax, bound with thametful bands, 
That I may all the ſubtleſt torments bear, 

And after death no more reproaches hear. 

Sczp. By this return of Virtue, T am made 
For ever yours. Say, do I'nqw upbraid? 
Are theſe reproaches ? | | 

K. Maſ. O ye Powers look down, 
And hear me ſwear by your Eternal Throne. 
Whatever this your likeneſs ſhall command, : 


Though Sophonisba from- my trembling Hand, 
I will obey- or curſe me where I ſtand. 
Scip. As your firſt Trial, {trait to Czrta fly, 
And perjur'd Syphax at-his Gates defie, 
Our Troops muſt conquer when led on by you; 
Chiefly his Wife endeavour to ſubdue : 
Whoſe ſubtile working Wit wrought all this care, 
And with her beautious griets renew'd.the War. 
K, Maf. This Youth, my Kinſman, as a pledge I leave ; 
My All, the darling of my -Soul receive. 
AsST in War ſhall falſe or faithful be, 
So may juſt Heaven do both to him and me. 
Maſſ. Ah! if T am that darling of your Heart, 
How can you leave me thus forlorn behind 2 
Take me along, or I ſhall think 'twas Art 
That made you ſeem fo pitiful and kind. - 
K. Maſ. Now all the Gods thy precious Life defend. 
Something that's fatal ſure theſe Tears portend ; 


- 


PF 


Hannibal's Overthrow* © 13 


C - E-:-:4 


— 


14 |  Sophonisba : Or, 
I was not us'd to weep. 
Scip. Nor muſt not now. 
At your return we will to-Zama go ; 
From hence to Bagrada our Forces draw, 
To try our ſtrength with dreadful Z7arnibal, | by 
And keep that famous Conquerour in awe, C 
That talk'd of giving Laws 1th' Capitol. | 
K. Maſ. My Blood boils in my Veins, and catches Fire ; 
Such words, ſuch courage would the Dead inſpire : | 
Yes, we will fight, my Lord, with ZZannibal, 8 
To bloody 'count his boaſted Valour call. | 
Scip. Like ſome vaſt ill-built Tower, fo high he grows, 
His Marble front. nods with each blaſt that blows. 
K. Maf. Our Arms like Thunder levell'd. at his "6 > 


Shall all at once, hurl'd by our rage, ruſh on, 
And in a moment roll his Glories down. 
[Manet Malina ſolus, 
Maſſ., Was ever Youth unfortunate as I - 
But I will be reveng'd on him, and die. 
Perhaps to loſe me in the Wars he fears, 
As it my Soul did not out-go my Years. 


Enter Roſalinda. 

Ref. Tve ſcapd with much ado the Tribunes Hands ; 
But 'tis the Conful who muſt break my Bands, 
And ſend me with a Paſs-port back Who's there 2 
What are you 2 | 

Mafſ. Firſt inſtruct me what you are, 
And how you came to be thus Heavenly fair : 
What 1s it makes your Cheeks ſo freſh and brighe, 
The Red of Rofes, or the Lillies White ? 

Ref. Were you ne're thus before ? 

Maſſ. T never knew 
ouch Agues in my Blood, and Fevers too. 

Rof. Ti leave you, Sir. 

Maſ. You cannot if you wou'd ; 
-You may as eaſily forgo your Blood : 
Like that, Tl bluſhing creep about you ſtill, 
And my fick thoughts with ſilent 'pleaſures fall. 
 Rof. What is't you'd have 


Hanrubal's Overthrow: 
Maſſ. Alas! I do not know ; 
Something there is which Nature will not ſhow : 
When e&'re you ſpeak, as at, melodious Strains, | 
There's ſomething, purls and trickles through my Veins, 
(i Like Quick-ſilver it moves, ſo cold and ar, 
8 Then my Eyes twinkle as they'd look their laſt. 
| Ref. It ſhews like Love ; but in its birth deſtroy 
A paſſion which ſcarce pity can enjoy. IVE 
Mafſ. Perhapgyou think: me born of common Race; 
M* But Royal Blood does my high Lineage grace - 
SL Ah! do not then put out this harmleſs flame, 
b'4 Since from your Eyes the tingling torment.came. 
Roſ. In vain your Paſſion's ardour you alledge, 
The Fort's impregnable, break up your Siege ; 
No force, nor Art can the leaſt Out-work win, 
There's one for you too mighty enter'd in - 
The haughtieſt, braveſt, foremoſt Man on Earth, 
Who from the Blood of Gods derives his Birth. 
Maſſ. To his Immortal Kindred leave him then yg 
You may be better plac'd with Blood of Men. 
Beſides, who knows but his Divinity, .. 
As Gods will ſometimes very froward be, 
May chance take pet as you in Loveengage, 
And Thunder you to Pieces in his Rage 2 
Rof. *T'is true, in War moſt dreadful he appears, 
All Cruel, Glorious ; dangers thick he wears : 
Not to amuſe you, |when I have nam'd all 
That's Great, and Lovely, think on Zannibal. 
Maſſ. 1s't poſlible ! 
In Age can Beauty ought that's lovely ſpy ? 
- Can Dreams of Glory waking Youth ſupply > _ 

Roſ. Though his Blood mov'd like freezing Currentsflow, > 
Were his Head whiter than the 4/p;ne Snow, 6 
My Youth, his'Age, into one Piece ſhould grow. 
 Maſſ. All you have faid, I know, in jeſt-was ſpoke ; 
What ſhould you do with ſuch a fapleſs Oak 2 
When a young pleaſant Vine ſo near you ſtands, 

And bows with all his Cluſtersto your. Hands:-- 

Roſ. Honour to Youth. and Beauty I prefer; :. 

I'm for the beſt and braveſt Man in War; | 
OS C 2 And 
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x6 Sophonisba :. Or, 
And ſince the World knows none ſo great as he, 
None elſe ſhall Lord of my AfﬀeStior: be :- 
In ſhorter Joys let other Maids delight, 
Thoſe Tranſitory pleaſures of a Night ; 
But I more laſting happineſs deſign : 
In my Illuſtrious Warriour's Heart to ſhine, 
And have my Name on his high Tomb engrav'd, 
This, this is ſhe who Hannibal enſlav'd. ” 
Maſſ. Though I no dawn of Comfort caw-deſcry,. 
Yet in this hopeleſs Love I will engage; 
And every thought of Royalty caſt by, 
Through all the World attend you as your. Page :- 
For all my Pains I will not beg one Kiſs, 
That were to wrong your mighty Man of War ; 
Give a kind look, and I will prize the Bliſs 
Above thoſe hopes which the Ambitious bear. 
Rof. Since then you are reſolv'd a while to wait, 
As your firſt task, ſhew me the Conſul ſtrait : 
My Beauty like a Comet ſhall arile, Sy 
That Temperate Lord. of Nations to ſurprize, c 
PlI'Chunder in his Ears, and Lighten 1n. his. Eyes, 


SCENE. The Carthaginian Camp: 


[ Exeunt.. 


Hannibal zs diſcover d in his Tent, fitting at a Table with Lights... 


Han, How great's the care, the toil and lingring pain; 
That racks a General's Breaſt, and breaks his Brain / 
Argus a hundred Lights had, I but one, 

Yer all the Day 'tis buſie as the Sun; | 6 
And all the Night 'tis watchful as the Moon. | 
When ſhall I fleep from Noiſe and Buſineſs freed ? 
Tis huſh'd, but Beauty Bufineſs does ſucceed: | 


Beauty: which Jove cou'd draw from Heav'ns high Tower; 


When Nymphs in Groves his Godhead ſtoop'd radore, 
$0 much he lov'd Delight, above almighty Power : : 
In his deep Blood the ſoft Contagion ran, 

Staining his Son, 'that vaſt Immortal 'Man, 

The Great Alctdes; who a Diſtath-made 

Of-that huge Club, which Nations could inyade ; 
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Wou'd in his Miſtreſs Glaſs kind looks devil; 
Leſs'ning the Gloriesof his God-like Eyes, - 
And tun'd his mjghty voice'to tender cries. 

Since Gods themſelves, and God-like Men have lov'd, 
Why ſhould not I with Beauty's Charm's be mov'd ? 

"The higheſt Power has Love's blind Mazes trod; 

Then Zannibal love on, and imitate a God.. 


Enter Bomilcar. 


Bomilcar here ?. ſo ſuddenly return'd'? 
You look as if your Journey you had: mourn'd.. 
Bom. My Lord, we were diſcoverd.. 
Has. Ha! How then? ; 
Was your loſt freedom given you-agen 2: 
Bom. The gen'rous Conſul knowing who we werez. 
Commanded us to diſiipate our fear: 
Then to his Officers gave {tric command,” 
| To let us take aview of every Band ; 
But ſuch brave Men, and ſuch ſtri& Diſcipline ! 
Han, You ſpeak, Bomilcar,.as you knew not mine. 
Hom. My Lord, your Pardon-at I ſay, theſe Eyes 
Ne're yet beheld fuch gallant Enemies.. -.. 
When we had ſeen what might leſs Spirits damp,. 
He generouſly diſmisd us from the Camp; 
Han. This Civil brav'ry has-oblig'd meſo, 
T ſhall to Battel with: half fury goz: 
' Doubts enter here, which yet/my. Breaſt ne're. . felt - - 
Doubts beget. fears, and. fears my-coyrage. melt; . 
But of my Love, Couſin, - you, nothing; ſaid ; Y 


Is the alive 2 how [that anſwer dread. , 
Or is it poſſible ſhe can-be dead? 
Bom, Though in the ſearch oux.atinoſt. Wit ellay'd,, 
We nought cod hear of. that. Iluſtrigys Maid. |. :- 
'  4an. Perhaps his Heart, for temp'rance ſg renown'd. 
From her all-conquering; Eyes. might; take a. Wound, 
And now he keeps, hex;-cloſe: which ſhquld he dare ao. 
With Fire and Sword: well, 'CATT'F oaghe: War; 191:34h 2JÞag 
Yes, we. will inſtan 'S aur Bodies, join ; +7. @ 10 dg: 


| The Warld's at. > akayt let-it be hus. ar-mine.. > dc{3 An 
| : *Bom 


18 | Sophenicba. Or, 


Fo” A hundred thouſand Lives at once are met, 


Bom. Throw: boldly at the Sum which the Gods ſet; 
"That on your fide will all their Fortunes bet. «. 
Enter Maherbal. 


Mah. Come forth, my Lord, haſte from your Tent, behold 
Sights that may chill the fiery, daunt the bold; 
Shrill Trumpets Eccho-through the Arch of Heaven, 
Battels proclaim'd, and bloody ſignals given : | 
Two Suns their pawdy Charriots Curtains furl, - 4 
Andat each other brandifh'd Lightning burl, 7 
Red bolts ruſh flaming throvgh a bloody Sky, : 
Wounding the-Air, vaſt pointed ſplinters fly, | 6 
Immerral : Spirits drop down, and ſeem to die ; 
A Hoſt of Heavenly Warrtofs bright and oay, 
Appointed ſtand, and ready for the fray - 
In Golden Arms their ſhining Ciuets appear, 
Helmets and Shields of Diamonds they wear, C 
And Spears with Stars of value ſet, they bear. 

Fan. The end. of all things fure 15 drawing nigh. 

* Mah. Through the void place ſwiſt"Darts obliquely fly ; 
Black ſwarthy Demonshold = hollow Cloud, 
Andwith long Thunder-bolts they Drum aloud ; 
Their Trumpets all with'Sun-beams are inlay'd, 
Where dreadful ſounds by fiery Breath are made, 
Mountains. are buried in the Womb of: Earth, - © 
A Grave they" Tind -Where firſt'they had their birth, 
Our Houſhoj&Gods ſwear as they- ſtand, arid all 
Your Garlands from their 'Temples untouch'd fall. 
A Wolf but now, his Jaws alll'bloodied: Oze, 
And by, hitfide a Savage foatriing Boar, - 
Your Out-fvards facd, aid Naughter there began; 
Nor ſtop'd they, but through. all the Ariny ran, 
, Till fatiated ew Blood, . the Monſters fitd, 
Vaniſh'd from'fight, and ty dark-'Foreſts hid: 

Han. Bead the. phce'ftom wherite ave _ _—_y . 
| Theſe dreadful Pfodip fe that bo phearnr, . 31 V0 
Command our Krieſts @SheHſS phepajs0 1087 'u Mi aw 29 

T' gppeaſe the angry/Demons of the Air” 77 - -- Pat 
The 


Hanmbal's Gvertbjow. T3 
The SCENE draws, difcouers a Heaven of Blood,” two Suxs, 
Spirits in Battel, Arrows ſhot to and fro in the Air; Cries of 
yielding Perſons, Gc. Cries of Carthage is fall'n, Carthage, &c, 


Re-enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar, 


- Han. What mean the Gods by theſe phantaſtick forms : 
And unprovok'd, why do they raiſe ſuch ſtorms 2 
Mah. When dreadful Prodigies like-theſe appear, 

The ſure deſtruction of ſome State is near. 

Our General's mov'd, his angry looks dart Fire, 

And noble Rage does his griev'd Soul inſpire. 

Han. Can this be true? Anſwer, ye Powers Divine, 

Shall in our Death the Remax glory ſhine? 

Has Fate our xuin fix'd 2 Is it decreed, : 

That Carthage fall, and ZZannibal muſt bleed 2 kf | 

Yet with unſbaken Souls our doom we'H wait, 1 

And periſh bravely, though unfortunate : 

Yes, ye malicious Powers, this ZZaunzbal, | 

Whom you untimely to deſtruQion call, e 

Still what he was, ſhall like g Souldier fall, 3 

Let Z7ano ſhiver in the arms of Death ; 

But loud reports ſhall wait our parting Breath : 

We'll drown the talking Gods with our laſt cry, 

And earth ſhall thunder back upon the Sky. 
[Exent. 


ACTI. SCENEL 
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A Rothan Camp. : 
Enter Scipio, Lelius, Attendants, Varro, Guard. 


Scip, "TS" ſtrange that we no News-from Cirtq hear ; 
No Souldier thence >- "1 

Lel. None, Sir, does yet appear. 3 
Scip. *Twere fit ſome. Tribune with our Horſe ſhould go, + 
And the Intents of Maſiniſſa know. 


Enter 


20 ; Sophonisba:: 07, 
. Enter Roſalinda, and Maſſina. 
Ro/. Where is the General > By your Majeſty, ; 


And avguſt Garb, you ſhould the Conſul be : 
If ſuch you are, I charge you ſet me free. : 
Scip. Your ſtrict Commands are told in ſuch a way, 
The Conſul doubts whether he ſhould obey ; 
Nor know I Fair one, what, or whoſe you are, 
Wrongfully held, or Priſoner of War. 
Roſ. By right or wrong, when Beauty pleads like mine, 
'Tis fit you ſtrait my liberty enjoyn; 
To keep me here againſt my. .Will, is wrong, 
Since I to Zaxnibal-the Great belong: 
Dare you detain what's his? 
Scip. We all things dare, 
But would not willingly. offend the Fair ; 
None ſhall preſume your. freedom: to deny, 
If with the gift-we may- your friend{hip buy. 
Roſ. My triendihip > No.; to death | hate you all, 
A!l that bear Arms againſt my 4AZannibal ; 
A Man fo great, I, though a Roman born, 
Can for his fake, my Friends, and Gountry ſcorn ; 
Who drives the: braveſtiof you fgom the-Field, 
As I in Cities make all:Beauties yield; 
Rome ! he's not fit, 'though ſhe her Head lay down, 
To be his Foot-ſtool, when he mounts a Throne. 
Scip. My yet unſhaken Soul, with Virtue bound, 
No foxce:of War, or Love cou'd ever wound :- | 
But Mars and Cupid now at once appear, 
And ſtrike me with an Objedt fierce and fair. 
How her Eyes ſhine 2 What killing Fires they dart ? 
AnJ all within I feel the fatal ſmart. ; 
Away with her, ſhe is a- Sorcerels, go. | 
Maſſ. Stay, ſtay, my Lord, remember ſhe's your Foe ; 
Beſ;des, Tlove her; and if ſhe depart, 
Or ſuffer any wrong, "twill break my Heart. / 
By all thoſe noble Promiſes. you made, © [&neels. 
When 4/drubal in Spain before you fled, 
And I your Priſoner was, you lov'd me, then C 


*. 


| With Gold and Jewels ſent me home again, 
= And lung about my Neck a Diamond Chain. 


SIP. 
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Scip. At your requeſt, ſhe thall.not go, but ſtay 
With me. | 7 
Maſſ. With you? Diſpatch her, Sir, away. 
A Rival in my Love I cannot bear : 


Love-toys, my Lord, below your greatneſs are, c 
They'l take you off the buſineſs of the Wars. ..... 
 Scip. Though War uſurp the'Day,: Love claims the Night; 
At leaſt we'll try this Am'rous new.delight. Ke 
Maſſ. Yes, you may try, but ne're can pleaſe like me ; 
You'l ſtill be dreaming, -Sir, of ;Vittory,. ..:_ 1... ., 
Of ſtorming Forts, . and digging Trenches deep, ;.. .... . 
And call for. Arms, and break your Miſtrels's ſleep.  .. 
Roſ. The ſerious trifles of your love adjourn. P 
For know I view you both with equal ſcorn. * 
O mighty Hannibal ! thou all Divine, -. 
This loyal Heart ſhall never be but thine; 
How little theſe compar'd to thee? how low ? 
Scip. Trophies as great, and conqueſt we can ſhow, 
Nobleas thoſe which his fam'd Arms adorn, 
From as dire dangers Victory have torn. 
'* Rof: 'Tis true, ſome Glory you atchiev'd in Spain, 
And Carthagina by ſurprize did gain ; oY | 
For your late conqueſt poorly did conſpire, 
Pretending Peace, you ſetthe Camp on Fire: 
Yet you will loudly talk of Roman Fame, 
Whea all your Eagles Dove-like flew ſo tame: 
But Hannibal with noiſeto War proceeds, __ - 
Makes the World ſtart at his unequal'd deeds ; 
He like ſome rolling Whale, who as he laves, 
With his bright Armory gilds all the waves ; 
Daſhes the frighted Nations from his ſide, 
That pale and foaming fury far off ride, 
Orre all the watry.Region does Command ;/  _ 
The Ocean's Lord, and Tyrant of the Land: 
While your tame Legions, like the ſmaller fry, 
Glide {ilent on, and only twinkle by. , . _ 
Scip. Take her Maſſina, bear.her from my Tent, 
To Freedofn, Chains, to'Death,, gr Baniſhment; 
Bear her where I may. never'ſce hier ' oMb PReey 
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She's gone, _ and now. I am as heretofore, 

My panting Heart with thirſt of Glory burns ; 

Fame flies before, and beck'ning Fortune turns, 

Bevers and Bucklers, Swords and Mailie Shields, 

And all the wonted Objects fancy yields, 6 

Black Hills, and dufty Plains,” and bloody Fields. 

© hn g crea Enter Maherbal. 

What art thou 2 Tis the Confut ſpeaks. 
Mah. From Haznibatl come with you to treat, 

E're Fortune half the frighted” World defeat : 

The Grace which. for his Spies you did command, 

He thanks you for : But with his Sword in Hand; 

He who ne're yet a Parley wifh'd with Rome, 

Since War is to the dreadful upſhot come, 

Would hold Diſcourſe with you of the Earth's doom. 
Scip. 'Tis granted z where's the place - 
Mah. On Zawma's Plain, 

Attended only with five hundred Men ; 

Soon as the Morn's firſt bluſhes ſhall appear, 

Expe& the terrour of your Armies there. RR 7 
Scip, Wou'd it were done, the great deciſion made ; 

Rome Crown'd, and in the Yuſt great Carthage laid. _ 


Enter Ttebellius. 

7Treb, Laurels, and all the Trophies Conqueſt yields, 
Colours and Srandards, bought with Blood in Fields, .. 
King Maſiniſſa does to Scipio ſend, / 
His God-like Maſher, and his War-like Friend. 

Scip. Relate in brief the Progreſs of his Arms.  . - 

Treb. Soon as King, Syphax heard our dread Alarms, _ 
He ſent ſome Troops of ' Horſe abroad to ſcout; 
Which were by equal numbers pur to rout, | 
Urg'd with deſpair, and by his charming Wife, 7 +, 
Whoſe Beauty has been fatal, to his Life, 6 $n- 


He came in perſon forth, 'to end the ſtrife. 
Our Battels joyn'd,. and fiercely jt was fought, / | 
Till to the laſt extreams our "Troops, Were rought ; 
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When Maſiniſſa more than Man-appear'd,. 
And with his over-flow ing Aſo. appear' FEI 6 
Thoſe. mighty 6dds-which fixſt our Souldiers fear'd. 9. 
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Scip. Some wong'rous act of fercitude.was-ſhown, ' 
Which cou'd reſettle Troops half overthrown. - ,, 
 _ Treb, Where ere our General turn'd,death-mark'd his look, 

And whom he ey'd, with his cold Arrow ſtrook ; 

Like ſome vaſt flame he made his glorious way, 

And all about him deſolatian lay,  - : 35011, 
Syphax, whoſe name he made to' Heaven reſound, 

With cries of ecchoing Joys at laſt he foundp *'!  ;, c 
Trembling, though with his Guards encompaſs'd round; 
Switt as revenge could dart, he on him flew, 
Whom from his Horſe with his Hands force-he drew, 6 
And piercd his Heart in both the Armies view: + - 
Which ſeen, with one conſent the Souldiers fled, 

As if all hopes were with their Monarch dead. 

Scip. Cirta ſhould after ſuch a loſs, 1n courle, 

Surrender to the Victor's dreaded force. 
| Treb, It did, Great Sir :: To Maſiniſſa now 
The graveſt Lords with willing: homage bow ; 
Where, as I did amongſt the foremoſt ride, 
"Twas wiſh'd the Queen might prove the Victor's Bride. 

Scip. I rather with thou cou'dſt not conqueſt boaſt, 
And that the King were with:the Battel loſt. - 

To Cirta, Lelius, inſtantly repair, 

And make that ſubtile Queen our Priſoner : 

If Maſiniſſa ſhould oppoſe you, fay, x: 54308 
'Tis my Command, who ſwore you to obey. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, and Bomilcar, : 
Han. My Roſalinda freed, and in my Tent2 
But wherefore was that Stranger with her ſent ? 
Thou haſt a Tempeſt raisd within my mind ; 
Speak , was this Youth ſo fair, and ſhe fo kind ? | 
Bom, Your Roſalinda's Beauty did appear : 12h; 
Bright as Noon-day, all piercing, ſprightlyelear :. 
But he who led her, ſeem'd fo ſoft and young,” 
As if that Pity handed Love along; _ 
And tears his bluſhing Cheeks did ſo adorn, 
Methought the Sun came uſher'd by the Morn. \ | 
Han, Ceaſe thy unwelcome praiſe; what-did ſhe ſay 2 : 
Bom, That ſhe would there for your appearance ſtay - 
| D 2 : 
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I bow'd, and went; but being curious grown, q 
I ſtopp'd a while, to mark that Fair unknown : - 
When ſhe with languiſhing intreaties ſaid, 
Is this your Love? Shall I not be obey'd - 
Be gone, be gone ; if Zanyibal ſhould-come, 
And but ſuſpe&, Death were your certain doom. 
Han. Peace, Harbinger of Fate; with Ravens dwell, 
Thy tale at Midnight to the dying tell : 03/24 
Oh! it has pierc'd me like a poyſon'd Dart, 
Which by degrees infects the Blood and Heart ; 
And now it higher mounts, divides my Head, 
Where like a Plague its pointed 'venoms ſpread. 
My Brain ten thouſand various tortures turn; 
Now Agues chill me, and now Fevers burn. 
Oh Roſalinda ! Falſe ungrateful Maid, 
AmlT for loſs of Glory thus repaid 2 
- But let's away, to my Pavilionlead ; 
That Raviſher of all my hopes ſhall bleed. [Exennt. 


Enter Roſalinda, and Maſlina. 

Ref. Why will you ſtay 2 It youtdid ever love, 
Let me conjure you, from this place remove. 

Maſſ. Permit me-as your Menial Servant ſtay, 
And near your perſon ſigh my Lite away: 
Is that ſo much - 

Rof. It cannot, imuſt nor be, 
That you ſhould idly ſpend your hours with me: 
You like the golden Planct of the Day, 
Should as you- riſe, all glorious ſet, all gay ; 
A generous pity does-my Heart ſubdue, 
Which bids you now eternally Adieu. . 

Mafſ. Say, your diſdain. Alas! how can't part-- 
Methinks I go as if I had no Heart : p 
But Gnce you are refolv'd it muſt te fo, 
Near to ſome murmuring brook I'll lay me down; 
Whoſe Waters, if they ſhould too ſhallow flow, 
My Tears ſhall ſwell *em up that I will drown. 

Enter Hannibal, Bomilcar, Aſper. 
Roſ. Maſina, ſtay ; I ſtriftly charge you live. 
an, Not Heaven, nor Earthcan grant him a reprieve, 
Since 


Hanmbal's Overthrow. 


Since Hannibal has vow'd that.he ſhall die : 
Bomilcar bind him, bind hinvinſtandly : 
Falſe Roſalinda /————Bear him from my ſight, 
And ſhade his Beauties with Eternal Night. 
Is it for this at laſt we'meet again? . 
Wou'd thou had(ſt Mili the Conful's Captive been, CA 
Roſ. Oh Hannibal! can you reſiſt my Tears z | 
What change is this-your ſtormy temper wears 2 
He ſhall not die, Bomilcar, Ajper, ſtay, 
'Tis I command you ; dare you diſobey ? 
Han. Be gone, he dies who liſtens to her Pray'r ; 
Pull off his Bracelets, let.him Shackles wear, 
With Fetters fret his ſoft and ſupple Skin ; SES 
Too light a pennance for ſo foul a ſin, [Maſlina 7 taken away. 
Ro. If Roſalinda yet has any part [ Knees. 
Left in-that cruel, yet renowned Heart, 4: 45898 
This-Strangers freedom inſtantly enjoyn, 
And you ſhall ever be.the Lord of mine. 
Han. How darſt thou plead for him, falfe as you are ? 
Falſer, if poſſible, than thou arr fair: 
In his behalf- no Interceſſion make, 
His torments ſhall be doubled for thy ſake. 
Rof. Henceforth wrong'd Innocence from Courts retreat, 
Thou þeſt, but rare companion of the great : 
Since thus abus'd, ah! viftit them no more, 
But reſt thy forrows at ſume Sftepherd's Door. 
. Han. Oh guilt! canſt thou to Innocence appeal, 
Who to this Youth ſuch kindneſs did reveal ? 
Rof. It pity kindneſs be, | was moſt kind, 
Who all my ſoftneſs to his griets refign'd ; | 
And what but Marble Hearts could fee him mourn, 
Yet ſo much ſweetneſs with ſuch forrows ſcorn 2 
Han. Pity like yours, that does fo ſwiftly move, 
Is the fore-runner of approaching Love. . 
Rof. Unworthy of the honour you polleſs; ' by 
My Paſlion's great, wou'd I cou'd make 1t leſs : 
Know, moſt unjuſt, and jealous, therefore vain, 
For Jealouſie's great weaknes in great Men ; 
My conſtant Soul did for thy glory wave, 


The Rich, the Young, the Beautiful, and Brave. 'F 
y 
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My charms, the cold and temp rate-Conful felt, 

Whilſt Beauties Beams did fiercely-on him play; 

The Froſt, which long had bound his Heart, did melt, 
And Love like Sun: ſhine thaw 'd his Ice away. 

Han. Your looks methinks have quite another Air ; 
Nor doubt I but your Beauty has been try'd, 

So faint Loves Colours in your Face appear, 
Like Silks that loſe their [gloſs with being dy'd. 

Rof. That Scjpio, nor this Prince, whom cruel you 

Have bound, cou'd nothing on my Heart prevail, 
Is as Heaven's high Decree moſt juſtly true; 
And I am Innocent, as thou art trail. | 

Elan, Alas ! *twas Innocence, to ſay, Be gone, 
If Hannibal ſhould but ſuſp:&, you'r dead. 

Rof. Compaſſion, 'for a Love I could not own, 
Urg'd me to ſpeak: what you have heard, was faid ; 
Therefore releaſe him inſtantly from Bands, 

And yield him fafe into the Conſul's Hands, 
Without delays or murmuring free him ſtrait; - 
Or may your Lawrels never more be green, 
Nor may your Arms in War be fortunate, 

Nor Ro/alinda but with frowns be ſeen. 

Han, Stay, Madam. Haſte, the Captive Prince unbind ; 

My Heart to others rough, the Souldiers crime, 
As Rocks to Seas, or ſtubborn Oaks to Wind, 
Shall bow to you, as thoſe muſt yield to time : 
Forgive my temper, hard'ned with the Steel, 
In which I ſtood almoſt Immortal Man, 

Till Love ler fall a blow, that made me reel, 

And pointed Beauty through my Armour ran ; 

Can you forgive the rudeneſs of my mind ? 
Rof. Forgo your Jealouſie, and Ple be kind. 


Enter Maſſina anhbound. 
Han. May a raſh Man, wrong'd Prince, your Pardon crave > 
Maſj. No, Sir, my Pardon you ſhall never have; 
For know, I hate thee on a double ſcore, 
Much for thy Love, more for Tyrannick Pow'r: 
Princes who have like me diſhonour'd been, 


Should bluſh to be diſhonour'd ſo agen. 
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Fall, die, diſpatch, to Fortune's malice bow, 
Thy Royal Uncle would not own thee now. 
Life profer'd with the World, I wou'd not take ; + 
Yet I could live for Rofalinda's fake : | 
Speak Z7av»ibal, wilt thou thy ſhare reſign 2 
Roſ. He may ; but I can never part with mine. 
Mafſ. How, never ? 
Rof. Never. 
Mafſ. O unkind hard Heart / 
Love when he ſhot me, fure miſtook his Dart, 
Or chang'd with Death, whofe quick deſtroying Shaft 
Thus drinks my Blood, thus with a full deep draught. 
| [Stabs himfelf. 
Reſ. Hold, cruel Prince; the Dagger from him wrefſt. 
Han. Too late, alas! I drew it from his breaſt, 
Roj. What have you done 2 | 
Maſſ. Only my Body drain'd 
Of that ſick Blood, . which Zannibal had Nain'd : 
What leſs than death could I to honour give 2 
And Love negle&ed, charg'd me not to live. 
Now you may take him, take him to you all, 
This cruel, haughty, happy /Zannibal. 
' #an. The bus'neſs of our Lite's a ſenſlefs thing ; 
Why burns th? ambitious Man to be a King? 
Or to what purpoſe does the Warrior call _ 
For Arms? Or Gown-men buſtle in the Hall 2 
Sport ſor the Gods, they whirl us here and there, 
As Boys blow watry bubbles in the Air, 
My help! E- 
Mafſ. Ah let.me not: be touch'd by thee, 
If Foes may capable of pity be.” 
| Your Roſalinda feize, and with her fly 2 


To Gold'n Beds; embrace her faſt, while T 


Within my dark and duſty Dungeon lie. [Dzes.. 


Han, Crouds of ill-boading thoughts my Soul diſmay. 
His Body tothe Roman Camp convey,. , | 
Hears'd in a Mourning Chariot, ſoftly tread, peIN 
And look fo fad that they may think you dead. FThey bear off. 

Roſ. This your ſufpition of my honour was: © rhe Body. 
See the effes, where Jealouſie's the caule. 


Ab 
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'Ahcruel Yifor, 1 could curſe thee now ; 
Wiſh all thy Lawrels blaſted on thy brow. 
Love ſick'ns, with this deed, my Tranſports fade, 


_ Would we were bothin Earths low Cavern laid, 


And Stars their Fiery Courſes never run, 

But all the buſineſs of the World is done. 
Zan. Oh that my Heart her future State cou'd find : 

Know to what good or ill this Life's defign'd. 

Prudence againſt fuch knowledge may adviſe: 

But who of all mankind was always wile 2 

For the great ſecret to the Gods I'll go; 

And if they fail me, fathom for't below, 

| Though hid by fate under a thouſand Rocks, 

And drag it up by the dark Jetty locks, 

Let it gaſtly as a Gorgon come, 

Stiff with the view, I will outgaze my doom. 


Curtain'd with ſhady horrours, where the Sun : 
;-. = [Exit 


The SCENE The City of Cirta. 
Enter King Maſlinifſa a»d Menander. 
[Trumpets ſound a lofty March. 


K. Maſ. Was ever Victory ſoſwiftly won 2 
We ſcarce had leiſure to demand the Town. 
Their Gates they opened with ſuch haſte and fear, 
As if our Conquering SwordsEnchanted were. _ 
Men. Syphax, the great uſurper of your Throne, 
Is to revenging Furies downwards gone - 
In Hells low Valleys grown the darkeſt Weed, 
And feels the ſtings that make Ambition bleed: 
K. Maſ. Straight to the Palace bid our Forces turn, , 
Where Sophonisba does her loſſes mourn. | 
__ Well viſit that forſworn 1uſtrious Fair, 
To let her ſee how unconcern'd we are. | 
Men. Since you have promiſed that you would forſake, 
'Why ſhould yout Virtue needleſs tryals make ? | 
Love, though ſcarce warm, within your boſom pent, 
Fann'd with her kindling ſighs, may get a vent: _ © | ; 365 
e 
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Like heat which ſtifled in ſome cloſer ſpace, 
If any Air gets in, fires all the place. 

K. Maſ. Dar'ſt thou ſuſpe& 2 I fay, it cannot be: 
Has Air, or its wing'd Rangers, liberty 2 : 
Looſe, like the Wind ; as the wide Ocean, free ; 

My enlarg'd Soul rolls wantonly along, 

Can hear unmov'd the warbling Syrex's Song ; 
Braving her Eyes, her falſhood [II upbraid, 
For thoſe rude wrongs ſhe on my Virtue laid. 

Man. Your Majeſty beſt knows what's fit to chuſe; 
I humbly offer d what you may refuſe. yp 

K. Maſ. Perhaps my preſent rage I may not keep ; 
For ſhe has Words would make the Cruel weep; 
And Charms as powerful as Czrces wiles ; 

As raviſhed Virgins ſighs, or Infants ſmiles. 

But I moreblind with Rage than ſhe with Tears, 3 

Mauger the cunning which her forrow wears, c 
Her hopes will laugh at, and deſpiſe her fears. [Exeunt 


The SCENE The Palace. 
Enter Sophonisba, Rezambe and Merna. 


Soph, Rome, and the World, againſt my Life combine ; 
Methinks I'm ſtill a Queen whilſt this is mine, 
Though Maſiniſſa has the King orethrown, 

And his Victorious Troops poſſeſs the Town ; 
Yet Sophonisba is, and ſhall be free, 
Spight of the frighted Senators Decree. 
They bluſh to fee this Life ſo glorious ſhine; 
And fear their Eagle's Eyes ſhould dazl'd be with mine. 
Merna, if I have ought from thee deſerv'd, 
Be grateful thus, and thou haſt nobly ferv'd. 
Mer. Not for the' World. 
Soph. Rezambe, thagi.art brave, 
Strike, and the Carthaginian glory ſave. 
How will-the Juſt, the Valiant, and the Wile, 
Extol thy Virtue, and thy Courage prize ? | 
Who durſt the ſoftneſs of thy Sex forego, 
And free thy Country with one deſperate Blow £ 


A deed that will even Zannibal out-do. . ”— 
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Rez. Rather than I would live to fee thoſe Hands; 
Which Kings have kiſs'd, fetter'd with Reman Bands; 
That Body like a Pageant wretch adorn'd, 
Gracing the Victor's wheels, your Greatneſs ſcorn'd:. 
Rather than this endure, by. all that's good, 
I'$bath this Dagger in-your Lifes warm Flood, C 
Till the Haft reek'd with your 'Hearts Royal Blood. 5 - 
Soph. O thou moſt noble Martial worthy Maid,. 
If by thy Eyes my Soul could be ſurvey'd, 
Thou wouldſt believe what cannot be expreſt, 
How dear thou art to Sophonisba's Breaſt, 
Thy voice, like fad, but pleaſing Muſick flew ; . 
'Like dying Swans, 'twas ſweet and fatal too. , 
Now ſtrike, and bravely Adtthy Tragick part - 
Juſt here, ſtrike through and through this wretched Hearg:-. 
| Rez,. Death's'our laſt. remedy, as 'tis the worſt - 
'Tis fit you try the Viftor's Mercy firſt. 
Prince Maſiniſſa lov'd you once; who knows . 
But the ſame Paſſion in. his Boſom glows? . 
Blow it into a Flame ;. try all your Charms: : 
Love laughs at brandiſh'd Swords, and glittring Arms. .. 
Mer. Never was Man like Maſiniſſa kind 
By ..nature mild, and amorouſly inclin'd, . 
Not vanquiſh'd Syphax dying fellfo low, 
As this Charm'd Prince will to your Beauty bow; - - + 
Rez, Imputed Treachery you oughtto. clear ; . 
Let Guilt ſhrink back, and Innocence appear. - | 
Tt hide the Ponyard in-my Robe; if he... 
Dooms you-a Slave, this gives. you liberty... t 
Soph. When breach of Faith joyn'd Hearts does. diſ-ingage, - 
The Calmeſt Temper-turns to.wildeſt Rage: | 
He thinks me falſe, though I have. been-moſt true; 
- And thinking ſo, what may his fury do». 
Rez. His Trumpets Clangors-make the Palace ring; 
Here wait your fate, and this victorious King, | 
Enter King Maſliniſla, Menander, Attendants. 
K. Maſ. Madam, I come to tell you that youars 
No more a Queen, but. Priſoner of War. 
The King, whoſe loſs 'tis probable you grieve, 
To whoſe lov'd memory thoſe tears you give, 


For 
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* For Judgment is to Heaven's Tribunal gone; 
And1now come to claim my Fathers Throne. 
Yogin the War have been-unfortunare; 
*Not but your Cauſe deſerv'd a better fate. 
Soph, Of Empire's joys to you a gift I make, 
'More willingly than F did ever take. 3 
'Freely as ever Syphax' tnade it mine, 
To Maſiniſſa I my Crown regs | be” - Hog 
'K. Maſ, Notas your Gift; Crowns I ſhould then deſpiſe: 
"But as my right by Birth, and Valours prize, 
- MyFather Ga/la's Diadem Tl bear, 
And all the Royalties of Cixra wear. NO 
Soph, Theſe ſprings of grief unkindnefs now ſuppties. - 
K. Maſ. Syphax deſerv'd that Fribute from'your Eyes. 
Soph. There is a cauſe more worthy of theſe Tears. 
 K, Maf. More worthy» what, than'Syphax x for your faks, 
-Did he not Fame and'Empire Vi&ims make, 
Giving Love over-meafure ; when at laft, 
HeR#hrew his Life up for you as' a Caſt ? | 
Soph. If what I ſpeak might kindly be receiv d—— 
But miſery can' never be believ'd. 
K. Maſ. Not you believ'd! O Gods, is it clear Day? 
So manifeſt are all things that you fay. 
Not you believ'd! what hardned Infidel 
Shall dare to doubt the Oracles you tell + 
Soph, IT will, when ſorrow ſhall permit me, ſpeak ; 
But fure my Heart muſt 'with unkindneſs break. 
K. Maf. "Tis poſiible ; yet, Madam, e're I go, 
'Expreſs your Will, for IT have much todo : * 
My MenlI have not plac'd; my Fathers Throne 
We have not fill'd; I muſt, I muſt be'gone. 
Menander, do we triumph? 
Men. Bravely, Sir; _ 
All like your ſelf, and more than'Conquerour. © 
Rex. Merna, wete loſt : with what a haughty ſcorn 
He turns away, and finifesto ſee her mourn. 
Soph, Are you not Maſiniſſa call'd ? 
_ Soph, Have you'not heard of Sophonisba's name? . © 
She who uamov'd your high difgain endures ;  : | 
Yet Sophonisba who was always yours. © -” 
| hr 7 _- K Myf. 


.232 Sophonsba : Or, 

K. Maſ. Oh Heavens ! FR 
Soph. Whom waſting cares did..all the day devour, . | 

Who watch'd ajl Night, counting each tedious hour : 

And never found that there were joys in Power.. 
K. Maſ. Ha!. Sophonisba'. yes.I knew her. well, 

That Angel fair, and lov'd her ere ſhe fell,... 

Oh, Sophonisba, hadſt thou. but. a mind p 

Half beauteous as the caſe 'where *tis.inſhrin'd, 

Thoy wert ; ———but ſhe is dangerous to name - 

My reaſon's ſnatch'd by my tempeſtuous Flame. 

Menander nelp— 

Or I ſhall fink in the abyſs of thought, . 

My Vows, my Friendſhip, Glory, all forgot : 

As when we launch into the Sea, the Land _ 

Goes backward, with the Trees, and all the neighbouring flrand. 
'Men. Be gone, my Lord, you're rujn'dif you ſtay. 

 K. Maf. Whar, from the vanquiſh'd'ſhall we run away ? 
Mern. Still thert's ſome hopes, ſince at.her.name he ſhook, 

And now he eyes her with a kindling Took. a 
Rez, With that laſt Glance methought Love ſhot him there.. 
K. Maſ. Yes, Madam, this is Maſiniſſa here -. 

I am (to thy Confuſion. be it known,) 

A walking Grave, with ſorrows overgrown, 

With rooted cares, and every baneful Weed, 

That nightly watchings and pale troubles breed... 

Once I was-free from theſe, and flouriſh'd fair, 

Like a tall Tree I bloſom'd in the Air, ___ 

My cheerful Friends like Birds about me ſung ; | 

Free from the charms of thy deceitful; Tongue, c 

And ripening hopes.blooming around me hung, 

Till thou, fair Murd're(s, didſt like lightning fall, 

And blaſted Bloſſoms, Branches, Root, and all, 
Soph. O, Maſiniſſa, hear I this ffont thee,2" *. 

_ - K.'Maf. Tis equally a truth from higy.or me,. | 

Or any here——why, Madam, not-from me 2 | 

But if my preſence ſhould a trouble prove, 

I will for ever from your fight remove. 
Soph. Stay, Maſſmiſſa, ſtay, my Tate, my Soul ; 

Why do your Eyes with ſuch ſtragge motion roll? 

Your fury inthis Heart that loycs you hide, 
K, Ma}. Whefe does that ſearcher of the Soul reſide, 


— 


— 


Hannibal's'Owverthrow. 33 
Who through blind tracks:finds out: a Womans Hear 2. > 
Loe here's a bar, a ſtop.to all his Art, 
Who wou'd not ſwear that ſuch-a Love was true? 
Soph. DoI not love you? By the Gods I do. 
K. Maſ. Oh thou difſembler once this wou'd. have done; 
But all thy pra&tis'd wiles at laſt are known.. 
Juſt ſo ſhe talk'd; and ſo-ſhe wept before, 
And with that beauteous honeſt look.ſhe ſwore :- 
Gods / if I ſtay, I ſhall believe again ; 
Farewell thou greateſt pleaſure, greateſ pain. 
Soph.. By all our loyes, this canaot' muſt not be ;. 
Thoſe cruel words could not be meant to me. 
To me, wholove you with a Heart entire, J. 
A Flame more laſting-than the Veſtal's Fire, c 
Fo me, who am indeed all one deſire. 
Ah Prince, thy Love is all my light and health;. 
The Treaſure I would hoard, my only Wealth: 
Take not that from me, , --. 
K. Maſ. *Tis but vain delay. 
Soph. Unkindly urg'd ; why do you turn away ? [Kneelss 
You ſhall not go, till you-have left me dead; 71? 
My tears till now were never-yainly-ſhed; | | 55H 
O-hear-my ſighs, my Vows,- ye. Powers above, : ENTS. 
It any Power like me could ever love. 
Let looſe your Fires, and thaw-this frozen Heart ; 


And thou, dread God.of Love, try avvry Dat: :; ie oP 
You ſhannot ſtir, fa EE 
K. Maſ. What means this riſing Blood? {\,. | © »i1 {Weepss 


Soph, Natnre will ſtartat ſuch ads, 
Revenge on after Ages this diſgrace, 
Andoniy Monſters make of Humane Rage : | 
$a rs, thou. ;; - maT; 
K. Maſ. She ſhall not ; yet ſhe ſhall... ad4; 0 
She graſps my Heart, and. -Cries,' She! ll have i alk. 
'Tis ſo, her Eyes reſiſtleſs Magick bears - ++ ' +; 
Angels I ſee, and Gods are dancing,there, -  . 
Riſe, Madam, riſe; each ſigh, each ſoftning olance bY 
Lulls my loud wrongs; I'm huſh'd, and'in a: Trance, : 
Men. His Sighs flow. from-him: with ſo ſtrong a. Gules Th 
And it his. Soul would through his Lips exhale. ERR 


34 Sophonisba : Or, 
Soph. Cou'd you be thus? on:your poor Miſtriſs frown'? 

| What was my fault, alas! what have I done» 
K. Maſ, Nothing ; why, nothing ; only this, thou art, 

My Life, my Soul, my Spirits, Blood, and Heart. 

- Whoſe Hands leaſt thrilling touch does pleaſe above 

The very att of any other Love. 58 

. Gods, how ſhe Charms ! none ſure was ere like thee: 

Nor wild as I; Storms borrow rage of me. 

- But thou art ſoft, and ſweet, and filent all, 

"As births of Roſes, orgas Bloſoms fall. | | 

Soph. This Roſe that ſticks ſo near your Heart will fade, 

When planted by your Hand in Death's cold ſhade: 

K. Maſ. By mine # Not Savages would harm thy Breaſt ; 2 


: On whoſe refreſhing Pillows Fove might reſt, 
-And with Immortal ſweets be ever bleſt. 
So fair, 'tis well thou art not: faithful-too:; 
;T cou'd not bear my bliſs; if thou wert true. 
Soph. Think me not falſe, though I did Syphax wed, 
"Who ever was a ſtranger to my Bed. 
| Forc'd by my Fathers poſitive:command, 
'T muſt confeſs I fuffer'd him my Hand: - 
Heaven curſe me if T even.granted more; 
. Cou'd I be his, having been yours. before 2 
K. Maj. Why do you ſtop? ſtill asa ſtatue lo 
I ſtand, nor ſhall the Wind'prefume to blow. 
Speak, and it ſhall'be Night; not one ſhall dare 5 
To gn, though on the Rack he tortured were, © 
. Nbr for his Soul whiſper « dying Prayer: 
Soph. Make your love long; 'andler it burn leſs faſt ; 
Thele ſudden raptures are teohot'to- laſt. 
K. Maſ. Right, Madam; long if we fuch Joys ſhould feel, 
' The furious 'Tranſports of delight would kill. 
Menander to the Temple: Jead away;. 
By my clear fame this 13:0ur Marriape-day, 
Soph. Your Fame does tar above all-Cenfure ſit, 
Free from the taunts of low-repining Wir. 
Kings though they err ſhould 'never be arraign'd:; 
But it I yield, 'my Glory will be ſtaind. 
What will the World report of ſuch a Bride, 
Who married the ſame Day her Husband dy'd? , ; 
S-- *'K. Moſ. 


Hanhmbal's Overthrow.- 
K: Maf, Since Scipio is' your mortal Enemy, 
It muſt be. fo upon. neceſlit y.. | 
Who yet will not moleſt you being mine. . 
Soph. Then to the Gods let me my Breath reſign. - 
K. Meaſ. Can you-conſent, rather than be my Wite, - 
To hazard Honour, Liberty, and Life - 
Soph. But, Sir y | 
K. Maſ. But, Madam,..fay what you can fay; - 
You-ought not, muſt not, and I cannot ſtay, 
One minute more caſts both your lives away. 4 


Soph. Know, mighty Prince, I was, and am the-ſamd;; By / 
And though the World this at may juſtly blatite, © 
I will be yours, and in that way you name. 

But firſt, by all the Gods and Glory, ſwear, . 
Rather than up ery me: Rome's Priſoner, 
a 


That you ſome fatal token will preſent, 
To free me from Inglorious puniſhment. - 


K. Maſ. T fwear by Heaven, by Glory, and by Arms,:. 
By ſomething more, by your. own conquering Charms, . 


You ſhall be ever from the Romans free ; 
Or I by Death will give you liberty. 

' Soph. Now lead me where. you pleaſe. - 
 K. Maſ. A taſt of bliſs... 


\ 
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TheGod of Marriage ſeal our Vows with the; . [Kiſſes her. »- 


Ne#ar, and flames the ſweets of Z7:b/a grow, 
About her Lips Ambroſial Odours flow. 

| Let melanchoty Monarchs Counſel take, 

Wed by advice, and fullen Nuptials make; . 

But I prefer. what thus my Arms infold, 
To all the wealth that Earth or Seas can hold, e + 


To Rocks of Diamonds, or to Hills of Gold. 4... *® 


Spight of proud Rome, and all her hanghty Meen, 
She was my Miſtriſs, and ſhall be my Queen. | 


| Sophoniaba: Or 


ACT IV. SCENE L s 


'Bellons' 's Temple. 


An Altar is ſhown, with.a Sebkdier tying upon it, arm 'd all but his 
Head : Aglave, Cumana, ſtanding. each. pon a Tripos, with 
Daggers in their Right-hands; ;; and Cenſers in their left. 


Ag 're we our, ſolemn. Rites begio; > - 
+The ſacred Cavern p purge trom {in. 
About the Jreadfal Altar go ; 
About it [ncantations-blow. | 
Cum, The dire Oblation thus we drain, 
And with his Blood our Temples. ſtain : _ _ 
The Screech-Owl warns us with her Note; 
Strike your Dagger in his-Throat : 
Gaſh-him deep, and ſuck his Blood ; 
Prepare kis frighted Ghoſt a ſhrowd. 
Azla. Riſe, ye Sulphrous Flames, os 
«a ume the Vilefal acrifice : :. 
That of his Aſhes we may. take, 1 
And clotted Cinders with 'em rake, - c 
And Viands for. Belloxa make, 
Cum. Our Goddeſs ſmil'd;; tis done, 'tis-done;; 
The Romans have the Battel won : 
From yonder Battlement of Heaven, 
T faw the Carthaginians driven. 


They fly, they fly ; The Conſul there - 


Purſues 'em through long tracks of Air - 
He puts their General to rout ; 


And drives *emJjke.a ſtorm about. 

Agla. Our Goddeſs ſhall have Death enough'; 
Her thrine with Fat of thouſands ſtuff 
With.goary Heads her Altar fill : 

And Tuns of Blood upon em ſpill. 


".. 


Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar. 
Cam. But loe, who comes 2 what, what are theſe, 
That pry into cur Myſteries 2 


Speak, 


V r , 'N 


» 
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Speak, ſpeak, Ag/ave ; Tl be gone.. | 
Their buſineſs know, Fll come anon : : 
The fit of Prophecte's come on. 
Our Goddeſs does the. Tunnel wind, | 
And facred horrours ſwell my mind. EE: [ Ext. 
Agla. What are you 2 And what is it you would know + 
| Han. Mencall me Hannibal,. Rome's dreadful Foe-: 
Who after many Pattels loſt and won, 
Reſolve to periſh, or my Conqueſt Crown. 
One Day the World's great Empire muſt decide ; 
But, what the Gods, and that great Day provide, o Y 
We wiſh to know, who dare the worſt abide. 
Agla. Camana to the ſacred Tunnel cleaves, 
| Her Breaſt enlarg'd, the*Goddeſs now receives, 
And now ſhe rages like a Bacchanal, 
With fury's a&ed, rends the holy Vell : 
Full of the Deity, about ſhe roams, 
Stares, gapes, and on the hallowed Curtain foams : 
Cuts her hot Fleſh, grovels upon the-ground, 
Sings, Dances, kicks the Golden Tripods round. 


Enter Cumana ſcratching her Face, ſtabbing a Dagger into her 
Arms : Spirits following her, 


SINgS. 
Beneath the Poplar's ſhadow lay me ; 
No raging Fires will there diſmay me : 
Near ſome Silver current lying, 
Under ſleepy Poppies dying. | 
1 ſwell and am igger than Typhon ere was; 
With a ſtrong Band of Braſs, O bind me about : 
Leſt my Body ſhould burſt, for the ſecret to paſs, 
| And a vent being given, the fury get out. 
T cannot, I will not be vext any longer ; | | 
While I rage, 1 grow weak, and the Goddeſs grows ftr ONGer. 


: She ſpeaks. 
If Zannibal to Zama tend, 
His Valour Scipioſhall commend. 
And near Bagrada, on the Plain, 


1h 


There ſhall be thouſand Romans ſlain. Ea 
"oF Thou 


33 Sophonisba : Or, 
Thou with thy old /ral/zas Band. $3 | ; 
Shalt put the Conſul to a ſtand. , by 


_ Sings. 
Hark, hark, the. Drums rattle, 
Dub a dub to the Battel, 
Tararara, Tararara the Trumpets too tattle. 
Now, now they come on, and pell mell they mingle, 
. What ruſling and buſling ; 
And ſplinters of Lances with broken Arms jingle, 


Gold Trappings, bright Bevers, Swords, Buckiers and Daggers? 
The ſtout Man flies on, and the faint-hearted ſtaggers. 


See, the Saddle-Girts burſt, 
And the General's unhorſt ; 
But he rallies agen, 

And brings up his Men, 

Spight of Fortune and Fate, 
And the Gods that oppoſe ; 

He hacks, ani he hews, | 
Through the Hearts of his Foes. 


Ceale, Goddeſs, ceaſe, thy Servant to torment ; 
My Lungs are with Prophetick fury ſpent, 
The ſtruggling Fates within oo Boſom turn, 
k And Heavenly Fires my trembling Heart-ſtrings burn. 
When will thy Godhead let me reſt, 
Too mighty for a mortal breaſt ? 
Agla. Cumana, to a period haſte : 
You ſhall have eaſe when you have done; 
And ſweet refreſhing ſlumbers taſte, 
Upon the Borders of the Moon. 


4A Dance of Spirits. 


Cum. Lo, afar off the curſt Bythinian Band, 
A poyſon'd General rules upon the Sand. 
Gods, how he ſwells ! how bloated is his look ! 
Death from the Pummel of his Sword he took. - [Exit, 
Han., Shall Romans fall by Carthaginian Swords, 
I And Carthage ſink> what mean theſe myſtick words ? 


, v 4 ? . 
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'F\ A fooliſh Bard as much as this might tel! ; | ny 


'Or a white Witch, without th&aid of Hell. 
More I muſt know ; ſpeak Re/alinda's doom : 

-Let all the lofles of a Battel come, 
May Scipio the duſt, our Glory ſoil,, _ 
We'll bearthe frowns of Mars, if Cupid ſmile. 

Agla. Too curious mortal, ſeek not what once known, 
May ſnatch your ſleep, and make you ever groan. 
Your fate crowds back, and would not- come in view ; 

Do not too far the th' unwilling Gods purſue : | 
Like one, who raſhly dares give Spirits chaſe, 
They fly a while to ſome dark ruin'd place, 
Through Caverns run, through Cloyſters dodge him rqund, 
Or dance before him over Fairy ground ; 
Till urg'd too far, a Face all pale and fad 
Turns quick upon him, and the fool runs mad. 
Bom, Let's go, my Lord; I am not ug'd to fear, 
And yet methinks I dread to tarry here. 
Mah. Heaps of the ſlain I often have beheld, 

And with my Battel-ax have hundreds fell'd ; 

Yet here I'm ſhaken, th' objects tev funeſt, 

I'd rather ſee a Javelin at my Breaſt. | | 

Han. Aglave, by your Goddeſs Arms 4 {wear, 

We will not from the ſacred Cavern ſtir, 

Till you have clear'd my doubts ; though every Star 
. At your dread call ſtart from his flaming ſphere; 

Though from her' orb, cloſe mantled in a Cloud, 

 'The Moon ſlide down to wander in this Wood; 

Though with your Charms the Sun difſolve in Blood: 

Fathom the depth of deſtiny below, 

Andall the terrours of your Magick ſhow, 

Agla. Beneath thoſe burd'ned branches ſtand, 

Safe from the Spirit I command. 

Ariſe, appear thou whom-his Soul does love, 

His Heart-with viſionary horrours move. 


7 Rofalinda riſes in a Chair, pale, with a wound on her Breaſt ; 
*rwo Cupids deſcend, and-hang weeping over her. 


Han. Shall Roſalindd'then untimely die? 
'Tis falſe; and all theſe damn'd deceivers lie. 


— 


F 2 - Facing 


_ -.--- Sophonisba': Or, 
Facing thy fate, with my Sword drawn T'll ſtand, 
Back'd with my Conquering old /:a/ia» Band, 
With the ſame haughty fiercenefs ruſhing on, 
Which the Saguntins City thundred down: © 
Like 7roy's young Hero ; mY 
Who, while the World about him did admire, 
His Father bore through Night, Death, Blood and Fire, 
Spite of oppoſing Hell, and War's worſt harms ; 
So will I bear my Love upon my. Arms. | 
Bom. To Horſe, my Lord ; and leave this curſed place: 
Let's go, and inſtantly the Conſul face. 
Mah. No more in this damn'd Sorcereſs confide ; 
Permit my Sword her Body to divide - £ 
Or from her Corps cut her enchanted Head, 
And her black Brains npon the Altar ſhed. | 
' Han. We'll go, Maherbal, with to morrow's dawn, 
On the vaſt Plain our Squadrons ſhall be drawn : 
Yet for ſome minutes Battel ſhall decline ; 
We'll ſee this Conſule're our Bodies joyn - 
And if on equal terms a Peace may be, 
For Carthage ſake, I'll coun my Enery. 
Bom. *T'is juſt you ſhoukd deliberation take, 
With caution deal, and manage the laſt ſtake. 
Mah. Your Armies are the Cards which both muſt play ; 
At leaſt come off a Saver if you may. X 
Han. But like So/'s off-ſpring, (well'd with dangerous Fires, 
He to the management of all aſpires: 
Alone the Scepter of the World would ſway, 
Alone would rule the Heaven, and drive the day, 
Like that indulgent God, I il firſt adviſe; | 
Shew him the tracks. through which Ambition flics - 
If deaf to all, let him-aſcend the Throne, [pg 
Snatching at glories which muſt, weigh him down; | 
Like Jove we'll toſs him from his gliſtering Chair, 3 
Sing'd in the Clouds, hiſſing through liquid Air, c ; 
- And dart him headlong like a falling Star. 9 [Exeunt. 


Enter Scipio, meeting Lelius diſarmed ; Varro, Trebellius, 
Scip. Lelius return'd! and fad ! Telb the Evert. | 
Lel. Toolate, my Lord, 1 was to Cirtaſent; 


For 


Hanmbal's Qverthrop. 41: 
For e're ſome thouſand paces got from hence, 
I Maſiniſſa met, that wretched Prince : 
| Not as I us'd, arm'd with a Warriour's-grace, 
Like Mars when, thundring on the Plains of Thrace ; 
But in a Chariot drawn by milk-white Steeds, 
- Like ſoft Adonis driving through the Meads ; 
And Sophonisba leaning on his Breaſt, | 
Like Yenus with her wanton Huntſman bleſt. 
Scip. Are theſe his Vows? Some new way we muſt try; 
Rather than live diſhonour'd, he ſhall die. b 
Lel. Soon as the Tyrant Syphax was o'rethrown, s 
With Menaces he forc'd the frighted Town: 
Which entred, ſtraight he to the Palace flew, 
Forgetting all his Vows, he lov'd anew ; 6 
The Conquer'd did the Conquerour ſubdue. 
In ſhort, her tears, and Beauty won ſo far, 
In view of all the world he married her. 
They are arriv'd ; and now upon the Plain ; 
Ina Pavilion Royal both remain. | 
Scip. Trebellius, go, this ſubtile Charmer briog ; 
Take all our Guards to aſſiſt againſt the King: Ta 
And fay that we'll attend him in his Tent ; J 
| But firſt expect the Queen be Priſoner ſent : 
Tell him, She is the Romax's Foe; and ſhall, 
A Sacrifice for Blood of thouſands, fall. [ Exeunt ſeverally. 


# 


Enter King Maſſiniſla, Sophonisba. 

K. Maſ. Let him arm all his Pow'r againſt this Breaſt, 
My Heart unmov'd ſhall ſtand the mighty Telt. cb 
What I have ſworn ſhall like thy Virtue laſt ; | | 
I'll kold thee to me as my Heart-ſtrings faſt. 
 Thou'Soul of Love! all charming Excellence! 
Whoſe every look drives ſtormy troubles hence, : 
Does all the Bleſſings of the Gods diſpence. 

Why doſt thou tremble? let no fawcy fear, | 
Make thy Heart pant, or cauſe thee ſhed a tear. 

Soph. Alas, my Lord, 'twere better 1 were dead, 

In my cold Grave fafe from theſe troubles laid : 
- Rather ten thouſand Racks let me endure, 


- Than once be brought under the Romay Power. 7 
ce S 4s 


42 | Sophomisba : Or, 


_  *Tistrue, that you have deeply ſworn you wow'd 


Defend me. | 
_  K. Maſ. Tomy Hearts laſt drop of Blood ; 
Or may I by ſome Coward mangled lie, 
And Dogs and Vultures tear meas I die. 
The Tygreſs will revenge her raviſh'd young, 
- Mid'ſt Darts, and Spears, and Javelins ruſh along : 
The Clown, fo low, and ignorant of fame, 
WIl venture Life to fave his ſwarthy dame: 
And ſhall not I for thee waſte all this, Blood, 
Thou ſoff#ſt bleſſing, and the ſweeteſt good 2 
Soph. I know not what the Gods for you intend ; 
'But 'ris moſt certain I am near my end : 
Not that death's darkeſt horrour I can fear ; 
. But Bondage is a load I cannot bear. 
K. Maſ. Quit all thoſe fancies thav diſturb thy reſt, 
And caſt thy melancholy on this breaſt : 
This Heart is ever thine. 
Soph. O my lov'd Lord, 
Tf you ſhou'd break——but you will keep your word, 
Keep all your Oaths; yet Heaven and you know beſt, * 
Some ſurfeit with their Love, as on a feaſt, 
And then they loath when once they're ſatiated ; 
But you'll remember me when I am dead. 
From theſe dear Eyes to endleſs ſhades remov'd, 
None EC're will love you ſure as I have lov'd. 


| Enter Trebellius, 

Treb. Guards wait without, — My Lord, you muſt reſign 
The Queen, whom T have order to confine. ' 

K. Mafſ. Touch her not for thy Life, but ſtrait retire ; 
Safer thou may*ſt with Thunder play, kiſs Fire, | 
Grapple with Death, a Peſtzlence invade, 

With all his fatal Purple pomp array'd. 


Trebellius goes zo ſeize her, Maſſiniſſa kills him. 

Treb. Cut oft in my full growth ! curſe on your ſtrife ; 
To die thus, when T buſineſs had” for Life ! - : 
Juſt Scipio will revenge my Death, beware; Bok 
' T teel I'm going, though I know not where.” _ (Dies. 
, | Yn K, Maſf. 


# 
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Hanmbal's Ozerthrow...0 *© 43: 
K. Maſ. Noughs but thy Blood cou'd waſh thy Guilt away, 
Who durſt the rancour ofthy Heart diſplay, | 
And ſully with rude Hands the faireſt piece - 

That the Gods ever drew. Your troubles ceaſe - 
 I'min; and now ho hope of ſafety's nigh, 

Yet till a King, we will attended die; 

Like a brave Merchant, 7 

Who when his loog-tofs'd loaded veſſel hits 
Againſt ſomc Rock, and with loud horrour ſplits; 
Firſt graſps one Casket which does all contain, 
Then fearleſs, ſhoots himſelf into the Main : 

Sol with thee, my'only wealth, my all, 

Amidſt the numerous ſlain at laſt muſt fall. 

The noiſe comes near : Here ſafe, retire from view ; 
Glory and Love ſhall teach us what to do. 


| Enter Scipio, Lelius, Varro, Gaards. 

Tel, Trebelius (lain! and in a Womans Cauſe ! 
Shame to onr Arms, diſgrace to honour's Laws. 
What flames of miſchief from this ſpark might riſe ? 
'Tis,juſt with rigour you his fault chaſtiſe. F. 

Scip. Yet Maſſiniſſa thou ſhalt dearly buy "oY 
Thy ill-got Love, and fatal Gallantry. | 
Curle on in wanton ways, bask- in het Charms ; 
By Mars ſhe is a Victim to our Arms. 


X. Maſ. meets him. | 
K. Haſ. Your high diſpleaſure in your Face 1 ſpy : 
When the great Scipio frowns, great danger's nigh. 
The fa&t I muſt confeſs, done in defence 
Of Beauty wrong, and helpleſs Innocence. 
© Scip. Whereis that fair Incendiary fled ? 
Ere to extreamelt figour we proceed, . | 
I ſtrialy charge thee bring her forth to bleed: 
Or on thy perſon I will vengeance take ; | 
And thou ſhalt periſh for thy Miſtrils's ſake. 
 - K. Maf. With greedy joy I ofter you my Life, 
If by the"Gods you ſwear to free my Wife. 
Scip. You ſhall not for her ſake have leave to die, 
Nor. will I give her Life for Liberty. 
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' From their bright Thrones perhaps the-Gods will glide, 


UND T_T IE ne no oe OK 
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For Rqme, not for your ſake, this War was wag'd, 
You only as a Voluntier engag'd: 
Therefore what eyer Towns, or Captives, fall 
Into your Hands, they are the Romans all. 
K. Maſ. Then thus I draw; think it not inſfolence, q 


+ For its not meant, ..Sir, in my own defence; 


But to preſerve a ſacred Innocence. 


And range themſelves in Battel on my fide - 
Beneath a Cauſe (ſo juſt I cannot fall ; 


1, and the Gods, will fight it with you all. 


Scip. Thou deemſt thy Luſt an Action great and good ; 
Death ought to cool this Fever in thy Blood. EC. 
With me conteading, againſt Fate you ſtrive, 
Yet I will pity ſhew ; take him alive. 

 K. Mif. Inglorioufly you have a Conqueſt made, 
That breaſt my tim'rous arm durſt not invade. 

My Heart, though prompted by her powerful charms, 
Fainted before the Maſter of my Arms. 

Nor ſhall. you yet my Souls lov'd Treaſure reach, 
My.Body thus dams up the narrow breach - « 
And he who dares | | | 
Raſhly, on this forbidden Earth to tread, 

Fil Graſp his Soul, itſpurn him to the dead. 


Trumpets within, enter Menander. 


Scip. What means this mornful noiſe, whoſe Tragick ſound, 
With ſolemn horrour does my thoughts confound 2 
Men. O, facred Sir. 
Scip. What, Souldier, all in Tears? 
Men. Sorrow her ſelf cloſe Mourner now appears: - 
The Prince Maſſina ſhin; ſee blaſted there, ' 
The hopes you lov'd, the darling of the War. 
That beauteous Captive who with you did treat, 
He to the Carthaginian Camp did wait : : 
Where Hannibal of's Beauty jealous grown, , 
Caſt him in Bands ; but when his birth was known, 
As ſoon unbound; but then deſpair did move, 
Deſpair of Glory, and deſpair of Loye-: 


Hanmbat's Overthrow. = 
Which when the Royal Youth had Taſhly 'weigh'd, | 
And Fate with murmuring thoughts a white deſay'd ; 
A Ponyard from his Robe unmark'd he took, Dn”! 
And to his Heart the deadiy*weapon ſtrook. 
Scip. Behold, of furious Love the dire' Event! 
Yet Maſiniffa, wilt thou not repent ? 
Behold the Pledge you left, for your default, 
By Heavens high Juſtice to Perdition brought. 
K. Maſ. Was ever Man thus wretched, and durſt live? 
Yet will I not one tear to. Nature give; 
Leſt Bankrupt-like T laviſh what's not mine, 
Since all my ſtock of ſorrow, Love, is thine. 
Scip. Remove the Princes Body. from his ſight, 
Leſt roo much grief ſhould to diftraRion fright. 
Yet if thov'le bring her forth, we will forget 
This daring raſhneſs, which is Paſſion's heat ; 
Thy Glory. with freſh Laurels we'll advance, - 
And with due praiſe thy valiant AQs inhance : 
Thy Pile of Honour this Right-hand ſhall build. 
Why doſt thou weep 2 
K. Mofe Becauſe I dare not yield : 
No, Sir, my Love I never can betray, 
Though you have touch'd me inthe nobleſt way. 
Scip, Canſt thou both Promifes and Threats refufe ? 
K. Maſ. Death, and what's worfe, you only bid me chufe. 
. Scip. Bring forth'thy Love, and Life thou ſhalt enjoy. 
K. Maſ. Is that a Life 2 Your purpoſe at; deſtroy - 
Turn all your Javelins points againſt this Breaſt ; 
But let it not of Love be difpotſeft. 
Scip. Muſt I, who'can Command; thus vainly ſue» 
K. Maſ. My'finbborn Heart Death only can ſubdue.” 
Scip. Then take'that Death which you fo little dread. 
4 Enter Sophonisba. | 
Soph, Stay, Tyrant, hold ; firſt thoy ſhalt flrike me dead ; 
Come on, with thy brave'Sword' rip vp my Breaſt, * 
And fix my panting Heart 5a proud Creſt; 
There let it hang, thy Valours Trophy grown, © 
To all the wondring World kt.it be ſhown : 
That none but Fools the Conqueſt may deplore, 
While all the Brave admire the Conquerour.” '* * | F 
WAN | G P 
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- A Conquerour, ſo great, with one, ſole blow, . 

He cou'd even Hercules himſelt out-do. 

- O Heavens ! he durſt attempt, (what ſhall I fay 2 

What Words his Hearts fierce. grandeur can diſplay 2) 

In heat of Blood he durſt a Woman ſlay ! 

* Scip. When Ladies rail, a Souldier ſhould be mute : 

Beſides, I have no leiſure to diſpute. 

As Helen did to Troy perdition bring, 

Where e're you come your Eyes deſtrudtion fling. 

When will your thirſty Charms with Blood be cjoy'd # 

Two Kings you have like that fair Greek deſtroy'd, 

Spight of your Pride you ſhall to Rome be led ; 

And there, for all your Witcheraſts, loſe your Head. 
Sopb. On with thy threats, thy violent courſe purſue, 

Enjoy thy bloody wiſhes, Tyger, do; 

Barbarian, for in Rome thou wert not born; 

By ſuctt a wretch her glories are not worn, 

Unleſs when dreſt up to be Sacrificd : 

To thee, the Moors and Goths are civiliz'd- 

Gorge thy ſelf, Saturn, make my Fleſh thy Food, 

And laugh when thou art drunk with a Queens Blood, _ 
K. Maſ. All will be well; fair Excellence, retire ; 

Add not freth Fuel to the dying Fire. 

Soph. To you, and-Heaven, my Heart muſt ever bow; 
Conſul, with thee Iam nat angry. now... + 
Scip. Obſerve, ungovern'd Prince, . with how much caſe 

This Royal Foe we, it-we would, might ſeize ; 
Yet, on your promiſe that ſhe ſhall not go 
Till we the fate of War at Zama know, 
We will permit her in your. Tent remain. : 
But oh, my. Friend, break.this inglorious/Chain: 
Contrive ſome means to keep your Faith with me; 
And ſct your Heart from that-curit Charmer free. [ Exit, 
K. Ma. O rigid Honour,” muſt we ſeparate then! + 
Loſe all the ſweets of Life to; purchaſe Pain! 
Men. If ſhe were dead,, your, Glory.were ſecure 2 
K. Maſ. But could, I. then this wretched Life endure 2 
Without her live 2 .it's fatal to refuſe, -. 
And Glory ruines me if Love I chufe, 
W hat help, Menander? + 4 
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With Siohs he ſwells rhe Wind, ; and tookitg PAL = 
Mourns his fad choice, or to' be ſtarv'd or drown'd, Prat a 
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A'CT'Y, SCENE, an 
. Hannibal and Scipio. Sh nt 


Han. Rt thou the Chicf whom Men fam'd $cipio call 2 
| Scip. Art thou the much more fartious" Hannibal? 

En. Since by our partial Fate it is ordain'd, 
That I, wha have ſuch dreadful Battels'gain'd, : 
That, torrent like, which from ſome, Mountain TY 
Ran from the Cloudy Alps, to Ronggs proud YO: 2 -w 
Shu' d now at laſt for-Peace inglorious ſue; ©. I” = n 
I thank the Gods that they have choſen -; you. "ok i ET. 
To reap that Honour by this Wavy” % P 

Scip. In civil praiſe, and from fo brave'a Foe, 
True courage does-a ſenſe of pleaſu A ſhow: 7 7: G Wy 
Thy 'Words inſpire. me with. luch {deli - .-” 
"Twill ſcarce be more to Mr org wht hee 1 i Cane Kc 

Hav. "Twas. much the Go "fa our For la rs gave 
That you ſhould 7rah uy, we Africk ave; 
Our Africk Arms much Romg# Blood have fait,” $5 
And Carthage has the. Roman fury y felt :' 2pe> 
What ſay'ſt thou,” Sczpro, is it Peet of $0. CANE 
Th Invaſion,made by ys .we will r hoo | 
We'l give you Cretly, "Sardinia, S, EF ES FEA 
And all the Iſlands which out Artns a ts SE! By OI 


Twixt /taly and Africk, on the Main. , 
a 0d Ac cn the Pe 


a © 


it 
” 

CY wa 2 4 s i » "_ 
-\ ® 


-_ 


Gralp not. at 


All that your Aris for 00g. y 
Peace I refule, unleſs you offer 


Since all the Neighbour Ki 
It reſts atJaſt we © ſhould gs 


To be re wad? It ſha 


Remember great Zmilzus ſain 
And then think laſt whaj 
Ere yet the Day my dor 1 ay 


NED 
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"Thy boyling Courage does to War Reine 7 
And Glory more thag Profit you deligo, 
Such Fortune orice did on our Genius fn 
But long experience, and the chance of Wa 
Makes me at. bee elent certain Peace prefer. _ 
epters whuth may turn to Rods ; 
To Day is'yours, to Morrow is the Gods. , 
Scip. That your late landing upon Leptis Coat, 
Reſtor'd thoſe hopes which drooping Carthoge loſt, 

All muſt confe(s; we know, you are that Man, 

Whoſe Glor W. to the. utmoſt Tale r ran; 
Born in 4 Winters Camp, 'in Battels bred, 
Whilſt yet a Stripling durſt an Army head ; 
Whoſe very name could make the Romans mourn, 

And forc'd dread groans fram every hollow. Urn: 

The boldeſt Senats6ts began to droop; ' © © 
Yet when all fainted, I alone ſtood up, 
And fac'd that Storm which threatned from afar ; 
_ Shot, warmth, and roſe upon 'em hke a Star ; 
To 4 rick came, and in tew months retriev of 


Ears atchiey” d. 


Mare : 


me; 


Fortune be, 


You give nought yet, but what was ours before. 
s our Attions Eye, 
Fortune'try ; ;. 
Let one vxtoriousbe, the other die. | 
Han, Gods, that tl the Blorious Hannibal ſhould bow, 
be Battel now. 
Forgetful Zero, couldſi tliou court the Son, 
Twice by whoſe force fig Father, was orethrown ?- 
Scipio, thou mayNFoo Its r 
And vainly. 1 Int 7 Det thisfury ch 
On Fab7us think, Rome's ſhield, heb Guard'from harms ; 
Her Sword, Marcellus, broken by my Arts: 


nt thy Pride, 
chide;”. © 


- 


With-Seas of Gore welt rown the neighbouring Wood ; 
And MY Syn foal {cr in Ramos Blood, 
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Scip. Prepare co hear thy laſt, thy laſt alarms. 
Har. la Battel we thall meet:; to Arms, to Arms. (Bxcante 


Enter Roſalinda in Man's Apparel 


" Rof. Thus dreſt, and with this Warlike weapon gg 
What hingrers hut an Army I lead on? | 
Oh cruel Nature, why did{t thou diſgrace 
. So brave a Spirit with a Female Face 3 
All Womea wou'd, but ſure ao Woman no, 
Be chang'd into the Lordly Creattre Man. 
However, with this Garb 1 fit my mind, 
Whoſe high ambition has great things delign'd : 
Fil out, and chaſe, if Zawnibal ſucceeds ; 
And if he falls, then Roſalinde bleeds. 


Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bornilcar 


Fan. Both Wings are I8ft, the Carthaginigns yield, 
Fierce Caius Lelius drives 'emthrough the: Field : 
The Gau!s and the Ligurians quit their ground ; 
The Maſfiilian King does all confound : 
With ſuch ſwift force his Arms our Troops aſfail, 
As Hurricanes tofs ſhowers, and ſcatter Hail. 
Bom. Wild as our Elephants, about he raves, 
And tramples on thoſe mercenary Slaves, 
Who ſcouring through the Field. avoid his ſtroke, 
And fly ike flocks of Doves before 8 Hawk. 
Mah. Your valiant old 7:a/zan Troops ſtand faſt, 
Reſoly'd to fight your Battel to the laſt. 
The Conqueri R__ riding o're the Plain, 
With all his © and braveft Men : 
The H/tati and Triars this: way comes, : 
With Trumpets ſounding, and with beat.of Drums, 
Han. Auſpicious Funo, thou that didſt e're-while 
Favour our Caule, ang on our Carthege ſmile ;: 
Proſper our Arms this bloody.dreadtul _ | 
And Hannibal ſhall the fountationlay :- >  » + 
Of ſuch a Temple, ſacred to thy name, \ 21 '£ 
As ne're was found in the Records of Fame; LExeunt; 


50 " Sophonisba : 0r, 
Enter King Maſliniſſa, Lelius. 
-.K. Maſ. Their flight has wing'd the Cowards ; ket 'em fly, 
Not worthy by ſuch Conquering Swords to die. 
'Tis time we to the Conſul ſhould repair, 
Rejoyn our Forces, and conclude the War. 


SCENE of Hannibal and Scipio febring, the Cool gives 
ground: Enter K, Maf. and Lel. and beat Han. off. 


Scip. Gods, whatqrodigious valour have you ſent, { 
And what rewards are worthy to preſent > 
O Maſſmiſſa ! F-/ 
With what impetuous ſwiftneſs Fortunes Wheel þ 
Turn'd with thy ſtrokes! how did the valiant reel ! 

Lel. As when ſome diſtantlab'rer hews an Oak, 

We ſee his Arm rais'd for a ſecond ſiroak, 
Ee the firſt blow's report can reach our: Ear ;' 
So flagg'd our ſenſe ; gor could it regeh him there. 

Scip, The Tralian Troops ſhrunk frgm-his Marſhal Fire, 

But Hannibal himſelf did le” retire: +» 
All Lion-like, . ---* 
Whom a bold band of Huntf, men having raving ? 


And dar'd to rouſe, he rowls his Eyes around, 

Lathing his ſides, and rearing up the ground, 

With trouble trom-tli' unequal skirmith goes, 

Majelitick ſtalks, and turns upon his Foes: 

So trom the Fight went the great General, I ASR-OL 
Proud in his loſs, and riſing from” his fall.  - [Exeunt. 


Eater S oaldiers obinmiſhing, Roſalinda falls. 


Bold with my overthrow, *F brave thy Power, 

And ſhake the'Glais that holds my lateſt hour. 

O, Hannibal! did I for thisdefigh : 
This Heart, this Youth and Beauty -only thine ? 
Pride and neglect on every Lover hurl 

Scorn'd him that Conquers thee, and all the World» 
From me, loſt Fero, learn, be'great, and die: 


The bogs ſhould bleed for loſs of Vitory. 


Rof. Heaven thou haſt done thy worlt there needsno more: : 


Enter 


Hanmibal's. Ozzrthio. 


Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar. 
Han. Carthage is loſt, and ZZannibal o'frethrown ; - 
What is there leftthat we may call our own? _ 
The bleeding World, Rome does by Conqueſt claim, 
And ſwells the prize with our revolted fame: 
Yet ſpight of Fate our length of Earth we have; 
Thus vanquiſh'd, Glory ſhrowd thee in a Grave. 

Bom. Hold, General, the Gods your Death forbld ; 
Vengeance is due; firlt let falſe #anno bleed, 
Who cut the Wings of Conquelt till ſhe fell. 

Mah. By me he ſhall be headlong ſent to Hell; 
Where Fiends for Treaſon kindle double Fire : 

Then let the famous Zannibal-expire. | 

Rofſ. Sure I the name of ZZannibal did hear ; 
Maherbal, tell me, 1s the General there ? 

Mah. Apporach, my Lord, view well this wounded fair : 
Sure 1n your Capuan Miſtreſs I have ſeen 
The fame Majeſtick Air, and charming meen. 

Han. Ha! thou haſt rows'd a thought that wracks me more, 
Than all the loſſes I in Battel bore. 

Either I dream, or in this cloſing Eye 
My dazled ſenſes Roſalinda lpie, 1 3-2 

Roſ. Where do th* ambitious reſt > O Zannibal / 

Han. What art, that doſt upon the wretched call - 

Roſ. One that's more wretched, and more raſh than thou, 
That wou'd to Fate, and not to Scipzo bow. 
Diſguis'd, and dying Re/alinda lee, 
Who mourns in Death thy loſs of Victory : 
That laſt diſgrace. 

Han. Dire Goddeſs of War, 
Too true I find all thy preſages are. 
The Gods have given a double overthrow ; 
Wou'd I had bravely periſh'd by my Foe: 
Stretch'd in the Field, this loſs I had not known, 
Nor ſhould my tortur'd Soul thy ruin moan. 

Rof. Is it ſo hard our wiſhes to obtain ; 

Sad Hearts with bleeding loſe Love's burning pain. 

Han. O dying fair, look up, revive a while ; -- | 
With one ſhort joy eternal care beguile : 


The 
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The ſetting Sun all curtain'd roun'd with Night, 

At his departure gives a larger Light. 

Ro. Flow faſter Blood; It will not be, I fear ; 

The wound's ſo ſmall,- Death cannot enter here. 

But ſhall I ſay behind, when Honovr's fled ? | 
Han. Live, andT'l raiſe that Honour from the Dead. 
Rof. Renown runs on like Time, but nere turns back. 
Han. Then we that ſwift Renown will overtake : 

We'll haſte where Glory baits, to every hold, 

And mount new Fame till we outſtrip the old. 

Roſ. Dear Hannibal, alas! I wiſh I cou'd: 

But *twill not be ; Life trembling takes the Flood, : 

Till well-nigh ſwallowed in Waves of Blood. 

The Roman Glory ſhines too fatal bright ; 

And with it's gathering luſtre dims my fight : 

Eternally adieu: my Body rake, 

Chaſte and entire I kept it for your lake ; c 

"Tis the laſt Preſent that I now can make. 

| [ Dzes. 
Han. For ever gone ; all her ſweet ſtock of breath - 

Spent 1n one Sigh ; the riot of rich Dearh, 

Now by my Arms the Gods too partial are, 

Or elſe they envy'd iy tull trade of War: 

Which coud fo vaſt a ſtate of Beauty buy, 

- As far ſurpas'd the Mannors of their Sky, 

Dead Roſalind: 
Bom. Raiſe you from the Ground, 

And let not Love your Virtues force. confound ; 

Where 1s that heat and haughty Courage gone, 

Which againſt_Nature's Lets your Troops led on 2 
Mah. Think you tor nought the Gods fuch Valour gave? 

You ſhould prop Thrones, and falling Kingdoms' fave. 

Luricd in thought, and deaf to Honour's call, 

Your Soul beneath her mighty pitch dees fall. | 
Han, Maherbal, no ; aftomih'd thou fhalt be ; 

We dare be brave in ſpight of Deſtiny. 

Though rob'd of all the Riches Love could give, 

And ftript of Glory too, yet we will live: 

Courage is form'd of the Etherial mold, 

And round it bands of Adamant are roll'd. 
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Fo this ſtill haughty; Breaſt ſuck Fire is given,” 4 > -- +: © 
I could the Summons meet of Hell or Heaven >: -> £ 
Cou'd, like the great Eternal-Mover, ſway -' | -» 
The World in Arms, and teach it to obey; -- 
'T'was noble grief that lately chang'd my form, 
But I am ruftted now into a ftorm; - | 

Bom. Your Miſtreſs Body hence- we wit convey, 
And in ſome hallowed Vault her Relicks lay. 

Mah, Like Pilgrims, once a year we'll Mourning go, C 


And on her Urn fad Yew with Cypreſs throw, 
And all our ſtock of Tears and Sighs beſtow. 

Han. For ever, brighteſt of the kind, farewel, 

Who wert too worthy ; therefore early fell. 
As the young Phcenix does in facred Myrrhe 
His Fathers Duſt to the Suns Temple bear, 
So in Fames Houſes ſhalt thou Honour'd: be, 
And every God ſhall have a grain of thee. 

Mah. Since Glory with her laſt breath ſhe profeſt, 
May wiſh'd Dominion widen all your Breaſt. 

Han. Haſte, haſte, Maher#al, and freſh Levies make; 5 
Honour that did but now calm Slumbers take, 6 
Shall like the Ocean in a Tempeſt wake: 

We'll paſs new Alpes, new Conſuls overthrow, 

To Rome with far more dreadful Armies go ; 

Forcing the Appian and Emilian way, 

To the Suburra wel purſue the Fray ; 

Nor ſtop till Ro/a/inda's Statue crown'd, 

Sits in the Capitol with Gods Enthron'd. | Exeunt. 


Scipio, X. Maſſinifſa, Lelius, &c. 

Scip. I grieve, brave Prince, fo often todeny ; 
She muſt a Captive be, or ſhe muſt die. 

K. Maſ. I know ſhe muſt, if you will have it fo; 
But Pardon may be granted to a Foe : 
O ſpare her then ; as you wou'd be forgiven 
At your laſt hour, when you prepare tor Heaven. 

Scip. Learn to ask Bleſſings ; thoſe you ſhall not want : 
This 1s a Curſe which I can never grant. 
Like one, who in a burning Fever lies, 


And begs for Water, if he drinks, he dies: 


H 1, 
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1 like a wiſe Phyſitian; thwart your, Will, 11:3} 266 10P 
And vanquith your diſteniper with my $kill. 
K. Maſ. For the Gods ſake, ſor Friendſhip, Glory, Love, 
By all that's good below, or bleſt above, 
\ Let not at laſt my well-taught Courage droop ; 
Break not the Heart, which you have toſtred up. 
Oh Sophonisba / Give her to my Prayers, 
To theſe faſt-rifing ſighs, and falling tears : 
No other Crown I asK as Valours due, 
For aj! that I have done, or all that I ſhall do. %: 
Lo, at your Knees, behold a Monarch fall ; g 
Yet more, your Friend, and then I have faid all. | 
Scip. Let not your Paſſion Royalty degrade ; 
Riſe, valiant Prince, I've thought of what you faid, 
And as your Friend my temper cannot keep, 
Mourn your Misfortunes, and like you can weep: 
Curſe Roman Tyranny, and with you were 
For ever joynd with that unhappy Fair. 
K. Maj. Oh you have bleſt mel _ FL: 
Scip. Maſſniſſa, ſtay ; | ad 
You Fly heard what Friendſhip bid me fay : KY 
But as Rome's Conſui, and the Lord of Power, 
] now command you never {ce her more, 
Unleſs the view to her may fatal be; 
This is my laſt immutable Decree. 
K. Maſ.” [Is your feign'd pity come to this 2 your tears 
Falſer then rhoſe which Fgyprs Monſter wears? 
Tyrannick Kome / Barbarous are all thy Laws; 
Have I for this, in thy accurſed Cauſe, 
Starv'd Life, by laviſhing her precious food, 
My Spirits loſt, emptied my deareſt Blood, 
Fought till I Rampiers made of Bodies round ; e 


So mark'd with bate, that I appear'd one wound, 

Yet raisd thy bleeding Eagles from the ground 2. 
Scip. Think no more on't; her Memory forget, 
K, Maſ. Cut me to Atoms, tear my Soul out; yet 

In every ſmalleſt Particle of me, 

You ſhall the form of Sophonisba ſee: 

All like my_ Soul, and all; in every part ; 

Bath'd in ti Eyes, and bleeding in my Heart. 


Scip 


Hanmbatte! Davie 
SCIP. Lelius, ſecure the Queen-- begs 
K. Maſ. Stay, Lelius, ſtay ; 
I've done, my Lord, and will your Power obey : 
The Queen {hall die;. on;a Kings word: {he tall nod 
She muſt a Victim for the 096-4 falls, RARE 
How am I now 2: -/ | 
Scip. For Sophonisba's loſs, * 
- Your Arms Numidia's Empire ſhall engroſs. TO 
For your late Gallantry, at Zama thown,;. + 7 1. 7 
Kind Rome preſents youan Imperial. Crown; - avith gow + 
Salutes you King. Now all your griefs defie; es 
Thus we embrace thee as our brave Allie. 
Give your grief truce - thus prais'd, 'and thus adorn'd, 
Let all the Beauties of the Earth- be. ſcorn'd, [Exit. 
K. Maſ. Scorn'd be your Glory more, and. Roman Pride, 
While I in Winding-tſheets embrace my Bride. 
For 'tis decreed thar we muſt never part, 
We'll be one Spirit, as we're now one Heart : 
Traverle the glittering Chambers of the Sky, 
Born in a Cloud, in view of Fate Ile lie; 
And preſs her Soul, while Gods ſtand wiſhing by. 
' Men, My Lord, if you would hear. 
K. Maſ. What canſt thou fay 2? .. 
Men. Reaſon's a Rebel when high Paſſions ſway. 
K. Maſ And ſuch art thou; yer ſpeak, what ſhall I do? 
Inſtru&t me to te greatly falſe, or true. 
mo The Queen mult die. 
K. Maſ. Ha! muſt, no more.” 
Men. She to the Gods is given, or Roman: Power. | 
K. Maſ. Neither ; ſhe ſhall nordie; ;nor ſhall ſhe live. 
The Romans Slave; I'il give; her a Repricve. 
Mex. Burt how? | 
K. Ma. Why thus: I'll Kill my ſelf, kill thee, 
Rome, Cuekas all the,World ; and then ſhe ſhall live jree. 
Men. Glory or Beauty "tis ordain'd you loſe. 
K. Maf. O. Rome }-QIr Heaven !-both equally my foes : 
Was ever Heart thus miſerably torn? - 
Wereever woes like mine fo-calmly* born? 
From the Contagion of my troubles take 
A much as might the Spring a. Winter make, 
| H z : Freeze 
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F reeze the hot Blood of a Crowrn'd Conquefour, 2 \\. 92 


Damp the wifh'd joys of a young Bridal pair; 
Yet then I ſhall have more than Man'can bear. | : 

Men. When Virtue thus oppre$/'d,” Mankind does ſee, 
What fearful dreaming fool wiltpipusbe> 7 
Martyrs no more ſhall Racks or Flames require, 5 
Nor dying wiſh ; but only Life deſire, c 
To murder Prieſts, and Temples fet ofi Fire. 

K, Maſ. Why, ye Immortal Goes, is all: this care > _ 
Why do you drive yotir Creatures to'deſpair 2 A "off 
Had I upon my Throne fatt King of Fears, b 
The Orphan wrong'd, or drunk the Widows Tears ; $ 
Had I brav'd Heaven by ſome outragious ſin, 

For theſe afflitions there had reaſon been : 

But 'tis all well, I no injuſtice have; - 

The Gods but take the Being which they gave. 
Menander, haſte, two Bowls with Poyſon fill ; 
And, when I call, like Fate, come forth, and k1ll. 

Men. Tis a dread deed to which you urge my Hand. 

K. Maſe. It's glorious too + diſpute not iny command, 
Men, TI not preſume to fathom your deep thought ;. 
But ſtraight your Will ſhall by your Slave be wrought. 

K. Ma). Love and Ambition have their utmoſt done, 
*Twas Love allur'd, 'Ambition led me on. 

Like'a raſh Boy, who a ſteep Mountain -climbs, 

Big with bravethoughts of reaching Heaven betimes, 

And pufts and blows, and mighty pains he takes, 

Plies all his ſtrength, and much ado he makes ; 

But having reach'd the top, he views aloof 

The fancied Heaven, and all the' painted roof. 

So did Ambition draw-me with a wile; 6, 
And fleeting Love my towring hopes beguile. [Exvt.. 


Enter Sophonisba. 


Soph. The Conſul is tetarn'd with Conqueſt Crown'd ; 3 
Triumphant voices rend the Ecchoing Ground, & 7 
And to the Heavens the Trumpets Clangors ſound ; - - - 
Yet I no news of Maſiniſ/a hear: - | | 


Shou'd he be flain, which I with Reaſon fear, 


Mat 


Hanmbal's Owerthropw. es &7 
Moſt loſt of Women, deſperate, undone, * | 

What couldit thou do > what Gods would'ſt thou attone? 
Abhorr'd, thou muſt to'angry Rome repair, 

And all the cruelties of bondage bear. 

No, on think- what thou haſt been, 

The Miſtreſs of two Monarchs, twice a Queen. . 

If thou muſt fall, bravely refign thy Breath, 

And be above the Romans in thy Death. 


ht Wb © - Enter King Maſlinifla. 
Oh, my lov'd Lord! are you then come at laſt ? 
Are you alive? and do I Hold you faſt ? 
K. Maſ. Beſt of thy Sex, and dearer than my Life, 
The faireſt Miſtreſs, and the gentleſt Wife ! 
So great and Glorious, Emperours envy thee ; 
And art ſo good, that the Gods envy me. 
They ſent thee here, but as an Angel-ſcout, 
With a ſhort lightning view, to gaze, and out : 
Torments of Hell, and Racks of deſtiny ! 
Thou muſt, oh that I live to ſpeak it ! die. 
Soph. Bleſt ſound ! we ſhall not then to Rowe be led;. 
But ſolemn Triumphs have in honours Bed.. 
This laſt Alarm my drooping Spirits chears, 
As when the Warrior his lov'd Trumpet hears, 
His Martial Blood begins to warm apace, | 
And boyls, and fluſhes in his kindling Face, 
And much he longs to ftrive in Glories Race. | 
Speak Death again, my'Guard and ſure Defence; . 
It bears a mighty ſound, and mighty ſenſe. 
K. Maſ. O keep thee there, now while thy Virtues glow, 
And dart Divinity, Til give the blow. 
Come forth, Menander, with thoſe fatal bowls, 
Whoſe Juice, though it the Body's force Controls, 6 
Revives the Mind, and ſlakes the thirſt of Souls.. 


Enter Menander, with two- Bowls, 

Give me the draught. | 
Soph. What means my Royal Love > _ ; 
K. Maf. By your bright ſelf, by all the Powers above, 6 
No Angels Eloquence 'my Soul ſhall move. | 


To 
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To die with thee, and thy dear nonour ſave; = 
"What greater Glory cou'd the Ambitious have 2 © 
*Twill build a Palace for me in the Grave. 
Not but that in the Agonies of breath, 
I tremble when I think upon thy Death. 
Soph. Thou beſt of Men, whoſe Fame where-e're it flies, 
Shall draw up bleeding Hearts and weeping Eyes, 
Let not your Soul tremble for me ; for 1 
Can: fear no Torment, but to ſee you die. 
K. Maſ. Then cheertully let's go; here's. to my Love, 
And to our meeting with the bleit above. 2 [Dranks. 
Soph, Give me the Bowl, mark if my Hand does ſhake, 
Or the freſh ſpringing Blood my Cheeks forſake, 
Undaunted to my Lips the Draught I lift, 
'Tis to my Lord, this is his Nuptial Gift. [ Drinks. 
K. M2a/. Menander, taithful Conhdent farewell, 
Haſte, and our ſtory to the Conſul tel], 
On thy Allegiance go without reply, 
Thou ſhould'tt rejoyce to ſee me bravely die. [ Ex. Men, 
How fares my only Love? My firſt, laſt Dear 2 
The ſweets of thouſand Springs are blowing here. 
All in thy ſighs! 
Soph. Ah, give your kindneſs o're, 
Or we ſhall live, and feel the Roman Power. 
Methought Death touch'd me with a chilling pain ; 
But your warm Killes ſhot through every Vein 
A kinder heat, and kindled Life again. 
K. Maſ. Thus let us launch into Eternity - 
Sink in Death's bottomleſs and boundleſs Sea : 
Like drowning Friends, link'd' in Embraces faſt, 
Our Arms, Love's Nets, about each other caſt. 
Soph. What could long lite, or Empire, give like this - 
K. Ma. Thy Love is Empire, and eternal bliſs, 
Soph. 1 go, where thall we meet 2 | __» [Dies 
K. Maf. The Gods can tel]. 


Heaven's Peace, ang golden ſlumbers with thee dwell, [ Dzes, 


Enter Scipio, Lelius, and Menander. 
Men. See there, Great Sir, the cffeds of your raſh Doom, 
The Victims you have offered up to Rome. . S 


Lel. 
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Lel. What cruel Eyes could pity here refrain, 
Beholding two- ſuck Royal Lovers lain ? 
Scip. Theſe unexpected Objeds ſo amaze 
My Realon, I could ever on 'em'gaze. 
Since thou, moſt great and lovely Prince, art dead; - 
War's Marches Sczp:0 ſhall no longer tread: 
With Carthage Peace we'll inſtantly conclude, 
Which, hadit thou liv'd, our Arms might have ſubdu'd : 
To Rome our Drooping Eagles then ſhall ſteer, 
Where after tireſome honours, we'll repair 
To ſome ſmall Village, Leliws, thou agd I; 
And ſtudy not to live, but how todie. 


PROLOGUE ro the Univerftyof OXFORD. 
Written by J. Dryden, Eſquire, 


T HESPIS, the firſt Profeſſour of our Art, 
At Countrey Wakes hy Ballads in a Cart : 


To prove this true, if Latin be no treſpaſs, 
Dicitur & Plauſtris, vexiſle Poemata Theſpis. 
But Xſchylus, ſays Horace, in fome Page, 
Was the firſt /Mountebank, ©Ore trod the Stage : 
Yet Athens -never knew your learned Sport 

Of toſſing Poets in a Tennis-Court : 

But "tis the Talent of our Engliſh Nation, 
Still 10 be . plotting ſome New Reformation ; 
And ſome years hence, if Anarchy go on, 
Jack Presbyter will here ereft his Throne, 
Knock, out a Tub with Preaching once a Day, 
And every Prayer be longer than a Play: 

Then all you Heathen Wits ſhall go to Pot, 
For disbelieving of a Popiſh Plot : 

Nor ſhould we want the Sentence t0 depart, 
Even in our firſt Original, a Cart, 

Occham, Dun, Scotus, muſt, though learwd, go down ; 
As chief Supporters of the Tripple-Crown ; 
And Ariſtorle, for deſtruft;on ripe, 

Some ſay he calPd the Sont an Organ-Pipe 3 
Which by ſome little help of Derivation, 

Shall th:nce calPd a Pipe of Inſpiration. 
Your wiſer Fudgments farther penetrate, 

Who late found out one Tare amongſt the Wheat. 
This is our comfort, none Ore cryd us down, 


But who diſit2d both Biſhop and a Crown, EPILDGUE 
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EPILOGUE Spoken to Sophonisba at its Playing 
at 0 XF0 RD. 


O this Learn'd Audience gladly we ſubmit 
At once our Ation and our Poets Wit, 
Whoſe ſhades well pleas'd to theſe fam'd Seats repair, 
To hear the Muſes breathe their Native Air : 
Free from the partial Cenſure of the Town, 
Where ſenſeleſs Fattion runs the Poet down - 
There fluttering Heftors on the Vizard fall, 


One half oth Play they ſpend in noiſe and braul, 
Sleep out the reſt, then wake, and damn it all, 
To you the -labour'd Scene is better known, 

In which no Poets have excell d your own : 
When ſome fam'd Hero on the Stage is ſeen, 
Tou ftraight reflef, ſuch was his God-like meen ; 
To ſuch extent did his vaſt Conqueſts ſwell, 
He reign d thus glorious, thus untimely fell : 
Knowing th Original, you the Copy praiſe, 
And Crown the Artiſt with deſerved Bays, 
Thus to their Merits we our Poets leave, 

But for our ſelves your milder Cenſure crave, 
That all defefts Pth Attion youd impute 

7' our ſtraitned Stage, tis ours, the Womens ſutt : 
The Gown to Beauty never was unkind, 

But form'd by that th Idea's of the Mind: 
Twas from the Schools our firſt Reſpefts we gain'd, : 
Who of our Sex their Sciences have feign'd. 

Thus were the Muſes, thus the Graces dreſt, 

A'd Plato thus his Vertue has expreſb 

We know what's due to Sophonisba's Fame, 

And more to Rofalinda's chaſker Name : 

Nor can we wholly ignorant appear 

Of thoſe Learn d Languages that flouriſh here. 

Be not ſurpriz'd if we invade your Right, 

And Ovid's or Catullus Loves recite, 

Or paſs from Virgils Latours of Aineas, 

{o Menin acide thea Peleiadeo' Achilleos, 
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Right Honourable 


| The Earl of pr 
; ROCHES TER. 


YOet: for the oi hart intheir 
Ql [Ze Dedications miſs of their de- 
I” a f1gn,whic ſhould be to pleaſe 
_ og Honourable Perſon, 
Mr proteftion, they deſire. Forwhat 
Pleaſure. can .a_Noble. Spirit ( Whoſe 
Ingenuity equals its height ) receive an 
exorbitant Praiſe andill tim'd Applauſe? 
Nor that . the ſevereſt- Cynich ſhould 
ſnarl at ju#F Commendations and di e ©n- 
A 2 COMams:; 


HTS nar 


race to aſus} Plinie' <P aney ey | G So 
Trajan, which ſort of ponder d Elo- 
quence onght to E as'G hrs = toa brave 


and elevated M ind a 


KA F; 
tion is to pra), not tO prar 7} nll 


Dey, | 

I. hall appear wo tronbleſ; ſome to >. 
Lordſhip under {the orm of 9 Begger, 
than Fu aFlattertn bir | re Z 
favotty is implo#d by 3 Haymble D [- 
cant in the behalf of a Civil; T yranty gat 
leaſt one whom I have FSA elentedods 
for which Thave Been ſficit of enMes 
perhaps unju#ly ent 
impoſs1ble fo a many, t0 love. 1d bats,.: 
be brave and bad. © From th&-E a 
whoſe fury I dreatl' thoſe” K«Ilmen 
more then Jews; I appeal to'y 
ſhip as the Saint Fr ro Czfar. 

Whoſe Fudement. vies #tmark | hs, on 
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Grande, Who ate as abſolute) 2 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
of Wit as thoſe prevaricators. are its 
ſlaves, To you Who by excellent Read- 
ing aud ( onverſation with the pleaſantly 
Wiſe, have juſtly limited the mighty Sal- 
ties of an overflowing Fancy. whoſe ſay- 
ings aſtonſh the Cenſorious, and Whoſe 
Writings are ſoexattlyingenions; Princes 
treaſure them in their Memory, as things 
Divine, This is ſo far from flattery or 
untruth, that it appears rather an imper- 
tinent kind of aſſerting what every Man 
knows, as if I ſhould gravely tell the 
World tis day at noon; Which I had ra- 
ther another ſhould be ſmil d at for, than 
he who is in higheſt Truth and loweſt Hu- 
mility. My Lord, 


Tour Lordfbips 
Moſt Humble, 


and Obedient Servant, 
_ Nat. Lee. 


The Perſons. 


Nero, Emperour of Rove Mr. Hart. ' 


Britannica, true Heire of the Empire, Mr, Mehur- 
Petronim, © Nero's Favont, Mr. Burt. 
Otho, - husbandto Poppea, Mr. Winterſak. 
 Piſo, | her Brother, Mr: Lydal. 
Seneca, Nero's Tutor, Mr. Cartwrite. 
Druſillas, Mr. Clark. 
Plautas. Romans. Mr. Coyſh. 
Silvia. TS Mr. Watſon. - 
Mirmilon. IR Mr. Powell. . - 
Flavims: friend to Brifttanicus Mr. Harris: 
Poppea, Otho's Wife married to Nero, Mrs. Marſhal. 


Ag grippina, The old Empreſs mother tO Nero. Mrs. - ory. 
OFaviaz Nero's firſt wife ſiſter of Britaftnicus. Mr Cox.” 
Cyara, Princeſs of Parthia, Mrs. of Britanmicas Mrs. BowfeE 


SyPana. Poppea's confident. Mrs. Optiel. 
Romans Gladiators. | 
Caligula's Ghoſt, y.: "= Mr. Griffin. £06 


'The Scene Rome. - 


SACGATATAAT:ANASACARAGS 


b -he Prologue, Spoken by M r..H, ants. 


100 D Playes, and perfelF Senſe as ſcarce are grown, * 
WY As civil Women in this damn'd lewd Town. 
| Plain Senſe, is deſpicable as plain Cloaths, 
=O As Eneliſh Hatts, Bone-lace, or woolleu Hoſe ; 
Tis your brish, fool thit is yountMan of Note; | -—j on 
Yonder he-goes,:it the theembrotder d Cote 3 > 
Such wenching eyes, and heads fo prone to ruffle; -- 


The gentile fling, the Trip and modiſh ſhuffle 3 F. 
Salt ſoul and flame, as gay as any Prince 3 
Thus Taggs and Silks, makeup your en of Senſe. ECL 420 M 
I'm told that ſome are preſent here to day, | 

Who e're they ſee, reſolve to Dam this Play, C 


$9 much woud — with ill nature Sway; 
But Ladies, you we hope, will prove more civil, mY 
And charm theſe witts that Dam beyond the Devil : AN 
There let each Crittick here, all Hell inherit, OE. 
Ton have attra@ions that can lay a Spirit. EN 
A bloody fatal Play you'l ſee to night, 
T vow to Ga, thas put mein a fright. CN 6 
The xeaneſt waiter huffs, looks Big, and ſtruts, OO 
Gives breſt a blow, then hand on hilt he pits ; Goa 
Tis 4 fine Age, 4 tearing Thund'ring age, 
Pray Heav'n, this Thuud ring does not crack the Stage *: 
An yet for ought I know, it way be good, 0 OOO 
\Bnt ſtill I bate this fighting wounds, and bood, * eUVIHIR 
Why, what the dewil bave T to do with honour, ee 
Let Heroes Court her, T cry, Pox upon her,” 
All Trageates i Gad to me ſound odly, - | | 
I can no more be ſerious, than you Godly, © © ee 8 


T1R AGEDY 


| NEI .O: 


—— ——_—_c. ——. _— 


ACT. L Sczen. ' 


Otho, S DIAS. Cyara, Diſguisd, - 


STLVTUS\ 
Hy doſt thou droop, Be hang thy ebfva head 
wy As if there were no end of thy diſtreſs ? 
His ſighs more frequent than the minntes are 
Tears hang upon his cheeks, like morning dews 
On Roſes : Yet I cannot blame thy grief. - >. 

Otho. Sir, You amaze mewith your .fad' relation, 
That Fatal Night Prince Alamander 5 OF. 
7, and ſome more, were in our General's Tent, - © il oli 
Þ (Great 


A —— II _ : 


(Great Corbulys he's call'd) who with ſucceſs, 


- hs The Tragedy of Nero. 


4 
* 


Has 6ften Ted oiir galfant Roxas Troops; ». + 
Againſt your" Perthias? horſe; .as I remember, wn 
Twas mdmght when our Scouts, all pale with feer, . 
Came, flying, with the news of your approach - 

Our General undiſturb'd, ſtraight gave Command 
That every Captain ſhould his Charge perform, 


Jy | 
Of loſſeF'our dc 


\ 220" 179 
For lggn, yr C noweourſis | 
Eternal night, ſpreads horrofalFarounds = > 3 


All Noble hearts are cover'd with deſpair; 
For our bright $4 muſt never ſhine again. 
Some dawn of hÞpe wwe had,,he might be-herc 
A pris'ner, and 


Bnown $but Fare deorces 
We wall not be io happy. 

Oth. Sir, wherein 
My ſeryige.mpay. prove beneficial 
Or yield you afhy comfort, pray-command it. 
Captives, of every ſort, as ime permits, 
1! bring before.you; if your eye can read: 
A line, that's your Prince in;an y face, © 
Examy1 it to th' tull. Mean while, be pleas'd- --- + 
To take a{trict Survey of all the Court, 
The greateſt, and moſt flouriſhing, ,on:Earth. 

$yl. So every tongue reports1t; a full Orb 
Of matchleſs Glory, where your Emperor © '' | «7 
Rules, like the $yz, and gives each noble, watmth. 


369010) ; ol : 
| y 0#; 


"Tht Tragedy of Nero. 
0th. Nothing appears, alas, as heretofore z..-/ 1 
The darkneſs "of his horrid vices, have 

Eclips'd the glimmering rays of his frail virtue. 
His cruelties, like birds of prey, have pick 'd 

All eds of Nobleneſs from his falſe heart ; 

And now itlyesa ſaddull lump of earth, 
[mpatient of wiſe councel, and reproot. 

To day he dooms, his Mother to be {lain ; 
Swears, that ſhe plots againſt his Crown, and life: 
Sentence is paſt, and-the poor &xter's betray'd.. 

See where ſhe comes. 


Emperor, 0Favia, Britanicus, Seneca, 
Druſil/us, Piſo, Plautus 3 Agrippina, led by two Virgins 


all in white, a Dagger, and bowl of Poyſon carry'd 


before her : Courtiers, and Guards following- 
Britanicus kneels. 


Cya. O, Sylvizs, T amloft ! there, there he kneels ; 
My flames increaſe, my Soul new paſſions feels. 
My flight from Parthia Ill no more regard; 
All was toolittle, for ſb great reward. 
Nero. To me ? 
Plan. Dread Sir, the Prince Britanicys. 
Ne. Say you? 
Plau. He kneels. 
Ne. Si, would you ought with me? 
Brit. Not for my ſelf, but for the 9reer,thus low 
I fall, and beg you would ſome pitty ſhew. 
Caſt from your breſt, this rank and Poys' nous hate : 
Alas, how many do repent too late ? 
In acts of Love, KIN GS are beſt idenſtood : 
Hell makes ſome great 3 tis GOD-like to be good. 
It is your Mother —— 
Oh that that Sacred name ſhould not avert 
Your wrath ! nor, with its ſoftne(s, melt your heart] 
B 2 


Your 


4 - T he Tragedy of Nero. 
. Your Mother * tis, whom you command to bleed : 
What will the cens'ring World-think of this deed? £ 
Ne. Why, let itthink : if 4fes bray;/muſtT - - - 
Regard ? I ſay, again, that ſhe ſhall dye. 
Why is ſhe not to Execution kd? ' © 
She's plotting now. Drufl/us, ſee her dead. 
Sene. It, for the com we to Heav'n may pray, 
Can you the Innocent — bY 
Ne.' Old fool, away. | | - 
Brit. Juſtice is' robb'd, his Rvotd: 8 ſcales you move 5 | 
Sweet Mercy ſtarts, and, {triking, flyes above, 
Where, to the Gods, (i uch horrid tales of you 
She does relate, as they can ſcarce think true : : 
Fate trembles, as ſhe writes in her book ; \ 
Ev'n Jove, withhorror of this: fat, is. ſhook, 
New points his Thunder; brandiſhesith* "Ayr 
Dread Lightning, and, and with Rome, intends a War, 
Ne. Let him begin; my purpoſe [1] maintain, 
Though he ſhould (corching ſhowrs of S#{phur rain. 
Though he ſtood near — 
And from ſome neighbouring Clond, did hurl down fire, 2 


With freſh recruits of men, his arm I 1d tire, 
And ſhe, at laſt, ſhould, pight of him expire. 
Would he were here, to end the grand debate: 
But why, with you, dol catipulate ? 
My word's an Oracle, and ſtands her Fate. 

0Za. Ah, Ceſar, if you can thus cruel prove 
To her, and lay aſide all filial Love, ll 
What muſt I then expe, who am your wife, 
But that you, ſhortly too, ſhould take my life ? 
By all the pleaſures of our marriage bed—— 

Ne. I ſivear, fpeak one word more, and thou art dead. 

Brit. Tyrant, this muſt not be, while I draw breath. 

Ney. then thou dy \t too, | 

Brit. Lo, thus I brave my death. 

Xe. Ha ! does he ſinile ?. 
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By all the Gods, Ill quickly change your mirth : 
With my own hand, II cut thee from the earth. 
0th. Dread Sir —— 
Ne. Wag ever ſuch an infolence ? 
Brit. Sir, whatTIdid was in my own defence. 
When e're I riſe againſt Sacred head 
In thought, may loads of Thunder ſtrike me dead. 
You are my Maſter, and Rowe's Emperour; 
May you live long, and make right uſe of pow. 

Cya. Guard him, you Gods, and ſave his innocence. 

Ne. So Sir : yet {he ſhall dye. Go, take her hence. 

OFa. Oh, how my tender heart does Sympathiſe! 
Grief ſtirkes me dumb,and pity fills my eyes. 

Aer. Thou ſavage Monſter, ſeed of Rocks, more wild 
More wild than the fierce Tygreſs, of her young beguil'd, 
Barbirian! whoin (ome dark cave wert bred, 

Made drunk with poyſon, with corruption fed, 
Olſtspring of Hell / But, oh, my lab'ring mind 
Cannor get vent, nor fit expreſſions find, 

Why was I made ſo (trong? Oh my accurſt! 
Griet (wells me up, and yetI cannot burſt. 

Ne, Why would ſhe thus in torments here remain? 
I pitty her : go puther out of pain. 

Aer. Tyrant, wherein have I deſerv'd this baſe 
And barbarous uſage? -- Oh my foul diſgrace! 

Ha! ſhall Itell it to the World, or dye, 
And in my Ur, let allin filence lye ? 
My Soul doth ſtruggle, with its load of woes; 
Woes much more horrid than thoſe painful throws 
My body felt, when firſt I brought to light 
This curſed Son, now Baſelzsh, to light. 
Ne. Am Ito be obey'd ? how dare you ſtay? 
Furies and Hell! be gone, take her away. 
Aer. Oh ſtay a while, ere Hoſe my breath 
Hear my laſt words; more dreadful than my death. 
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Bear me ſome winged G OD, and fix me High 
On ſome tall Pyramid, that hits the Sky ; 

Place all the World, on the vaſt rounds below, 
And make my voice {6 loud, that all may knouy : 
This Monſter, under Tyriaz purple hid, ( 
Did force a alage to his Mother's bed. g 
Where are ſi y dreadful bolts ; (to Fove I call) 

Strike Him, or me , amiſs they cannot fall. 

Oh horrid fa& to tell! it wounds my ear : 

The Day and Night together mingled were. 

Monſter of men, who altered nature's courſe, 

The ſtream ran backwards, and found out the Source. 

Nero. "The Beldame raves3 Druſg/ys, take her hence : 

All this is forg'd ; Heavn knows my innocence. 

A moments refþite I will not afford, 

But when ſhe's dead et 0tho bring me word. 5 Exe. ſeverally 

: Nero & Agripp. 
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Manent Piſo, Plantas, Mirmilon. 


& jo Very well. Hark ye, Gentlemen, may we talk ? 
Play. Treaſon ? No. | 

Piſ: Then Tl hold my peace. 

Mir. Faith, I know not, but there was a ſtranger here yes- 
terday hang'd, for looking ſuspitiouſly. 

Piſ. Very good; twas an excellent z7e:70randum ; there- 
fore I'll ſhut my eyes, and not look at all, or hereafter al- 
ways1n company were a —_ 

Plax. Not ſo Sirif you tender your ſafety; ſuch reſervation 
argues thoyghtfulneſs: now the Emperor can't endure 4 nin 
that's given to meditation ; hates a Philoſopher , as much 1g 
he loves a Fidler; Seneca, to my knowledge, is bur- 
then to him ; m my hearing, he ca!Fd him ciazy Caterpillar, 
and venerable Book-worm. 

Mir. Right, Plautys. Therefore, Piſo,, be not thoughtful ; 
'tis dangerous. A friend of mine (hearlk yc) this morning, by 
the Emperor's Order, had his throat cut, for being thoughtful 
if 2 
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Pi. The good Empreſs =» 
Plau. How Sir ? 7. 
Piſ. Well, the Empreſs then. Alas, how ſudden , from the 
top of Glory— 
Mir. Alas ? do you pity her then ? 
Piſ. I, Sir. Greatneſs and goodneſs are 
Pjan. What, Sir 3 | 
P 7: Tknow not, nor where, unleſs in the other world. 
Mir. You weep, Piſo, have a care, a ſort of liquid Treaſon: 
P;ſo. "Twas your hair hit my eye, and cauſed this Rheum: 
T1] to the Country again. Farewel, Gentlemen. 
Long live the Emperor ; that's no Treaſon. 
Mir. No,Sir no: Adieu, good Piſo. He wears an honelt . 
heart. Exenunt. 


» — 


——_A_ —— — OO —_ 
— 


vcene, the Court. 


Nero, Otho, Seneca, Druſillus, &C. 
eAg27ippina, dead. 


0th. She is, as you would have her, { $ir) no more : 


See where ſh2 lyes, all ſtained with her own gore. 


She ſaid, an antient man bid her beware 
Of ever ſeeing you made Emperor ; 
For you, at Jaſt, would cauſe her to be ſlain : 
Thenlet me dye, ſhe ſaid, ſo he may Reign. 
Ne. How wiſely, then did I her death Decree| 
For 'twould have been a great impiety 
To let her live, and mar the Prophecy. 
0th. Choice of two deaths, by your command, we gave; 
But She cry'd, both ; a double death Ile have : ce 
One poys'nous drop, for Heavn, I would not ſell; 


Each drop will ſink his Soul more deep in Hell. 
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In her right hand, the Dagger ſhe did hold ; Fm 
And with her left, ſhe heav'd-the Fatal gold, 
And drunk the venom off: that being done, 
Deep, in her breſt, the keen Stilletto run : 
With many wounds ſhe made her boſom gay 3 | = 
Her wounds like floed-gates, did themſelves diſplay ; _ 
Through which, life ran, i ſcarlet ſtreams away. b: 
Ne. Remove her hence. My Soul now free does walk, 
And (hall no more be clogg'd with moral talk. 
My Statue {hall be made of laſting ſteel: 
Before it, Lords of Roxe ſhall humbly kneel. : 
Great Julius and Augnitus you adore ; YG 
And why not zze who havetheir very pow ? ; 
Fo them you daily offer Sacrifice : 
lama G OD; my ſelf I Canonzrze. 
Sen. 'Mongit Gods their Glory ſhines now they are gone. 
Becauſe, with us, like Stars their virtues {hone. 
Ne. Vutue's aname; Rehgionis a thing; 
Fitter toſcare poor Priei/s, than daunta K 1 NG. 
Swift, as quick thought, through every art] range : 
Who but a GOD, like me, could Scxes change ? 
Sporys be witne(s of my Mighty art ; 
Sporys, now Lady, once Lord of my heart. 
At my command, the fragrant Winds do blow ; ; 


The willing floods in waves of balſom flow : 
This hand docs all the ſweets of nature ſow. 
I rankfack: Nature; all its treaſures view ; 
Beings annihilate, and make a new : : 
All this can I, your God-like Nero, do. 
Sex. What Fiend 1s this which, in his breſt, unſpy'd, 
Bears up his Soul on ſuch large wings of pride ? 
Let me not dye for ſpeaking what is true : 
Ail this you would, but ( alas! ) canot do. 
Ne. Ha! wet 
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When ere you dye, all honeſt hearts will grieve ; 
Each Roman will, to after Ages tell ; 

How good, how great, how excellent you fell ; 
V Vhat pitty 'twas that you ſhould dye ſo young ! 


Thus thall your honour ſound from every tongue: 


But, though your Fame ſurvive, your body muſt 
Rot, and be crumbled into common dult, | 
Each grain of which, becauſe you once did Reign, 
Willnot turn gold, nor any luſtre gain : 
Yours, and the Beggars duſt ahke muſt paſs 
inſtead of ſand, to till Times hour-glaſs, 

Ne. Gown-1man, thou ly [t.— 
The VVorld's eternal, and its Monarch, : 
Then how 1s't poſhble for me to dye, 
Yet give me creature immortality 2 
It, when TI leave this world, men ſhould debate 
"The manner; Say, I did my ſelf tranſlate. 
The glory of my God-head I will ſhrowd 
Not in a Mantle, but in a perfum'd Cloud : 
In ſmoak of Incenſe I will mount above, 


And, in his Throne, take the right hand of Jove. .: 


Sex. O murd'ring pride, thou doſt all reaſon kill! 
You will have Altars too ? | 

Nero. Yes, Slave, I will ; 
Aftars of Gold, in Chryſtal;Temples built : 
No blood of Bulls, nor Goats, ſhall there be ſpilt ; 


 Snch courſe rank ſmoak may ſooty YULCAN pleale, 


Plito, or horned Par 5 dull Deitycs! 

The beſt of humane gore (hall wath my Shrine ; 
Neroes ſhall bleed, and they are halt Divine. 

In caſes made of Diamond entire, 


Stars ſhall inſtead of Lamps, lend their bright, fire, | 


Fach common God ſhall, in his turn, be Prieſt, 
And for your lower world make his requeſt: 


C 


we 
ye 


Sex. If you do well and noble ads Atchieve, 
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Then 


Fa. 
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Then offer up a grateful Sacritice, 

Kings heads, 9weers hearts, and charmmg Virgins eyes, 
Enter Petronns. 

Sen. O Heavn | his blaſphemies no limit have ;, - 

His bruitiſh impudence our Gods does brave : 
- Without controll he does their pow'r defy, 

And I, like midnight huih'd, ſtand trembling by. 
Tle ſpeak, although he blaſt me with his breath ; 
Repentance too may win him for my death. 

Dread $ir, if you would pleaſe——- 

Ne. Fond preacher, hence. 

Gods! can I {hll endure his infolence ? 

Guards, ſeize him 5 go, let him in priſon how], 

And folace there his melancholly ſoul. 
q [Ex.Oth.Sen. & Guards. 
But, dear Petronixs, how ſhall T requite 
Thee, who ſole author art of my delight ? 
When my heart fickens, ſtil] thou bring'{t me eaſe, 
- And doſt my fancy, with new Objects, pleaſe. 

Pet. Toſooth your ſoul, ruffi'd with this late ſtorm, 

My care found out ſo (weet, ſo rare a form, 

So full of blooming graces, in cach part, 

As well deferves the conqueſt of your heart. 

Not purple Violets, 1th' early ſpring, 

Such graceful (weet ſuch tender beauties bring. 
The Orient bluſh which does her cheeks adorn 
Makes Coral pale, vies with the Roſy morn, 

Not Yenxs, ſprung from the Seas ſnowy foam, 
Neptunes bright Seed, her whiteneſs can or'e come. 
Cupid has took a ſurfeit from her eyes 3, 

When ee ſhe fmiles, jttELambent fire he fries : C 
And when ſhe weeps, in pearls diflolved he dyes. 

Ne. Hold, hold; I am o'recharged with this exceſs: 
Thy deeds are great ; but make thy boaſting leſs. 
Whar 1s hername ? and where does ſhe lye hid ? 

Fet. She's the partner of Lord 0tho's bed; 
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Poppea nam'd : with _ I brib'd her maid, 
For which the eaſe ſlave her. truſt betray'd. 
Not far from Rowe this Beauty does reſide ; 
Chaſte ſhe is thought, becauſe yet never try'd. 

Her quick black eye does wander with deſire, 
And, if I judge aright, bears wanton fire. 

Oft as Syl/ana told me, when to Court 

Her Lord was gone, eager of unknown ſport, 
She'd ſigh, and m her boſom hide her face, 

And with fierce at!on would the wench embrace. 
Dreſs'd like DIANA, {he m Woods 1s fear'd, 

And gives fwitt chaſe to all the Savage herd : 

With vigour maſculine ſhe rides along, 

Her Quiver: full of ſhafts, behmd her hung 3 

Her right hand holds a Dart, her left a Pow ; 

Her long black locks, on her fair ſhoulders flow, C 
As thick'ning clouds o'rethe $#»'s brightneſs grow. 
Ne. Thou dear procurer of my molt loved joyes, ' 
Fly, fly; the leaſt delay my life deſtroyes. 
Now try thy skill ; this is indeed a task : 
Win her, and thou haſt more than thou canſt ask. 
Exit Petroniue. 

Let phlegmatick dull KINGS, call Crowns their care: 

Mine is my wanton; and does Beauties ſhare 

Above my Miſtreſs Eyes. On, Nero, on ; 

Spend thy valt ſtock, and riot in thy Throne. 

If there be pleaſure yet I have not found, 

Name it, ſome GOD : *Tis mine, though under ground : 

No nook of Hell ſhall hide it from my fight, 

But I will conjure't into open light. 

My Scepter, hike a charming rod, ſhall raife 

Such ſports, as would old Epicures amaze : 

Pleaſyres ſo rich, ſo various, and ſo new, 

As never yet the Gods, my great fore-fathers, knew. 

Exctt. 
Finis Aus primi. 


C3 
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— — 


Alun; UM Sctens 1. 


Drufullrs and a Roman. 


Druſil. JArDrous and horrid ! O, the raging Fiend, 
When will his black impieties have end ? 
The great, the wiſe, the worthy Seneca Z 
Is, by this Bloody Monſter nrade away. | . 
Poor City ! whither are thy Founders fled, 
- To what low diſtance Regions of the dead, 
That ar their Country's call they will not riſe, 
And this ungovern'd Tyrants rage chaſtiſe? 
Rgo. I ſaw the beſt and wiſeſt of mankind, 
The Pilot of the will, the guide oth* mind, 
Dying and pale 3 from every gen'rous vcin 
Baſe Executioners his life did drain ; 
By Nero kill'd, by Nero whom he lovd; 
Whoſe youth by painful ſtudics he improv'd, 
And warm'd ſo long the viper in her breſt 
That the kind Hoſt was poyson'd by the gueſt, 

Dru. In vain we mourn: ſome noble Roman ſhowsd 
Dare to be glorious, dangeroufly good, 

And kill this Tyrant;z killhim gorg'd with wine, 
Forcing a day, and making black night ſhine, - 
Debanch'd, and ſordidly ambitious grown, 

Miidſt all his Revels, would the deed were done. 

Ro. Guilt, the mind's wild-fire, lick his'Spirits up; 
Preſs him good GODS, preſs him, until he droop, 
Sink, and be damn'd, beneath the Joweft Hell : 
Afterhis death we may in ſafety dwell. 

Dru. Pat, while he lives, no honeſt Roxgar may 
Paſs night in reft, or view one peaceful day. 

| Exennt. 
SELF. 
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Sce, 1I, The Country, 
Otho, Poppea, Petronins, Piſo. 


Petr. Hy ſhould ſuch God-like forms inhabit here, 
And bleſs th' ignoble ſort ? 
Otho. Pr'ythee, no more : 
She ſha* not go toCourt; ther's diſcord in't. 
Pet. Now by your Lady's lovely eyesT ſwear, 
That Country ſounds not half ſo well to me. 
Is it more harmony to hear a Clown 
Whiſtle his dull Tunes, which you conſtrue ſolemn, 
Than ſee a Lady ſoftly touch her Lute, 
And breath an Ayr to the melodious ſtrings? ; 
Her beauty and her voice fo ravithing, 
That each Spectators Soul is left in doubt 
Whete E:ft to mount, into the eye or car. 
The Court! 
Now, by my Honor, dearer than my life; 
And, as] action love; I think the Court 
May well be tearmed the Noble Rendeſyous 
Of Gallant Spirits : 'tis a Circle, $3r, 
Orh. More le allow, it is a golden Circle ; 
But, like the Car thaginian Hero's KING, 
It carries poylon : tis a fatal Circle; 
Upon whoſe Magick skirts, a thouſand Devils, 
In Chr y{tal forms, f1ttemptmg innocence, 
And becken early Virtue fronvits Center. 
 Piſo. Now, by my life, I think you councel il}; 
1 view thee, and oth' ſudden, ſomthing calls 
Thee Traytor. 
Brother, 1 never lov'd this man; that's all. 7 Exit. 
Ot. Why thonld you loſe me on a bare ſaſpicion ? 
The Gods ram curſes on me, thick as Hail, 
If ere I harbour, in this breſt, a thought 
But what was Noble, of your ſpotly loves. 
I mult be bold toſay, yo've done me wrong 3 And 
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-And, but I have by Oath inviolable 
Sworn you a friend{hip firm as Deſtiny, 
Prote&ing you and yours, I ſhould not thus 
Tamely put up your angry Brother's terms. x 
0th. Your pardon, generous friend, he was too blames 
Let my repentance ſet all right again : 
Indeed I am aſham'd for what was paſt. 
Pet. Sce, our contention has diſturb'd your Lady, 
And call'd the precious dew into her eyes. 
0th. No more, my dear ; nay, if thou jov'{t me, ceaſe. 
Pet. T wonder that the Emperor's ſo long ! 
I wrote to have-him-call 0#ho to Court, 
Imploy him there, and come in perſon hither. Exennt. 


Scen, 3, I he Court, 


Octavia, Brit annicas. 


OF AH deareſt Brother, be not too ſecure ; 
Syrens molt dreadfu! are, when they allure : 
I dread him moſt, lince your laſt Noble ſtrife, 
And fear he is plotiing 'gainft your precious life, 
Of which you ought to havea tender care, 
Becauſe your Siſter claims {o deep a {hare ; 
For, hear me, Gods, the doom which you decree 
This gallant Prizce, (ball prove my Deſtiny. 
Brit, Fear not my lite'z he cannot bed baſe. 
I have ſome friends, that all his miſchiefs trace: 
If ought againſt me move, their care will find. 
Some means to let me know what is deſign'd. 

OF. HEAV N ever {hield you from his violence : 
His kindneſs, to you, 1s but meer pretence, : 
And if he ſmiles, *tis at your innocence. 

The Chryſtal of his eye 1s clouded ote 
'Fhat his dark thoughts my Gemzxs can't explore. 


re while I met him, 


The 
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The Fates fit working on his gather'd brows ; 
Slow ſteps he takes, and murmurs as he goes, c 
- Starts, and fixt looks upon the Terra's throws. 
Brit. Mild as calm Martyrs, I could death receive ; 
Two reaſons, only, make me wiſh to hve: 
* Two debts remain to pay, moſt Nobly due: 
Love claims the firſt, other Iowe to you. 
0F. Within your breaſt does Love chief Regent ſtand? ? 
[ thought that reaſon there had ſole command. 
Brit. Never was heart fo pittifully kind, 
So capable of Love's been made 3 
We me, all Beauties gentle uſage find : 
The bumble, charm ; the mighty do invade: 
Laſt Year, unknown to Parthia | did. gO, 
And view'd the Court ; beheld the gallant foe 
Or ROME, Prince of Alcinander whoſe great Name 
Sound loud, and almoſt cracks the cheeks of Fame. 
Bel/ona then, as Goddeſs of our Arms, 
I did Adore; but ſoon felt ſofter charms : 
The curious Prince wirhin my looks did find 
- Something that wrought upon his Noble mind, 
Diſcours'd me, call'd me friend, and did confels 
He never lov'd a manto ſuch exceſs. 
One day, ( Oh day molt fatal to my reſt!) 
After a thouſand kindnefſſes exprelt, 
He took me by the hand, and gently ſaid, - 
Dear friend, there 18a young and noble Maid 
That fain would ſee you. Bowing, I reply'd, 
Sir, T am yours, and to your ſervice ty'd. 
OF. Your ſtory yet has no great cauſe to fright. 
Brit. At length, we came,;z but ſuch a Glorious ſighr, 
Such a bright flux of rayes on tender ſenſe, 
Such charming ſoftneſs, ſuch f\yeet excellence, 
Word may deſcribe, but never can define! 
The Sun nerſawan object fo Divine! 
Fancy can't reach it! above fiction fair ! 
All the ſweet lines of Beauty center'd there. Unlike: 
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Unlike to Ceſar's was my amorous Doom,, 
I came, I ſaw, but was my ſelf o'recome, 
Tt was his Siſter, 
Cyara nam d, that Royal charming Maid ; 
My foul was rapt with joy, though ſhook with dread: 
So Angels, when they ſtoopto mortal ſ1ght, 
Strike us with awe, yet raviſh with delight. 

0F. Why did you not your noble Love declare ? 
IT d1d ; but firſt committed to her ear 
The ſecret of my birth, which ſhe receiv'd . 
VVith modeſt joy, and generouſly believ'd. 
Our Loves too happy were to flouriſh long, 
Froſt-nipt 1'th* bud, they wither'd as they hung. 
Some Roman tlave, I know not whom nor where, 
Gave the old KING private intelligence 3 
But the young Prince moſt watchful, ſent me word, 
Haſtn'd my flight, and would not time atiord 
To hear my thanks: ungrateful {o I came 
To RO ME, but nouriih'd {till my former flame. 


Enter Cyara, and $ilvizs, at one door; the Emperour * 
and Plantys at another. 


Onder he ſtands, the GOD's great Maſt-r-piece! 
Oh, I could ever on that Qbject gaze, 
And loſe my Senſcs in that goodly maze! 
VVith gay and vig rous youth his eyes are Crown'd, 
Preſence, and Manly graces, all around 
His Noble form, do make their bright abode, 
Like beams of Luſtre circling in a GOD. 

Nero. He dyes, that bold Controller of my will ; 
He has Chlig'd me fo, that T muſt kill. 
V'Vhy, with dull thoughts, do I my fancy pa!l? 
VVRenFlovk fad, whole Hecatorbs ſhould fall. 
Ha! wioarethey? my fretting blood does riſc : 
Hence, rUit; Very to blaſt him, with my eves. 


Cya. 


Make 
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Make meBaf/zk, but one'ſhort hour, 
Some GOD, that trould be Nero's Emperour. 

Plax. Oh you juſt Powr's! where is 4#trez fled > 

Foul vice Triumphs, trampling on Virtues head. 

Here Fam'd Democritzs his teeth might ſhow, 

An Heracletys might his tears beſtow. 

Nero. I hate him deadly, 

As poverty, diſeaſes, or old age; 

For his wiſh'd death, my Empire Ile engage. 

Not Hell, nor Heav'z: my fierce reſolves ſhall daunt ; 

Firſt, I will Act; then Tle think upon't. - 

OFavia, follow me. 

Exit Ambo. 
Brit. What does he mean ? 

He frowns on me, and ſiniles upon the 9xeen. 

Theſe ruddy drops ſome ſay ill Omrers are: 

Gods, be my guard; but 'tisnot worth my care. 

I bleed 'within ; there, there's the mortal wound, 

For which no cure no Balſom can be found. 

In dreams, Cyara, I behold thy charms, 

With fix'd imagination of high pleaſure, 

Thy beauteous form ſhall flow into my-arms 

AndI embrace it as a real Treaſure. 

Exif, 
Cya. How dull this place appears. now he is gone! *,*/ 

Night's Emblem, 4t bemoans the abſent SUN. 
Sylvia. Madam, 'tis fit you ſhould diſcover now ; 

Put off the cloud, and-fair Cyare ſhow. rao 
Cya-E re I reveal my ſelf, his love Ile try. 
$yl. You douvlbt him. 

.£ya. No ttis curioſity. 


Nero, Ottovia. 


Ne. Your Sentence dooms me-to be curlt, or bleſt ; 
. Can you deny me ? *tis my firſt requelt : 


a> xennt. 
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All things are eaſie to-a willing mind 
"Tis quickly done, if you will prove but kind. 
OF. My foul doth with convullive horror: ſhake; 
Name it again, for ſure did miſtake: 
Ne. That you,the Prince, your Brother's blood would ſpill; 
No matter how, ſo you but ſwear to kill. 
Here with my Dagger, let the deed be done : 
Youoften find him a ping, and _ 
0F. Sleeping! OhGoas, can You your vengeance keep > 
Where is your Thunder 2 No, tis you that ileep : n 
Sure elſe, your Juſtice would his vice confound, 
Anddrive this Monſter quick into the ground. 
Hell to his ſoul ſuch.impudence has giv'n, | 
That, he in time, will ſtorm your fort of Heaw rr: 
In blaſphenies his ſpirits do exhale , 
Your high bright walls his Gyant crimes will ſcale. 
Oh, my heart's full. 
( Stabs ber: ). 


Ne. Here's that will give it vent. 
$, now go tell the Gods my bjack intent. 
Britannicys his death ] will defer ; 

"Tis pretty well I've made an.end of her. 

Now I will haſte to- meet Poppea's arms. 

Oh, Love, aſſiſt me with thy mighty charms, 

And I will raiſe thy wanton A/tars high'r; } 

Old men, and Eunuchs, ſhall in heaps expire, ; 

Becauſe uncapable of thy ſoft fire. | 

This day my fatal brow no clouds ſhall wear; 

TillI return, Rome lay afide thy fear : 

f, and the Gods of V Vit, famle once a year. 

Exit. 
0F. O my Britannicus, my Brother! -- - Oh, 

Might I but ſee thee onice yet, ere IT go, 

And wander in the wide dark dens of death : 

But, Oh ! my Soul is almoſt.of breath. 
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Enter Britannicas. 
Brit. He (ent me here ; for what, I can't deviſe. 
OF. Ah me, look here, with pitty —_ thy eyes. 
Now I am well : ſor thy ſake I would live. 
My dear, my gentle Rochen do not grieve. 
Brit. Gods) Gods 1 but they are deaf, or will not hear. 
No hopes of Life? Oh my prophetick fear! 
Sigh heart, weep eyes; Idraw cach Chryſtal {pring* 
But 'tis my blood mult be thy offering. 
OF. Hold, hold; Cyera 'tis Cyara's call : 
My ſhare I give to gs. ſhe claims you all. 
Give me your Sword: $0 now I've laſt my fears: 
You weep too much, and yet I love thoſe tears. 
It wasa gen'rous proffer, 'twas indeed: 
Upon thy boſomlet me reſt my head; 
'Tis a ſoft pillow (weetly now I reſt, 
And ſigh my Soul into thy gentle breſt. (Dyes.) 
Brit. Oh ſtay, my dear, my moſtlov'd Siſter, ſays ; 
But one word more. Her ſoul is on its way : 
She's gone, ſhe's gone ; thou flowr y (iweet farewell. 
Oh where, to whom ſhall I my ſorrows tell! 
In every grove and melancholly bow're 
Thy fad untimely loſs I will deplore ; 
Thy name's dear CharaQer each Tree ſhall "In ; 
On every letter I will drop a tear. 
How quickly fate our faireſt hopes beguiles! 
Oh, thou ſhort ſolace of my many ills, 
Adien| Adien my Star, my deareſt Light! 
Now thou art gone, Iam all dark, all night: 
One lump I grow, and know not how 1 move z P 
All ſad, and gloomy, as the eyes of Love. 
Truſt me, thy {weetneſsT ſhall ne're forget 5 
Stiff, with my ſorrows, on thy Tomb Te fit, 
TillT, at laſt, into cold Marble turn, 
And, with my Pious figure, grace thy Urn. Exit. 
Finis Aﬀus 11. 
D 2 
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The Tragedy of Nero: 


Aftng [1], Scena I. 


Britannicus with a Boy. 


Brit. WW Hat is this Earth to me ? why do I ſtay, 
Since thou, my Joy, my dear OFavia, 
Art raviſh'd hence? To Parthia I will, 
And ain thy preſence, fair Cyara, dye : 
-My only comforts on thy truth depend ; 
If thou art chang'd, my grief ſhall have an end: 
GoSing the Song without. 


Song. 


W = weep, you Muſes, drain the Springs; 
| Such Notes go warble to the ſtrings, 
Such Dirges as the Ravens ſound 
When Ghoſts run trembling through the ground.: 
The faire$t of her Sex is dead, | | 
Her tender limbs are wrap'd in lead ; 
Her eyes, ftars envy, the Earth pride, 
The broad black hand of Death does hide ; 
In Death's dark chamber, now ſhe lyes, 
Pale as the Snow, and cold. as Ice. 
| Chorus. 
The grave, the lovly grave will bring ws eaſe, 
There we ſhall ſweetly ſleep in downy peace 3 


T he Tragedy. of No: 2; 
There no diſtrations, nor\jealouſtes ce, ante 

But all from inord nate paſſions are yivvy d #4 
The cold Tomb js free from hot love and "x 2 

it has aſhes good ſtore, but admits of nofire: 


There men do never groan, nor women ory, 


But all things , huſh'd, in folewn JW wha lie: 


Bri. Enough, enough. 'Oh, my fiek heart, not yet ! 
Break, break, for ſhame, let Nature have Hier debt. 


Eyara, Sylvine. 


Cy. Withdraw good Sylvie. How fad he looks! 
Was ever man ſo goodly? Oh .my- heart, | 
Bear up ! and yet I dare not ſpeak to him. 
If there be any charms in womens tongues; 
If there be any words that: can infuſe 
Soft love into a boſom, and'create-. 
A gentle paſſion, good Heav'n grant it me, 
Fir, may I interrupt, without offence, 
Your ſerious thoughts? I've ſomething to relate 
Which 1s your near concern 
Brit. Mine , pretty $7r? 
Say on, I hear-you. What ſhould his buſineſs be ? 
© Cya. Tis froma Lady, who made me her Agent, 
A ſorry one, I fear, and much unable 
Totell what ſhe commanded me : 5a ſtory 
So lamentable, that I cannot think on't,; 
But ſtraight my eyes o'reflow with tears; pardon me,. 
Only alittle reſpite, Tle go on. 
Brit. Thou raiſeſtfomthing in me, whichas yet 
I cannot give a nameto.- What can thismean?: 1. :.,; 
Cya. CTYARA, SIR, the Parthiax Princeſs. , 
Brit. Ha! 
Com(t thou from her? a thouſand beings on hitke 
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Cya. A thouſand curſes, rather, for'my news. 

My name's Coralbo, her unhappy kinſman, | 

Tomy poor faith ſhe did the mighty honour 

Of telling the ſad ſtories of your Loves. 

It was her chance, a diſmall chance indeed, 

That nay you fled, as ſhe wasfitting at 

The Palace window, ſtriking of her Lute, 

Thoughtful, and Virgindlike, alone, to caſt 

Her eye upon your perſon ; ſtrait ſhe bluſh'd, 

Wondring to ſee you in that equipage ; 

But ſoon her Brother did unriddle all : 

Amazement ſeiz'd her firſt; but when the Prince 

Was gone, ſhe loos'd the rains, ou had full ſtopt ; 

She trembled, fetch'd heart-breaking ſighs, 

As if her eyes were ſprings; ſhe:'made complaints 

So languiſhing, and with ſb ſad an accent, 

I wonder that it kill d her not till now. 

Brit T hope you come not to abule me. 

By Heav n, if you do-—— 

Cya-. Indeed I do not : D 

Let that convince you, if you know her hand. 

T find he's Noble, his looks are chang'd oth' ſudden ; 

I fear I've gone too far. How do you, S7r ? 
Brit.Well,Boy.O G O DS! Devils! Hell, Heavez and Farth! 
Reads. If in the other world, I can behold ovght here, it 

will be you, pray love my memory : *twill be a ſatisfaction 

above the thoughts of Paradiſe, to your dying Cyara. 

T feel a mortal trembling ſhot a long = 

My Arteries! Tm cold ! OFauja! Cyara! Oh ! 


( Falls) 
Cy2. Help, help; my Lord, Cyara lives; return. 
What have I done? upon thy dying lips 
He print my ſoul-bat Tle bring back thy life. 
Fool that I was, tor a fancy, thus 
Toplay away that Pearl; for which I would 
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Have ſold my breath, . my vital Spirits, my all. 

O, he returns. Cyare is not dead : 

Look up, my Lord ; do you not know this face ? 
Brit. Cyara | Heav'ns, tis ſhe! Thou charming fair, 

How am I raviſh'd with thy Glorious preſence ! 

O, who would live on Earth, ſultry and hot, 

Under a load of care, did he once taſte i 

The pleafures of theſe cool immortal ſhades? 

O the refreſhing ſweets which the winds blow 

' From ever-budding flowers eternal Spring ! 

Cya. Where, Sir ? | 

Brit. Why, here, in bleſt El/izium: 

Cya. O he 1s loſt, diſtracted [ 


Brit. Look, look, my dear, pr'y thee let's walk along, 


The graſs does ſhine with more Emerald green, 

Each purling brook like hquid plate appears, 

And every pebble ſeems a Diamond; 

Fall burmiſh'd trees with fruit of maſſy Gold! 

Upon whoſe boughs, all fair and Heav'nly forms 

$it {weetly warbling to their Loves below. 

See yonder's OFavia, my Siſter, look, 

Pale and forlorn, 1n a cloſe gloomy, 

Her 4yry ſubſtance thus I will condenſe 

And to ſqueeze water, *cauſe I cannot weep. 
Cya: Al Prince, Cyara hves, and 1am-ſhe. 
Brit. Thou artalying Boy: O Gods, my head! 
£y4. Do you not know me, $ir ? Look wiltly onme.. 
Brit. Cyara's Picture! juſtſuch charming eyes ! 

Such ſnowy hands, ſuch Js, fuch winning ſtles-!. 

Such tenderneſs ! ſuch was her every Grace. 

But Oh! you told a falſe, a'fatal tale, 

The accent of thy voice is different? - 

She could not lye, for ſhe was all pexfeGion : 

All beauty fickned whenſhe left the world. 

Cyara, Oh thou fair one ! Glorious Saint, 

Thou could'{Knot dye for me;.deſertleſs me. 


Z3 


Sas. 
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Cy. She isnot dead, but lives, and loves you, Sr. 
Brit. Thou doſt aſſociate with Lawyers ſure, 
And Travellers. 
Cya. Who.lz Sr? why Pra en: 
Brit. Becauſe E0j | 
Thou lyeſt extreamly, Boy : No, the is dedll; 
The canopy of Heav'# is hung with Sable : ; 
The $8», like a great mourner, drives her Hearle, 
Wrap'd round with clonds;; each Star withdraws 
His Golden head, and burns wathin/tns ſocket 
The whole cope is dark,black, diſmal, 
And mourns the ſudden lo$' of fair Chana: 
Ha! ſhough; yonder flyes. a night-Raven ' 
In each black eye there rowls.a:pound of Jet. 
See how he tans, with'his; hugerwicker Wings 
The dusky Ayr.- Come, boy, be-gone | 
tle fave thee, "though dye me {elf : go in: 
Run, run Ifay, Tle fetch my Bow and ſhoot him. 
Exent. 


"_ The Country, 
Petronins, | Poppes: Piſo, over-hearing. 


Pop. FJ muſt mori Jou Sir. 5 | 
Pett, Can, yo u deſpiſe So ORG ge 

A flame, whoſe mat Heſs ſplendor to wns the Stars, 
And luſtre vies with' the great eye of Day ? 
O, ſcrupulons Virtue, art thowgrown ſo cold 
That the refleted beanig of doubled Honours, 
Beating upon thee withiiniceflint Glories, ' / 
Cannot approach thee, thithjigh'r thy, walls of Tee ? 
With all their fiefy points, nib once pietce thee ? 

Pop. High minds ſhould not be:tempted with appearance, 
Nor drown to dangerous courſes from homely Cells, 
Where honelt plefſtire with{aft'plenty.dwells.” 


Fetr. 
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Per. But what converſe, what Nobleneſs is here 
To deck your thoughts, that claim a vaſter Sphere ; 
Through all the Heav'n they ſhould, like Eagles, roam, 

Not ſtay in ſuch a-ſolitary home. | 

Pop. What unkown gueſts are theſe that tear my breſt 2 
Like ſlaves, in golden mines, they dig their way: 4d 
A Crown they thew, which my frail heart Adores ; - 

Before my thoughts, a Royal Scepter flyes, * 
At which, my fancy graſps; but when it comes 
And it bright glories offer to my hand, 

I fain would reach, and yet refuſe to hold. 
Petr. Madam,/conlider tis a mighty proffer ; 
'Tis not this Province, or that Colony ; 
He gives yoy all: all isa gift ſo great, 
As none byt Jove to Ceſar can beſtow. 
What js it deters you from your happineſs ? 
Pop, Oh,1 am loſtin Honours Labrynth, 
No c|ew to guide me, but my own defire, 
And/that would lead me out, but knows not how. 

Piſo. Oh Heaven, what will this earth come to! Was it 
for this my noble Brother was ſent for in ſo much haſte ? -and 
is it for this, he harbours that Viper in our houſe, to tear his 
Darling hence, and eat his heart ont? O Laws of hoſpitality, 
why are you Sacred ? why js my hand ſo backward to pu- 
niſh that raviſher of onr Honour ? > 

Methinks I ſee that Genie of our houſe 
Start fromhis Monument, and ſtalk along 
Shaking with Panick fears, and with an eye 
That Darts its poyſon'd beams of Indignation 
At me : me thinks I ſee him chide my flow 
Revenge. | 

Pop. My brother has loſt his Senſes. | 
- Piſo, 1 wouldI had, and with thm loſt my life, : 
So thou could ft find thy honour : Oh thy Honour ! 
More worth, than all that golden Pageertry , 
High tops of Fortune, Glorious Pinacles, 

/ E 


And 
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And Heav'n knows what, that ſwim in thy fond faney : 
Thoſe wanton Sepulchers have, ſwallowed itz. _ 
Thy eyes, thoſe graves of Nobleneſs and Glory 
Fve known the time, when, had I look'd but thus, 
Thus curiouſly upon. thee, ſtraight a bluſh - 

Would mount in to thy cheek : there's nothing now 
Eut pale diſhonour. Prithee do not ſpeak, 
Thy words are peſtilent, the blaſting iſſue 
Ofa corrupted heart, diſcasd,and deadly. 

Pop. How ſhould he/know this? ſure he over heard 

Petronins talking with me : *t muſt be'ſo, 

But pray why is't a {into go to Court > 

F am not guilty of one wicked thought, 

And yet you make me a molt wretched creature. 

Piſo. Indeed thou art a ſinful wretched creature. 
Thou art the wretched*ſt thing I ever ſaw ;. | 
Thy blood is all of fire 3. the Emperour, 

That Dog-Ftar has inflam'd it 3 I pity thee. 

O that my tears could make thy heart relent, 
Or quench thoſe fires that will devour thee 3 . 
Then I would drain:thoſe Chryltal. Sources dry :: 
Rivers Fde weep, and long: Inxuriant ſtreams, 
My eyes ſhonld play the Wantons, not thy way. 
If thou haſt any ſenſe of ſhame, look back 3. 

Thy feet upon the brink of ruin,ſtand 5 _ 

But one ſtep more, and thou art loſt for ever :.. . 
Glorious deſtruction; glitt ring\nuſerjes, | 
Will keep thee waking till death cloſe thy. eyes. 


_ 


| [_ Weeps« 
Petr. Fie, fie, my. Lord; were your (urmilcs true, 
This is too much: it ſhows unmanly. 
Piſo. Ha ! MN, 
It will not be: rather than ſuffer this, 
Eet me be ever branded, baſe, and barbarous.. 
My rage is kindled, and IHe,bear no more. 
Begone,. thou Monſter, fly, thou Harpy, fly; 
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Put on thy wings of horror, and be :gone;"' 3 932 70 
Or, by my Honour, were thighouſea enple, 
Thy baſe black blood ſhould ſtain the ſacred floor. 
Ex: Petro. and Poppez finiling on him. 
Peſo. T am troubled ;z yet there is one way: left: 
Revenge, revenge! O thou art {\weet and lovely! 
Ile go to ROME, and with wrong d 0tho-joyn. | 
| Trumpet ſimoids 7 
What means this noiſe? 
within: The Emperour, 
the Emperony | -' 
Plan. The Emperour, my Lord, is come in-perſon hither.” 
Piſo. Ha! isit ſo? then all fond hopes farewel: : 
Diſeaſes be his welcome.. O, I am mad. 
This night he whore's mySiſter. Hell, hear my pray rt: 
Deſpair, Revenge, and Murther; come along: .. 
Bring you all your curſed crew.and come along: 
In fatal buſineſs T'le employ youall, 
With this ſole arm Heav's vengeance Ie foreſtall: 
An aftſo great, pale Brutzs ſhall defire | | 
To ſee Cato and Caſſzzs, ſhall adnure,: / 
Start not, my Soul, but do't z : Poppea: dyes, 
My anger's Vilkion, Honour's Sacrthce. 
Her Beauties, ſo ador'd, (omuch admir'd;- 
With pride and ſenſual pleaſure ſomnſpir'd; t .q 
Shall in a moment ficken, fade; andfallz + 
Like the North-wind, Tle ruſh,/and blaſt you all. 
Nero, prepare; for, when ſore] COmez! «3 
Immortal asthou art, I bring:thy doom. ... 
Tle make that Cedar tremblehkearreed : _ BEI 
Nero ſhall dye 3 that ry. God (hall biceds * Exit. 


Servants running over the Stage. { 


The Scene changes. Alter a Song, the Emperour COMes ie] ns 
attended, bowing to Poppea &c. Petronius. 


Nero. ModekofHeav's thou Ornamentof Earth, 
Propitious Star that ſmiles on humane birth ! Ea: Or 
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Or art thou Goddeſ of the ſilver floods ? © + 
Or the fair Heav nly Huntreſs of theſe woods ? 
Or art thou Yerxs ? Venus Wants (ach fite, 
When by the Graces, dreſt in bright attire, 
She haſts to meet her Noble warrior's Arms : 
Penys, 1n height of dalliance, wants (ſuch Charms. 
Such beauty never was by Paris feen ; 
Such conquring Ayr, and ſuch Majeſtick meen. 
O, Moſt Divine! with pity bleſs my flame. 
 Fop, Benot deluded, Sir ; Fmortal am. 

Ne. If thou of mortal ſeed art born, be mine, 
And1 will make thee 7, 
More happy, than thoſe pow'rs we call Divine. 
Topleaſe thy ſenſe, andravith thy ſoft pow'rs, 
Tle make fach &rotto's {prings, and Royal Bowr's, _ 
As ſhall tranſcend the bleſt EFzi2# ſhade, 
Tempe's fair grave and 7au's flow ry head, & 
Where the Gods meet, and Dance in Maſquerade. 
For Baths, we will Hzdaſpes current lave, 


Lie cloſe incircl'd in'a Golden wave: 
Thou @xeez Triumphant Fthy humble {lave.. 
Loe, at thy feet, Nero himſelf does lie, | 
He that commands the Earth; the Sea, the Skie, C 
For love of thee, docs languiſh, figh, and die. 
Pop. Is all this true? can you do all theſe things 2 
Good Heavy n what happy creatures are youKINGS! 
Nero. If thy heart bears ſuch ſoftneſs as thy breſt, 
Then I am happy, then F'merily bleſt. | 
All my dear Joys are treafur'd inthoſe eyes, 
Thoſe kinder Stars, thoſe Sys of Paradiſe. 
Without thy ſmiles, alas, I nothing am, 
But the poor ſhaddow of a mighty name. 
Pop How: my'fouF's rack'd, with joy and anxious fear ! 
Fain T would go, and yet would tarry here. 
Whence do thefe new deſires and wiſhes come ? 
Fain I would tte know not what, nor. whom... - 
a, T9840 1:1 1C | 645 1B 


How rarely this KING talks! how far above 

My Lord's grave rules of duty and of love ! 

Nero. About thy knees, O, let me ever grow. 

Pop. Why do you weep ? 

Oere. My eyes ſhall eyer flow : 

Or, if theſe tender ſources ſhould decay, 

My thawing ſoul ſhall mel it {elf away. 

O ſtay : Ile follow thus, if you remove, 

And hold thee faſt with all the force of love. 

Pop. Why is my heart inits reſolves, ſo flow ? 

Like a fond child, when two gay things you ſhow, 

With wondring eyes it looks, does leap, and quake 

For both ; yet, doubtful, neither can partake. 

Heavns! how he pants ! how his lips warm ny hand ! 
Nero They draw their heat from this warm firebrand. . 
Petr. She yields, ſhe yields! her looks her thoughts betray 1 

Greatneſs 1s entred, and her ſoul gives way. 

Follow her {till and let her take no reſt : 

She thinks it pleaſure to be ſo oppreſt. 

Pop. What muſt the price of all theſe pleaſures be 
Nature's ghoice ofiring, Art's variety NN es-* 
Ofnoily ſhows, and mighty Gallantry ! 

Nero. The price of all, is but thy gentle love. 

Secure, in Heav'#, as Juno keeps her Jove, 

Thou ſhalt keep me, fetter'd in golden chains ;; 

The ſoft fad ſtory of my pleaſing pains, 

In ſighs upon thy boſom Ile relate 

Thy Beauty'es creature, thou my Glories fate. 

Drawn ina Chair of Gold, emboſs'd all o're 
With their great Images whom we adore, 
On velvet floors Triumphant thou ſhalt ride, 
Princes (hall run hke pages, by thy fide : 
The $1 ſhall, from his faming ſeat, look down, 
And of the Thund'rer, ask a brighter Throne, 
While all the Gods do bluih 
To. (ce their art, by mortal wit out-dons.. 
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zo . Tho Tragedy of Nexo. 
_ Pop, And will you do all this for love of me # 
Are there ſuch charms in my ſociety ? ; 

Ners But one ſhort tight let me your.love enjoy, 
And1I, next mornig, will my life deſtroy. 

Pop. Indeed you ſhall not; that were too ſevere, 
Nay, if youlove me, pray live all the year. 

| For fancy, I ſubſtantial pleaſure'reap 

Is that all ? "Tis very cheap. 
Tell menot what my duty does require 3 
Love mans me now, afid ſhows his facred fire : 
To Crowns, thoſe mighty objeQs I aſpire. 
If you dare'do, as you have ſaid, lead on : 
Pale piety, Adien; live here alone, 
While I go taſte the pleaſues of a Throxe. 

Nero. Our Chariots baſte: yet ſtay, I will not go. 
Thou abſtra& of all fy&ts, thou melter, Oh 
Gods''tis too much Joy has my Soul diſtreſt, 
Weary'd with raptures, take it to thy breſt, 

On thoſe ſoft Globes of beauty let it reſt. 

Kind God of Love, ,O bring thy mother's Doves, 
And waftus through the calm Celeſtial groves, 
Surfeiting on each other's breſt wee ſtray; . 
When we want words, and know.not what to ſay, q 
With eyes thuslanguiſhing wee'll look all day : 

Now ſigh, now ſmile, or thus infolded lie, - 
Andall along the Milky way wee'll die. 


Fxennt. 


Finis Aus Tertij. 


The Tiga f N Eero, 


AR. IV. Sce. XE 


N ero, Poppea, litting 1nState. 


Nero. ] E* notmy Crownand ſelf thy wiſh confine : 
Ask what thou wilt; by all the Gods, 'tis thine. 
Be ſtudied int, and'Tle applaud thee for't : 
Mean while, behold the pleaſures of our Court. 
[ Dance &C. 
Enter Britannicus, Mad: and Cyara. 


Pop. O, my dread Lord, for theſe let me implore. 
Nero: Live, wretches, and this Excellence adore. 
Brit. Stay me not? bythe Gods, Ile break your hold. 
So fad a ſtory, Orpheys never told, 
When his harmonious fighs pierc'd Pluto's gate 3" 
 ButT ban Heavz,, curſe the Great Gods, and Fate: 
And yet I will not ſpeak, the theam's too ſtern; © 
Here Hell it (elf might witty horror learn: 
Some whirl-wind ſnatch me headlong through the Ayr; 
Wrapt round with clouds invelop'd im deſpair, 
Thatl from Earth may hide this diſmal deed : 
Honour is ſtabb'd, and all the Virtues bleed. 
Cyara's faln, 0Zavia too is gone; 
In Death's damp vaults ſhe wanders all alone 
I ſaw her Soul dive ſtrangely through the ground, 
In her own blood that ſpark of Heav'n was drown'd:. 
Treaſon againſt the Gods he did conſpire;  .. 
Oh Traytor, worſe than he that ſtole their fire! 
Nero. Who was that 'Traytor, Prince? ? 
Brit. I know not, Sir, | 
Unleſs that Dog that washer Marderer: 
- Nero.” Who was that Dog ? 
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Brit. Why, Cerberus I gueſs; 
No Savage elſe could hurt fuch gentleneſs. 
Such meekneſs would wilde Paxthers fary charm, 
And hungry Lyons of their rage diſarm; 
Ev'n ore their prey, it would the conquelt get, 
Quell their ſwoln hearts, andcool their bloody heat. 
Nero. Madman begone. 
Brit. This madmani1s a Prince. 
Nero. I ſay again, forbear this inſolence, 
Or thou ſhalt with thou wert a Beggar born : 
Ar once, thou mov'ſt my pity and my ſcorn. 
Brit. "Twas you that kill d my Siſter. 
Nero. Ha! thou Iyt: 
Stand not my rage ; for, if thou doſt, thou dy'(t. 
' Brit. Then I will fit, and hear your Thunder roar , 
Such humble ſhrubs it hurts not, but flyes ore. 
Nero. But you ſhall find, for once, 'twill condeſcend : 
I pity thee, and will thy ſorrows end. 
Ca. Hold; by the Gods, Ido conure you, ſtay: 
F irſt through my boſom force your bloody way. 
In policy you ought his liſe to ſpare ; 
For, if you let him Iive, Heav'z will forbear 
To puniſh you, nor will due vengeance take ; 
The juſt good Gods will ſpare you, for his ſake. 
Brit. How the Boy prattles! 'tis a pretty Boy ! 
Cyara's Image ! how that damps my Joy ! 
What mean theſe two, by ſuch an antick form ? 
Here's a ſoft calm, and there a bluſtring ſtorm. 
My Painter ſo ſhall draw me day and night : | 
Here horrid darkneſs ſtands; there, gaudy light : 
There, cruelty, like the red Sea appears; . 
Here, melting mercy flows in PItYINS tears. 
Exquiſite Emblems! perfe& good and evil: 
A Heav#, a Hell, an Agel, and a Devil. 
_ Nero. IfI gaze long, I ſhall my natureloſe : 
Mid'lt of my full carreer, Iſtop and nyuſe. 


, Whence 


_ — — — 


? 
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Whence does this. poor unworthy pauſe proceed > 
Can I repent my rage ? No, he ſhall bleed. 

Cya. Hold Sir, you cannot ſtrike. 

Nero. How ? cannot, Boy ? 

Cyz. Alas, I ly'd; I know you can deſtroy : 
You can do all things, $7r, both drown and burn; | 
Nay, the whole World to itsfirſt Chaos turn. 

You are a God to damn, a Kze to kill : 

You can do all things, if had the will. 

But you are kind, and ſoft ; I know you are; 

Yaur eyes are Noble, and delight to ſpare. 

O Heavn! how Men will lye! nay, now IT find 
You have a gentle, Great, and GOD-like mind. 


; The Prince 1s Mad, and you are pleas'd toſte't, 


Na,y pardon all, — O let me kiſs your feet. 

You 'll win all hearts, by ſuch kind at as theſe; 

With my warm tears Ile bath your ſacred knees. 
Nero. Shall Ibe branded with the name of good ? 

Begone, thou ſoft invader of my blogd ; 

Mercy and I, no correſpondence have; 

Pity's a whining tender-hearted ſlave: 

Fury TI love, becauſe ſhe's bold and brave... . 

As I ſcan things, Virtue's the greateſt crime : 

Stand off ; or I will paſs through thee, to to him. 


[Ps her. 


Pop. Hold, Ceſar, nowT take you at your word; 
If you will keep your promiſe, {heath your ſword. 

Nero, 'Twere leſsto give the world, than let him live; 
Yet your commands with Joy Edo receive. 

Brit. What barbarous hand has done this horrid deed? 


' Oh, my dear Boy, look up; thou doſt not bleed. 


Stop, ſtop, thou bloody Spring 3 my hair perforce 

Shall bind thee, and damn up the Scarlet ſource : 

T will my (elf thy kind Phiſician bez 

WhenlTwas ſick, thou ſtill wert fo tome: 

F At 
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At my bed ſide; ſtri&t watch all night he1d keep, 
And, with his Songs, rock my dull cares a ſleep. 
Hischeeks are pale ! Roſes, look forth again, 
And ſmile for Joy your pretty Rival's ſlain. 
Fate wove thy thred of life too fine to laſt. 
All's loſt at once!'O Sad | O deſp'rate caſt ! 
Thus, in my arms, I'le bear thy beauty's hence ; 
No guilty hand ſhall touch thy innocence : 
Thus, arm in arm, wo in one grave will Iye ; 
Wretched we liv'd, but happy we will dy& 
[ [_ Exit with Cyara. 

Pop. What means my trembling heart by this ſurprize : 
Why dol ſigh? why do theſe bluſhes riſe? 
Before my ſoul, a mournful Troop appears ; 
Hopes ſtifled in their birth, ftarts ſudden fears 
 Languiſhing Joys, and ſolitary tears! 
Tlove him; *tis too plain Juſt Heav'# has ſent 
On my inconſtancy this puniſhment 
I've gone too far to think of a return; 
EF muſt enjoy him-: -O my heart does burn! 
My blood boils high, and beats with ſtrange defires: 

Tis juſt that madneſs mingle with ſuch fires. 
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Exit: 
Nero. Thou haſt a Wit; ſome ſadden means —— 
Pef. Believe me, $77, this night he ſha'nt ſurvive. 

| [_ Exit Ners &c. 
Solus: Contrivance gives a miſchief gloſs."tis fine: 

[ hat— my kinfmat Burrhxs fills his wine 3 

By nature bloody— ther the pow rful charm 

Of gold, a preſent gain, no future harm, 

Safe inthe Emp'ro'rs favour he ſhall live : 

All this welt werghd, my black deſign muſtthnve. 

Nature has not been overkind to me ; 

Her /;mber Sons and I cannot agree : 

She is my Stepdame 3 but my comfort 1s, 

Topay her home, this night her darling dyes.  Fxit. 
| SCXN. 
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Scze, II, 


Otho, Piſo. 


Piſo. Yet be advis'd, and let us end this ſtrife. 


oth. Deny thy words, and I will ſpare thy hfe. 


Pie Deny my words? what didſtthou ever ſee 
In all my life, to raiſe this thought in thee ? 
My Nature's hot, provoke me, $zr, no more : 
I do prononce again ſhe is a whore. _ 
Otho. Blaſphemer, Peace; rage'does my heart-ſtrings tear: 
Wert thon my Father, I could not forbear. 
Piſe. Sir, I dare Fight. 
Otho. Guard well thy Life. 
Piſo. I do. = RS 
This ſport was ne'r unwelcom until now. Ne 
| [Fight] 
You bleed. 


Otho. No matter, Sir, the wound's but ſlight . 
Piſo. O,Brother, hear me, for I will not Fight. 
Otho. You mult. 
Piſo. I cannot. Heav'ns| what have I done? 
Otho. Thou art a coward; pr'ythee, Boy, begone. 
Piſo Curſe on my hand that drew your preious blood 1 
Poppea 1s an Argel, chaſte and good : 
Tle flatter you 3 Icare not what fay, 
Rather than ſtill purſue this fatal fray. 
Oths. Now I believe what thou haſt ſaid is true 3 
Pity has done what anger could not do : 
O, ſhe is falſe, forſworn, and I am loſt, 
My Soul 1s ſhip-wrack'd on its moſt lov'd coaſt ; 
By thy Victorious mercy I'm undone. | 
Go, Noble brother, kave this wretch alone ; 
O, my heart's ſfiek? your pardon, pray no more; 
Here I will lie, and my hard hap deplore. "wk 
F 2 Piſo. 
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Piſo. Then I will fit for ever by your (ide 
Take it not 11], if I this tamenels chide : 
Rouſe up your wrath, let anger chaſe away 
Theſe ſullen clouds ; Revenge will bring the day 
Again, and make your honour ſhine more bright, 
While it damns her to ſhades of deathand night. 
Otho: Ha! thou baſt wak'd my Soul from its dull reſt; 
Revenge, thou gen'rous fire, enrich my breſt. 


Poppea paſſes over the Stage. 


O glorious Whore! Ile fink her with a blow, 
She's rotten ripe for ruin; let me go. _ 

Piſo. You ſee her guards will your Revenge oppoſe, 
And thus, for nothing, we our lives ſhall loſe. 

Otho. Down, down, my ſwelling heart; O, I am fad: 
Hold, my weak eyes; this fight has made me mad. 

Piſo, Blinded with rage, our Reaſon's apt to ſtray : 
Be rul'd by me; Ile ſhew the ſafeſt way. 


Exennmte 


Sce III, 
Britannicus reading, Poppea enters.. 


Pop. Maling, and all alone ? Sy//ana, go, 
The bottonrof my Fate Tle quickly know : 
My Virtues are dethron'd, and paſtions rule ;. 
O Heav'ns | my crimes you have reveng(d at full. 
Brit. It is atruth ? or does Fame tell us lyes, 
When 1t teports that the Soul. never dyes, 
But wantled fits, and ads in gloomy ſhrouds, 
Like Cyzthis, when ſhe's hemm'd with circling clouds ? 
x When 
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When the ſoft partner of our griets and joyes, 
With trembling hands ſhall cloſe oux dying eyes, 
When in ſad fort our friends {hall ſtand and mourn, 
To ſce the Fatal torch thoſe relicts burn, 
Is there an end of thought? no farther care? 
No throne of bliſs, nor caverns of deſpair ? 
No dens of darkneſs, nor no ſeats of Glory ? 
Then all our grave diſcourſe is but a ſtory: 
Some full-gorg'd Prieſt, nodding beneath a ſhade, 
Tales of Elizium, and the dull pool, made. 
Whither, O whither, go we, when we dye? 
Why, there where babes not yet conceiv'd do lie? 
Death's nothIng ; nothing after death will fall ; 
Time, and dark Chaos, will devour us all. 
Pop. T come to kill thee, Prince. 
Brit. My Boy 1s dead ; 
To Heav'ns bright Throne his brighter Soul is fled : 
Yonder he mounts on filver burniſh'd wings 3 
Each God, immortal ſweets around him flings.. 
Now, Ikie a ſhip, he cuts the liquid Sky; 
His Rigging's Glorious, and his Maſt is "ns 5 
Fan'd with cool winds his Golden colours fly.. 
Ha! wilt thou follow him ? begin : ſtrike home. 
Pop. Ifay, to killthee (Prizce)I hither come. . 
Thy eyes ſharp beams have run quite through my heart, 
And 1, on thine, will thus revenge the ſmart. 
Brit. Strike, and by Heav'z Tle kifs thee for the blow : - 
Pe quick 3 my blood is black, and. full of woe : 
Do me this welcome dangerous cruelty , 
Fair Murdrefſs, if thou art my enemy. 
Pop. Nay, ſure you flater'd, when you term'd me fair. 
Brit. If Lillyes, ſhow, and light, be ſuch, you are. 
Fop. If I amo, this. deed would make me foul, 
And caſt eternal ſpots upon my ſoul ; 
Therefore, thou horrid. inſtrument,be gone : 
\ ——_ thy help, alas, Iam undone. 
I faint. | 


Brat 
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Brit. VVithin my arms Tle hold thee, till 
Thy Soul return, and greedy death beguile. 
In Roſy gales life through her lips does ſtream. 

Pop. VVhy did you wake me from this golden dream ? 
Oh, I am ſick ! 

Brit. TI am contagious, ſure; 

Andall that touch me dye. 
Pop. You are my cure: 
'Tis only in your power to make me live. 
From thoſe lov'd eyes let me this Balm receive. 
Within this circle 1&t me ever grow. 
Brit. Thou charmer,ſpeak; what wouldſt thou have me da? 
Pop. Something — why, thus to preſs your hand, that's all. 
Heav'n how he [hakes ! why do you tremble, Prince > - 


Cyara s Choſe. 


Brit, Ha! what art thou ? thou ayry phantaſm, hence. 
O, Gods! it is my Boy : what would'ſt thou hav c? 
How cold he looks, juſt risn from the grave ! 
Cya. Go not to bed, but fly that Sorcer®.; arms 3 
She tempts, like Circe, and has deadly charms. 
Think on Cyara, for ſhe lov'd thee well: 
Take heed, beware; thou'rt in the Rode to Hell. 


Exit, 
Brit. Stay, I conjure thee ſtay,leave me not thus, 
If thou did'{t ever love Britannicss: 
Fle follow thee along thy Ayay track, 
And mount above K clouds to tetch thee back. 
Exit. 


Enter Syluana with a Taper. 


Silva. O Heauv'ns) How do you, Madam? what ſuccels ? 

Pop. Te tell thee, Killing woe, and deep diftreſs. 
Thy arm my Girl; le ſhew thee ere we part . 
Sad things : a troubled mind, and wounded heart, 


Ah! 
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Ah / for my former peace, what would I give? 

My comfort is, this ſhame I ſhame T ſha'nt ſurvive. 

Oh - diſmal change ! nothing is conſtant found ; 

The Gods, with whirl-winds, drive our Fortunes round. 
Exeunt 


Scx IV. 


Nero, ſleeping in a Conch; Caligula's. 
Ghoſt appears. 


Ghoſt PRom the Infernal cave, the wide, the low 
Abyls, the direful pit of endleſs woe, 

On which each God that looks ſcarce keeps his State, 
But, giddy grown, turns and takes hold of Fate, 
Caligula, in vapors wrapt, does come.,, 
Nero, thy fiiend, and the ſworrr foe of RO ME. 
Not Hell's more deradful, than theſe hated walls ; 
The gtygian waves, and Terrheze water's falls, 
Alike with fear confound my troubled Soul, 
And ſprinkle equal horrors as they row]. 
By Traytors hands I fell: O' that T could, 
For every drop they ſhed, Spill Seas of blood. 
Oh Heav's, Ide do what cannot be expreſt! 
V Vith raging Plagues I'de fill each Komar breſt : 
Burn Palaces: hke Thunder, I would. rave, 
Tear the tall woods, and rend each Sacred*Grove: 
But oh! by pow'rful Fate I am-confin'd 
And muſt not reak the madneſs of my mind.. 

Nero, At thou, what can't be done by me, 
Thy Genius, I, will addthy cruelty : 
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With my pale hand I ſtroak thy troubled ſenſe ; 
All poyſon Hell contains I do diſpenſe ; 

The ſcum of Lethe, with AleFo's gall, 
Megerq's (weat, ſhall on thy vitals fall; 
Errinnis (hall about thy heart-ſtrings twine ; 
Yet all's toolittle for our great delign. 

Lo, I am warn'd; ſee where fierce Enyy ſtands, 

And ſummons me; by Pluto's dread commands. 

Go on, be mad; no more I muſt be gone, 

And vaniſh, like the light when day 1s done. 

| Nero, Solis. © 

VVhere have I been? thou Dxmon of the night 

Return z Tm rack'd: with this appalling ſight. 

The forked tongues of Furyes can't expreſs 

The rage that burns wichinme : Sulphur's leſs ; 

Not Hell it ſelf fo full of dread appears 

Not Night,nor darker Death; ſuch horror wears ; 

Not the deſtructive-torce of wind, and fire, 

VVhen ſome great Ciry's ruin they conſpire 3 

Not the davouring Sea, when Neptune makes. 

The Sea-Gods drunk, and draughts of ruin takes 
VVrong'd womens hate, Sword; Famine, Plagues combine; 
Your madneſs trebled cannot equal mine : 

All you faint emblems of my fury are ; 

No tender Sex, nor age my wrath ſhall ſpare. 


Enter Drefillus bloody. . 


What news? thy looks declare it to be good, 
A haſty joy appears, though dreſt in blood. 

Druſ: The rabble, $zr, with wine and rageinſpir'd 
With Trayt'rous hands your Palace would have fir'd: 
Your Guards they did affault ;. but we withſtood 
Their heat, and Gon allay'd it with their blood: 


Few ſtrokes were giv'n ere the baſe cowards fled, 
Some pris'ners are, ſome {cap'd, and ſome are dead. 


Nero 
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Nero. Ha! do they: bid me battle? they ſhall die on 


At their own weapon I the flaves defy. 

Nothing but flames can quench my kindled re - 
Blood's not enough ; Fire Ile revenge with fire. 
Fierce as young Phaeton | will return: 
Great ROME, the World's Metropolis, ſhall burn. 
On Tyber's flood new beamsT will diſplay, 

And turn black Night into a golden Day. 

The molten GODS ſhan't fave their Capital, 
Temples ſhall tumble down, guilt roofs ſhall fall : : 
Bright Ruin, with a noiſe ſhall (wallow all. - 


Finis Are quarts. 


Exenuzt. 
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Britannicas, Flayins, Attendants, 


Brit. F Ire, fire, I'm all one flame, fly, my friends fly, 
Or I ſhall blaſt you; O my breath is Brimſtone, 
My Lungs are Sulphur,my hot brains boil over; 
Or you that needs will ſtay, let your eyes run, 
If you did ever love this wretched Prince, 
Now mourn, now weep ; O, I will catch your tears 
And drink the precious drops: I burn, I burn, 
Fall, fall, you gentle Rulls, you melting ſhow'rs 
Call all the winds to fan my furious fires; 
Bring the cold North, Ile ki his out-blown chee 
Upon my flaming brelt Ilelay his head, , 
And hug him in my heart, for he is cold, 
G 
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With,my.hot arms Fle clapſe his ftoſtylimbs,. 
And twine about him, like a wanton gule.. . 
Oat obT-- tt rf | '* 
Fla. Canthere be Gods, and not revenge ? 
Can they behold this Noble copy of + 
Therr own þright excellence.poluted thus, _ 
Thus rent and torn by Sacrikgious hands, . 
Yet 1dle (it, and {Jeep upon their Thrones ? 
The voice of Nourderts loud as their own Thunder. 
Awake, awake, ,you drowſy Deityes ! - 
Here is a ſight ſo pitifullyſtrange, 
'Twould melt the Scythiar's Soul, who ſtands unmoy'd- 
And Sullen at his-Mothers Funeral; 
When'Fame reports this-deed, the rugged Moore 
will-ſtand abaſh'd, and groan to hear it told, 
Break, break, my heart : Oh you great GODS of KOME, 
Where are you all ? Is this my welcome home ? 


Brit. Ha | de does weep! nay, pry'thee do not hide it; 
By Heav'z, thou art my friend: lend me thy ſtore ; | 
My eyes ſhall pay-thee uſe, truft me they ſhall; 
Here, in my boſome, lay thy pearly ſtock ; 

Heav'ns, how he.weeps! thou art, a Virgin ſure. | 
Fall; you-dear drops; Obler me hug thee cloſe : 
My Spirits are quite parch'd up, my palat's dry ; 
Th' Elizian: ſhades,aze cool,; gb, let me.dye, : 

Fiav $15 Lam Flivige: have you quite forgot me? 

Brit. I do:remember thee 3:1 lov'd thee: well : 
Thou. art a Noble youth, the child'of: Honour. 

Flav. From Fr.nce:T come, and bring important news. 

Brit. Hat: hold, Te tell: thee news: 0Favia's dead ; + 
She's cold, alas but Iam:hot as fire. : 

You amiable floods, when do you-[tray ? - | 
Oh; come, and quench'me, quench my raging flames. - 

Fla... O Rear me, Heau'as | hear. me, you Juſt great Gods. . 
I6ſtill-Your: ears are&&oper:to'our Pray'rs, ;.' | 
If:yet. you hold commerce wth mortal ſighs, - OY 
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If yet the vows of humble Souls are heard; 

Oh now look down, and hear my fhort addreſs: 

No ſort of ſuſtenance will I receive, 

Nor ſhall the ſparkling bowl ſalutEmy lips, 

Nor'drowny {leep vilit my weary eyes, 

E're I the author of this Murder know. . | 
Brit. 'Tis like thee 3 thou wert alwayes # true friond.” 

In a bright flaming Chariot Ile aſcend. 

Cyara, Oh OFavia, my dear loves, 0 

You Queens of Innocefice, you ſpotleſs Doves, +> #7. * - 

Meet me, I come. Flavins? nay, pry thee nigher ; 

Thus,in thy arms, let me, kind youth, Expire. 


[Dyes.] 

Fla. Farewel, bright Soul ! thou Royal CRcrAY 
Rare union |! Grandetir joyn'd with Innocence f' 3 L 
The Fates of wicked Men are groſs and: wy ah 9361; 
Thine mov'd apace: »—Huod ger my'y VOW. | ba { 97 07 


1% 


Exter Petronins Burrbus, with Guartds: 2p " : 


Bur. 1s done, my Ebtd, ner Aoabt it!” = " _- 
Petr. What is he? —_——_— 
Bur. 'Tis Flavizs, new returned from F rance, he came | 

Juſt as the Prince had drunk the poyſon'd wine. * © a 
Petr. That was not quite ſo well, for he is honeſt ; 

But take no notice: where's the e Prince— give way. 

How came he dead ? Tcharge you ſpeak, anſwer me. 

Lay hold of all, in the name bf theEmperour. 
Fla. Hands off, [ will declare the author of 

This horrid Murder. Speak, —_ fill d —_ wine? 
Bur. That, Sir, did)INC7% 8) 3-44 - 1 BP * 
Fle. Then thou art his dlandurer, 

Start not, baſe villain, black as thon art, the Prince 

With his laſt Noble breath did Pardon thee, 
Bur. Sir, | was Noor | "1 BRA... 
Fla. Ha! isit theryaitruth?; ; $ d4wyld 211 ena! 

G 2 


W 


44 The Tragedy of - Nero. 
Bxr. I know not 5 but ale | 
Fla. Thou lyſt; 1t1s too true. 


Guilt, and diſtraftion, fit upon thy brow : 
And 'tis as true thatthou ſhalt dye for't, vilhm. 


Sos | [Draws] 
Petr. Hold, $ir : by what authority dare you do this ? 
Fli. Why, by «he Gods, by friendſhip, Juſtice, all : 
Ile anſwer thee no farther. 
Petr, Ha! forbear. 
Take him or kill him, Guards, -1'do Command you. 


5; Flavius beats down Petronine, and kills 
X Burrhus : the Guards diſarm him. 


Fla. Pardon, you Gods, myformer blaſphemy ; 
O you are Juſt, andI adore your:powers 
Now lead me where you pleaſe, to life or: death, 
Let me but pay my laſt obſervance here, 
' My vow I have perform'd; and thou, dear Prince, 
'Art in ſome part reveng'd: what my poor power . 
Could poſſibly effeR,:; is done;.the:reſt t 
Belongs unto the Gods. ; 
Petr. Remove the bodyes, 
And bring him, away. | 
"; 28 TY  Exennt. 


" 


Sce. II.” 
Plautus, Mirmilon. 


Plau. T_JEcar you themnews?; 

Mir- Not I: you ſeemamazd* 
Plan. A Currier from beyond the Alprarnv'd - 

Reports the French are all n Arms; refolv'd - 
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To bring the Warey'n to the gates of ROME. 
Fierce Vindex heads the Rebels, and all France 
Contributes largely : this the Emperour hears, 

And laughs; flights them, and fivears he'll hang 'emall. 
The people mutiny in every ſtreet 3 | 

Their —_— are Lawleſs; nay, they Murmur loud : 
Some modeſtly retire to corhers, whete 

They curſe and damn him, call him paricide, 

A burner of their houſes, friends, and Gods, 

Lo where he comes ; the Lion's rous'd, his eyes 
Look red with anger, Lightiung flathes in them : 
What Thunder follows ? Let's ſtand by and hear. 


Nero, Flavizs, Guards, 


Fla. Was't not welldone ? I did his Murd'rer kill. 
Nero. Know, hardy fool, he ſuffer'd by my will: 
I hated him, and did his death contrive. 
Now, villain, think how long thou haſt to live. - 
Fla. To live? Oh who would live, thy humor's ſlave ? 
A torment worſe than blackeſt Devils have. | 
Let paraſites, the moths of Grandeur, fawn, 
Theſe guilded canker-worms, ambition's ſpawn : 
I dodeſpiſe thee, Tyrafit asthouart 3 
There's nothing great, nor Manly in thy heart. 
Nero. Are you ſo hot ? Fle alter your fierce tone. 
Plaxtss, go bum the villain ; ſee 1t done. 
Fla. Mid'ſt of devouring flames, I will deſpiſc 
All that the Maſter Devil thou, 
Or the black crew of leſſer Fiends dev iſe : 
Thou ſhalt not hear a groan till I expirez 
But then Te ſhout defyance from the fire, 
Smile at the ſhock of ES and to the God, retire FIR 
ent. 


Exjey 
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Enter Petronins- 
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Petr. Dread 87, two Meſſengers who come from Spain, 
Report that Galba does new Wars maintain ; 
Heads the revolted Troops, and joyns with Fraxce 
The Germans 100 come 11, and all advance 
Againſt Your Majeſty. 
Nero. Tle hear no more. 
Is Galba falle ? 
Petr. They call him Emperour. 
Nero. They do; but what's the name, without the pow 3 2 
Let him come on; this arm ſhal-ſtrike him dead, 
And ſnatch his borrowed Laurels from his head. 
Petr. Your Treaſures are conſum'd with late expence. 
Nero. His gather'd Sums ſhall help that indigence. 
Petr. Time flies; 'tis fit your wildomhad deſi gt d- _ 
Nero. Do you-confult, .while I my pleatures mind. . 
Oh my Poppea, where art thou retir'd ? | | 
Never was bleſfing. - 
Sq oft enjoy'd; yet ſtill ſo much defir'd. 


I 16 1," ExCtnt. ; 


Sczen., II - at 
"Oe Piſo, and 0ths, eng, 


Pop. ARe they both dead? rp and FATMAEY hh 

Piſo. I ſaw'em. firſt ;oepoſe thepyrar's rage,” * | 
With ET ſcorning death, they did engage; © + 
The GOD of battels baſh 'd as he look 'd on, 
Envying the juſt applauſe theſe Heroes won. 


Pop. Virtue is ſtill by violence” oppreſt., 
How his eyes ſparkle ! Pray relate the reft. 

Piſo. | have my (elf the doubtful hazard ſtood 
Of fifteen battles, plung'd in waves of blood, 
The dreadful caſt on Fortune's bank I threw, 
Lite was my lot; yetſtill mall my view _ 

Of wounds, of War, and death, Inever ſaw 
Such pleaſing horror, ſuch delightful awe, 

Such mighty force and art together laid 

Never was Game of death fo bravely play'd : 
At laſt, O thatT live ſuch news to tell! 

With conqu'rring tir'd, theſe Sons of Valour fell. 


Pop. Oh pow'r of Love! his words my Soul invadel!. . 
Sure tis ſome G OD, delighting in a ſhade: 
The Glories of his eyes, like Stars in night, 
Or mourning Beauties, charm my wounded fight. 
Since Honours are 'by Ceſar, round my hurl'd, 
Since ] am made the Empreſs of the World, 
Since all's my choice, why do I doubtful ſtand; 
And wiſh a pleaſure:which T may command ? 
It, when I'dye, I muſt to torments go, 
'Tis fit notime be loſt ; let pleaſures flow. 
Fancy its eager appetite ſhall cloy ; - L 
Let reſolution Holy qualms deſtroy ; 6 | 
Henceforth, what e're T like, I will enjoy. 


Othn, Solus. * 


O Hell ! her crimes thy horror cannot match : 

Be ſwift, my Sword, her luſt and life diſpatch. _ 
This key unlocks all doors throughout the Court. 
Are you ſo wanton ? Yes you ſhall have ſport. 
How am I Rob'd of all Tever lov'd! 

My ſoul-is heavy, and would be remov'd. 

Once ſhe was fair, the ſofteſt, ſweeteſt wife, 

My heart's loy'd Joy, the Jewel of my lite - 
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Exit beckoning Piſo. 


Had - 
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Had (he ſtood fo, how happy had I bzen ! 
But ſhe's fallen, and Gloriesin her in. 

Ah, the whole Sex is naught; fal(e, and unki nd; 
Falſerthan flatt'ring Seas, or fleeting wind : 
With panting hopes and fears they rack our breſt, 
Snatch our (bft fleeps, and raviſh downy reſt : 

Oh, they areskill'd, practis'd in paintand art; 
Smile in our face, and ſtab us to the heart. 

Yet we ſee all, think nothing is unſpy'd 

While hey like Serpents, on thei belie glide, C 
And leave no Print behi 


de our ſearch to guide. 
E xt. 


Poppea, Piſo. 


Piſo. Waris my Miſtreſs ; here I am unfit : 
Love's chaplet misbecoms a Warrior's head ; 
I cannot cringe, my nerves too firm are knit ; 
Theſe limbs ne'r lay upon a ſilken bed. 
Can you, that are the World's w— Empreſs, take 
Delight in the embraces of a {lave? 
Pop. The $u-, for thy lov'd cheek, did Heaw's forſake ; 
Why ſhould not Ithe like advantage have ? 
From a bright Orb of Glory Ile deſcend, 
And in thy gloomy Cell make my abode : 
No more a ſlave ; henceforth thou art my friend : 
A Cottage has, ere now, receiv'd a GOD. 
Piſo. Who ever knew Night mingle with the Day ? 
Pop. Nothing agrees with Love ſo well as Night ; 
Huſh'd, and in darkneſs hid, the baſhful play, 
And, happy as the bold, raviſh delight : 
The moſt obdurate, are by kindneſs won. 
Your touches charm ; nay, why do you withdraw ? 
Grow thus, like a ſoft cloud upon the $xx: ; 
My pow rful flame thy Icy fears will thaw. 
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P;ſo. Your Grandeur aws me; yet, why ſhould I fear? 
| Somthing there is which my blood ſtrangely moves ; 
I am yourfſlave ; but are we private here? _ 
Pop. As Hermits in their Cells, or Gods in groves. 
Piſo. Why did you namethe Gods? that Sacred ſound 
The force of Thunder bears, and tumsmy blood ; 
= Spirits fly low, yet with your touch rebound, 
e wanton Swallows, when they kiſs the flood. 
Pop. Such _ unworthy are my blood or Throne 
Give me a Fancy fixt to its delight : 
Tremblings and ſtarts the fearful wellmay own ; 
The reliant (rl refuſe a diſtant tight. 


Enter Otho. 


Otho. Here's one that Fain ——_— iy your w—_— Art: 


What mean you? ere the Fi 
Pop. Nighs horror, death ! Ah, wW ithes th ſhall I fly 2? 
Otho. Can you be yaliant, and yet fear to dye? 

4.» Thus, at your feet, let me one moment grow: 

A little reſpite for, my Soul allow. 

Repentance ſcizeson cach vital part, 

And ſerions grief chngs about m 

Yet, ere Idye, let me my though 

O you are wr 5 Lord, you are: ; 
Yourbed's defif and Fam alt one fixin;- WOr hte; 
But yet my blood may waſhme white again 
By Killing me, you only cati forgive; 
I am ſo wicked, that I would not live. 
In pity ſay this of me, when" Imdead, 
She was ths ealily to ruin led; * 
'Twasnot a common Crown her virtue bought ; 
But mighty Glory with great Courtſhip wrought 
Then ſhe was young : 
This, $r, perhaps, may mitigate my fault, 


H 


heart ; 


declare, 
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0th. Her cunning tongu retany.1ts-Wonted charts... 
Peace, Syren, and hold off thy guilty arms. - 
feel a gentle load drop on: -my4eet. : F 
Look, Piſs, I fafpect, but; dare not fee't.;, - 11+ 
| P3ſo Oh, do not, Sr : my eyes, by caanee, did fray. 
And half my reſolution's ta'ne away. | * 
She weeps, {he weeps! Gods! who' would not admire : 
To ſee ſych floods rife froma Spring of fire ? 
Otha. Yes, I will ſee her: Q hoy Falls one, ſpeak; 
For thou ſhalt die, er pet? 
Though, will the Fatal takeowy own heart bneak. | 
Look up, ſeek not to hide thy known diſgrace ; 
But {hew thy fair, thy falſe, thy once lov'd face. 
Oh anſiver me,what have I ever, Yong 
—_ thou ſhould'ſt uſe me'thus? ceaſe thy vain. moan. 
nd ſpeak,or;/prattice 0re.thy,mqurntul, art,. 1 146 
And ſob ananfwer.. Oh my troubled heart! - © .. PET (| 
Pop. Yes, I will ſpeak, my Noble,Lord, I will 51. .. - 
'Tis but a ſhort requeſt, : be kind, and kill, 11) eMC 
Your wordghke, Daggers; thzough-my breſt make Way Y 


A thouſand deaths you give mg by, delay... ... . 1 14 
This one laſt look. -- Oh PALM Gu PAIPS. Goren ans 
[le ſpeak no mores ,;, ,!.;; 11; 3-0 morn ab 
Nor ſhall my eyes eer-lopk fi Kh aggin,. COME $46” 
Otho. A moxtal 2g08yinpdemybiged B* a+ 4) 
comthing now whitpers:496, ſhe, maybe goad } F. oh dra 
And ſhall we blaſt Pg Virmeawthe bud? 4.14... 
An Earth-quake's here, all cagfuſion Toſt, nor! ww 


in the diſorder too, Revengeiis Joſt; - - ; pe | 


Piſo. Here you ſhall find:it; lets; give, webig 76} voi qo! 
Othe.. Thou art fo hafty {t1ll. bel 61 03 vit}es 200 eave 967 


Pifo. And youtas Howe; | | | » ne "* F72 T ft 2t , 1 
0th. - She ne'r- offended thee I charge you hold,: 
Piſs. His old love burns again. SO: 


@th, Alas; I'mccold,, ;g FM $2,917 TOM TOM [Are 11 


wW - 


———- 


TheT raged) of Nero, 


Compaſhpn this:laſt ardency did moye ; 
| Twas the effec of pity, 1 not of, Love 


E ner Nero, 


Nero: The Empreſs dying: > hold thy bloody PE 
Piſo. If thou woulditfſave her lite, I charge thee ſtand 3 

The bound of thy Progreſiipn there ſhall be: 

When e're thou ſtirr it, l 

She takes a ſtep to immortality. | 
Nero. Shall I be brav'd by ablack Now. a Slave: er 

Hold, hold : my Pardon, on my knees humbly thus I crave. 

Stiff as an Elephant, I cannot bend ; 

My little fault, let this ſubmiſſion 1 mend. * 
Piſo. You ſtirr'd an inch; tis vainto weepor Pray. 
Nero. Thou Son of Night, pexniciqus creature, ſtay : 

I'th' name of all the Gods, Oh, lether livez 

Let me this bounty, onmy knees, recelve, 

And thou, in allmy Glories, ſhalt have ſhare 3 

Thy footy hand ſhall the World's Scepter bear, 

And Diamond wreaths ſhall round thy temples mourn, 

And Pearly threds thy Jetty neck adorn. 

Piſo. Juſt as you move, my Juſtice ſhall proceed. 

She ihall not dye this time, tough {he nult bleed. 


'$ Stabs Her 1 
the Arm. 


Nero. What haſt thou done ? 
P;ſo Not much : your poſture keep, 
And ſtir not, leſt I make a wound more deep. 
Nero. Behold I'm fix'd : thou art not humane ſi are, 
O, mighty Love ! 
Tis for thy fake, I this diſgrace endure : 
H 2 Had(t 
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Had'ſt thou a Generous'Soul, thou could'ſt not fee 
The Lord O'th' world thus long upon his knee.” 

Piſo. Like a Tall Tree, to dull Earth thou ſhalt grow ; 
You were a mighty God a while a. goe, c 
And 'tis my Pride to make your Godhead bow. 

Nero. I cannot ſuffer this. Awake, my Soul, 

Let haughty rageall thoughts of Love controul, 

| P3ſo. Nay, then 'tis time : Brother ſtrike home. 
_. Otho. I have. 1 

May all her faults be buriedin her grave. 

Nero. Hence, from my fight; the ves to torments bear; 
Mark me, let 'em be dying all the Year. | 
Fortures in this ſmall Book you may explore, 

The Rack, the Wheel, Phalarjs Bull; nay more; C 
With care, turn all the bloody pages o're - 

Onhiery brazen pavements let 'em run, 

Their eye-lids ſnatch, let them Face the Sur. 

. S death, dare you ſtay? begane, T wiltnot hear 

A word ; - what need I thus my Spirits tear ? ; 
My looks hereafter ſhall my mind declare. 

Where 1s the Empreſs? bring her tomy bed. 

Plax. The Empreſs, ſaid you;'Sir > Alas ſhe is dead. 

Nero. Villain, thou ly'ſt ;/go pull his tongue ont, haſte ;, 
Tle ſee the roots on't ; fly, h* has ſpoke hislaſt, 

Who anſwers now? Statues, By Heavz! All dull ? 
Mir. If ſhe were dead | 
Nero. What then, Sententious fool ? 
If ſhe were dead, I would reſtore her breath, 
And (he ſhould live, 
Spight of her ſelf, ſ(pight of the Gods, and Death. 
My Pow'r's unlimited, as 1stheir own: 
My ſmile brings Life, and death attends my frown. - 
My Empires bounds Nature alone does make; 
Fhe Sun his lodging in my Sea does take, 
The grateful God too owns the mighty debt, 
- Thaws medown clouds, and payes me gen'rous heat. 


It 


The Tragedy of Neto. P 
If ſhe were dead ? 


Curſe o' your crimingand baſe flattery ; 
Ye are lyars all : hence, from my preſence fly. 


Enter Meſienger. 


Druſ. Loſt, and undone: fly Sacred $7r, you'r loſt: 
Galba 1s juſt arriv'd upon our Coaft ; | 
With four ſcore thouſand ſtrong he beats the way, 
The treacherous Senate too their truſt betray ; 
Throu gh all the Streets Proclaim him Emperour ; 
But cat! you Tyrant, curſe your'Name and Pow'r. 
Exit. 
Air. Fhie, flie, dread Sir; flie from this fatal ground ;, 
The baſe Plebeians have beſet you round : 
Petronins, Who a while ſuſtaind their heat, 
I ſaw, all bleedy, from the walls retreat 
Otho, and Piſo, from your Guards: are freed 
All ROME applauds them for this laſt great Deed. 
Exit. 
Enter Petronizs \taggering. 
Nero. Speak, my true friend ; Te be advisd by you ; 
What more remains, ir theſe extreams, to do? 
Petr. With faithful truth, Sir, I have ſerv'd you long ©: 
Yours wasthe right, I did my ſelf the wrong; - 
But now 1tmatters not, 'twas Loyalty, 
And, asT liv'd, I in your ſervice dye. 
My counſel is, you by your own hand bleed; 
The Serate has ſome baſe poor death decreed. 
Death's but a name; by my example fall: 
I fear no lakes, nor {7g:az Frogs; that'sall - 
Dzes. | 
Nero. O Gods ! but wherefore name I theſe feign'd oC 
The Elements, the Seaſons, Days,. and hours, 
Were alwayes as they are, and will be ſo, 
And Nature her eternal round will go. 
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The Gods when we're awake their Demons keep 
At home, and only fright us when we lleep. 

I would the.utmolt know of Deſtiny, 
And therefore, dying, do their pow'rs defie 

If they have any Thunderylet it come; 
T'le ſtand the heavy ſhock, and brave my doom. 
Down all at once--Ha / whence praceeds this noiſe ?CThnn- 
If there be Gods, ſure this muſt be their voice. der. ) 
Speak on, talk lowder yet. What ſhapes are theſe 2? 
O dismal Scene of death! my Arteries. 
Tremble, and nature {inks beneath her weight. 
I know you all: ſmile on, [Thou art my Fate. 
What God was't hung thee there? He 1s my friend: 
By thee, he points me out a noble end. 

[_ Dies. ) 


Otbo, Piſo, Attendants. 


Otho. "Tis he, and as it ſeems, by himſelf ſlain. 
ROME's Sacred Genizs, now look forth again ; 
Come from thy ſhroud, ſhow thy-Majeſtick head ; 
Direct our Joyes, the dreadful Tyrant's dead. 

Piſa. Let's to the FORUM haſte, and there proclaim 
A mighty donatrve m Galba's name. | 
With all, the Pomp 'Oth* Court his Camp wee'll meet, 
And his approach with Joyful ſhoutings greet : 
Proclaim him Emperour with Trumpets Souud 

While he, now made a God, ſhall ſcorn the ground, & 

And, on our ſhoulders ride, with Lawrels Crown'd- 


FINIS. 


SCITHTICHOLOSSHIOCACHS 


The Epilogue ſpoken by Mr, Harris. 


H OW dull, bow grave, and how preciſe ye ſit, 

As if ye had aFed Love, not taſted wit. b 
When the Tricks done, like Wine unſtop'd yee pall 

After enjoyment, thus it's with yee all, 

Tour modiſh Playes like jaunty Miſſes ſhewd, 

Be bravely dreff, high flown, more fine than good 

For Cloaths attrad# yee more than fleſh and blood, 

Like cover'd viands Beauties hid from ſight, 

Raiſe drooping fancy up-to new delight. 

For you Gallants, ye gay brisk, witty Mem, | 

He knows your killing trade, your damning jus 

Ye can as well Wenches and drink reſtrain”. 

Tet faith for my ſweet ſake be kind to night, 

Or may this heavy curſe upon ye light ; " 
May each Gallant that has an aſſignation, 

Be jilted after four hours expeFation; 

Or if the masked Gentlewoman come 

Spight of long Scarff, may ſhe be. dogg d from home: 

May ye 
In height of Titilation hear a rapping; 
And then the jealous Cuckold take ye nappine: 
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OR THE 


Court of Auguſtus Czſar. 
Acted at the 


Theatre-Royal, 


By Their | 
MAJESTIES SERVANTS. 
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wn n— Onibus hec,' ſnt qualiacunque 
Arridere velim, doliturus ſi placeant ſpe 
Deterizs noſtra. 

Hor. Sat. 10. 
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DUTCHESS 


2ORTSMOUTH, 


Here 4} nothing more difficult, 
Is even to the Valiant or the 


to the "I of an enra? d aa. 
than make biy Addreſs to a Beanty ſo po- 
Werfrully arm'd as Tour Grace. The moſt 
lofty Wit that ever conſtant ſucceſs and po- 
pular applanſe made confident, would trem- 
ble to ſpeak before Yon: Fudge then how 


unit 


The Fpiſtle Dedicatory. ; 
anfit I am, blaſied.un my hopes, and preſs d 
- inmy growth by a moſt ſevere if not unjuſt 
fortune. T1 greatly done to raiſe the de- 
preſs d, which makes me apply my ſelf to 
Your Grace, Who as T on are the Brighteſt, 
are likewiſe the Nobleſt Objdlt fn the 
World ; Ton enliven, tike the Sr, With 
Lnmverſal Influence, Which induces me to 
hope that a Beam from Your Grace may 
zeach, = 2Þ xs 
'Fhe Humbleſt of 


Your Servants, 


p Nat. Lee. 


TO THE 


PRO LOGUE 


Court of Auguſtus Ceſar. 


Spoken by Mrs. Roch. 


E whoſe : attempt is ſhewn this Night to pleaſe, 
Beheld me entring and my arm did ſeize, 
Cry'd, Madam, ſtay, [4 but one minute more 3 
Bu] your Servant left him'at the door. © © 
Fow dear, and yet Fr dreadful is the Niebs, 
That makes a T oet, or undoes him quite? + 
Such is the Night when « kind. hearted Maid 
Becomes a Sacrifice to Bridal-bed : 
She fears to give what yet ſhe wiſhes pat, 
Cries Gy no, and drives it to the lat. 
If to ht oth Stage ſo much can fright, 
j hat Du makes you all ſo mad to write ? 
But hold, let me conſider, 
Wit which was formerly but Recreation, 
Is now become the Buſineſs of the Nation ; 
Prentices write L ampoons, your Tuſtices } 


Have quirks for Conrtiers late debaucheries, 
And. onſtables with quibbles break the peace. 
Jonr formal Citizen tures man of ſenſe, 

And has to Ingenuity pretence : 

| Treats Miſs in Box, which was but Punk with you, 
Gripes her craz'd knee, and treads upon her toe, 
And cries, I fack my dear this Flay will do. 
With Beard preciſe his Verdif dares ils 
Who by predeſtingtion is a Duncee + 5 
Al] will be cenſfutirig's a that writes, - 
And praiſe or damn him like a man that fights. 


IWith 


With boldneſs therefor both ſhould be 31 "_n d, 


prion be 
EE EIESS 
Sh it 


Till certain of Oe texſ they write witheaſe, 
And with juſt forces are reſolo'd to pleaſe : 
The little Wits of courſe will then obey, 

And britly ſmear the faſhioriable way, 

To all that thoſe infipidly can ſay : 

So a young ſharp-jet Bully —— | 
With famine pinch'd, and. much much-given ” think, 
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REECE. 
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IW ho thirits for fame, but thirits much more ſor drimks. 


Reſolves to periſh or inhance his Name,,. 


And gives not ore till he proves Cock oth "3g os 


Then he who lately ſeem d like Winter bare, . 
Comes forth like Summer loaſely.clad and.clear; 

He drives the Squires with breath 40 
And the leaſt word he Peake; Pa Bloxd _- wawnds. 


@m—_ 


rx, >< 
v pe; that be in, {* Ct F <j 
by when theyre.enter Sn,” £ 


Re 


The Names of. the Peridns. rhe 6, n 


Auguſtus Cxfar.. .. .. - Mr, Mobs | 
Cxſario. | Mr. Hays. 
Marcellus. WT Mr. Kenefton: WA 
Tiberius. Mr. Lydeall,-- Ly. 
Agrippa: »,* Mr..Cartwrites 
Mecznas. | " Mr. Grifforx. = 
Ovid. ; © + Mr. Clarke: 
Leander, Mr. Powell... -. 
Araſpes. Mr. Harres, n NE 

Glorian . . * * Mrs Marſhall. . 

Jul. Nr 2 Mrs; Tames. £2: x0 

Narculia. dg Mrs, Corbet.. on 

The S$:GE N B, 


The Palace of of e Arguſtw "Ea 


_ 


GLORIANA: 


The Court of Auguſtus Ceſar. 


AC F., $3. Sex; 1. 


A Banquet. Fnter Auguſtus, Agrippa, Mecanas, Ovid following 
with Mufick,, and fings while the Emperonr ſits melancholy. 


Song. 


Ft Buſineſs no longer uſurp your Figh mind, 
| Put to Dalliance give way, and to Pleaſure be kind; 
Let Pulineſs to morrow, to morrow imploy, 
Put to day the ſhort Pleſſing let's cloſely enjoy : 
[ et's frolick below, till they hear us above; 
To Czlar we'l ſing, to Cxlar and Jove. 


2 


I rom Buſineſs we'l ramble, like Bridegrooms unbrac'd, 
And lurfeit on Fleaſure, which others but taſt : 

Wl el laugh till we weep on the breats of the Fair, 

And the Tears that we ſhed, ſhall the Treſpaſs repair. 

WW e'l vow that below we but 4 thoſe above, 

Ii ho never repent, yet are always in Love. 


Ov. Valt are the Glories, Ceſar, thou haſt won, 
To make whoſe Triumphs up, the World's undone: 
The Jndians from the Eaſtern parts remote, 

To thee the Treafure of their Shrines devote : 


B - -  *  Whoke 


2 GLORIAN A, or 
Whole Treesof Coral, which they div'd for-low, 
That in the walks of Neptune's Palace grow, 

With Tritons trunipeting on ev'ry bough 

Pearls which the mourning eyes of T hetis pay, 
When her cool'd Lover bolts through waves away 3 
And Diamonds that the Sun each eping ſheds, 
Driyitig his Chariot o're their ſooty heads. | 

Me. The Scythians from their Northern Climate come, 
And in their Waggon-houſles penſive roame 3 
For thee they ſeek : *'Tis at thy Name they ſhake, 

And far off proſtrate Adorations make. 
They who the great Pel/zan Victor's Arms 
Repell'd, ſeem Thunder-ſtrook at thy alarms. 

Agr. The Parthians dreading Ceſar, Peace proclaim, 
Whole haughty minds no Force could ever tame, C 
Who the renown'd Mark, Anthony o'recame. ; 
And Craſſzs, who like ſome large Oak had ſtood 
The bruſh of warring winds, and ſhowrs of blood 
His Army round him hke an under-wood ; 

Theſe Martial Rangers root and branches tore, 
And on their Creſts his trickling heart-ſtrings wore. 

Ov. The World (hou'd ſtretch to hold an.Emperour 

SO tall in Vertue, and ſo wide in Pow. 

Where e're onNature's peaceful face he treads, -. 
Her foremoſt rank of Sons ſubmit their heads ; 
With ſmiles they all his God-like walkings greet, 
While Crowns and Scepters play abont his feet. 

Aung. Ceaſe this unwelcome noiſe; 1 ſay, give ore, 

Ye mult not ſpeak ſince I can hear no more : 

Take wing like Angels, fly to Heav'ns abodes, 

Though ye have tongues might charm the cars of Gods : 
They pleaſe not me, for I am. diſcord all, 

Broke by my own that triumph in my fall. 

Barns and Out-honſes, or ſome rotten Hold, 

Pleaſe the dark Birds better than rooms of Gold. 

Why tell ye me of circumvefted pride, 

Of Purpl'd Fame, and thouſand cares beſide ? 


The Conrt of Auguſtus Cxfar) 3 
Give me but one or two ſoft happy hours, V7 mx 
And all the greatneſles of State be yours, 

Mec. What lifted troubles your high thoughts moleſt, 
And (hake the frame of your Majeſtick breaſt? 

Cv. If ſome portenrous darkneſs at Noon-day, 
Should o're the Heav'n deep dreadfull blacks diſplay, 
Without offence to Altars we might come, | 
To know the cauſe of ſuch a horrid gloom. 

'Tis Loyal kindnels urges our defire ; 
Speak, Czſar, leſt we ſin while we enquire. 

Mec. So huge and dark your Sorrow's Chaos grows, 
No glimm'ring ſtreak of Joy can. interpole. 

Ov. Your mighty care no interval allows, 

All muſings, ſtarts, and ſad contracted brows ; 
Your Spirit like old Night, e're Day was made, 
Is one ſubſtantial darkneſs, ſolid ſhade. 

Agr. Laſt night as at your feet I waking lay, 
Viewing the Golden Taper's watchfull Ray, 

I heard you deeds with horrour wrap'd-unfold, 
Sad Sacred things, and never to be told. 

I (aw you arm'd from your tols'd Bed ariſe, p/ 
Awefull as 7ove, call'd by a Virgins cries, c 
Starts with his Thunder to the.curtain'd Skies: 
Honour you cry'd, then ſtalk'd about the Room, 
Thrice call'd, $criboxia curſe upon thy womb 3 
Cutting the Air you made three empty blows, 
And then lay down ſeeking with groans repoſe. 

Mec. Ev'n now ſtrong lighs your Royal fabrick tear, - 
And with their violent courſe torment the Air: 

Slow from your eyes conflicting forrows pals, 
And you 1n vain the ftruggling tears fuppreſs, bz 

Aug. O my lov'dFriends, 'tis a harſh-truth ;- but ſtay, 
It will not out till Tears/have ſmooth'd.its way ; 

Take itin one worſt word,my ations ſtain, 

The Canker of my Laurels Valour's bane 

Of all great evil 7#1;4 be the name, 

Who from the womb of curlt Scribonie came; | 
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4 . GLORIAN A, or 
Bluſhing in War I got. the wanton. brood, _ 
The ſcum of boiling Youth, froth of my blood ! 

er. Some bulie perſon with ofticious tongue, _ [ Ovid goes 
Has oficr'd to th* Imperial Princeſs wrong. out. 
Your choice Marcel/xs dearly the approves, 
And whom you have adopted, highly loves: 
But being boundleſs born, and mark'd for (way, 
Cannot by paſſion check'd nice rules obey. 

/ec. Vainly her thoughts they gueſs by out ward form 

She may be Calm within, without a Storm : 
Her heazt from common view remov'd lies deep, 
As Mines of Gold in Nature's boſom \leep. 

Zug. Rightly her vertue by a Mine you lay, 
Where cv'ry luſty Slave may hew his way. 
I know from thoſe that wou'd not forge, ſhe is 
Looſe, vain, a mocker of our Deines:. 
Now by yon' Heavn ſhe has my fury rais'd, 
And he's my Foe by whom ſhe dares be prais'd. 
A Mine ! of what? ſhe is all counterfeit, 
I've weigh'd her jn the ballance, found her light . 
But from my heart the glitt'ring droſs Ile tear, ; 


Like gla(s to duſt Ile pound the brittle fair, 
Then blow her to her-Element the Air. 


Fater Julia attended, 


7al. That Roof 's too low, and all the Figures old, 
le haye it new wrought up in fretted Gold 
Nor ſhall thoſe Dorick Pillars long remain, 
Put the vaſt Cieling ſhall it (elf ſuſtain, | 
Aug, Not Venps1n the proudeſt Robes ſhe wears, 
With thouſand Crowns and Trains of dragging Stars, 
Thoughts {o high flown, e're knew, nor e're cou'd ſtretch 
Expanded pride like this ambitious wretch, 
Jul. Ceſar to Jove. may claim the ſecond place, 
But I with Jo will have equal grace, : 
And when ſhe dares match for tht: better face. 


Hence=- 


_—— 


T he Court of 'Auguſtus'Cxſfar, ;»5 
Henceforth I'ke have all firſt unnuxt, entire, ..._ _. _ » 
My. Meats prepar'd with Elemental fire; be 
The Palace walks with common feet are worn; 

Raiſe flying Gardens on valt Columns born, 

So near to Heav'n, that ſcorning Tiber's wave, 

In Chryſtal Buckets we the Clouds may lave, 

To walh the pendant Soil; fo ſtfange to view, 

It ſhall Semmirams fam'd Groves outdoe. 

Ang. Be Judges both, and then my wrath forgive, 

Juſt 7 7via / But 'tis paſt, ſhe ſhallnat live. 

 7ul, Methinks already 1am walking there, . 

Tread the fring'd Banks, and breath. the Vernal air, 
And Purple cluſters round my Temples ſhine, 

And flowrie mantling Amarant divine, 

And Senſe grows wanton as the luſty Vine... 

Now cloy'd methinks with the mellifluous Grove, J. 
From Sunny Meads, to cool receſs F move, | 
With tall young men that make immortal love. 

Aug. Since 'tis well known how kind you are toSen(e, 
Why ſhould jou talk of a removal hence? 
Heav'ns fealts too: thin for your quaint Palate are, _ 

. Wetalk of Nectar, but how comes it there?  , [ ſeornfully. 
Provoking Panquets, rich Ambroſial Meat, 
When Clouds they drink indeed, and Air they eat? 
Let not your fancy.from its Sphere be driv'n, 
You'le never hike the {lender fare, of Heavn, 

xl. Miſtake me not, 'tis. for varietie  . 
That I Elyfium's Argent Fields would ſee : 
Think you that from-your Throne I wou'd remove; .. 
To be the gaudieſt Starry, Queen above ? 
'F'was not my.purpoſe, Sir, to tarry there, 1... on 
I'd onlv go to Heavy mwto: take the air, | | hens ECT, 

Aug. Come thourt not fit toltve. 222” ogg 

ul . Dread Father, why 0 

Aus. hon art all 1. 

ul. Thcn I'm-not fit to dyez = ET WS © 
Dcath will the hopes of Vertue's growth prevent...” 
But if 30u giant me life, F may repent. Ro 


Hae. 


5 - GLORIANA, or 
Aug. There pronounce her Stranger to my blaods 
Stay not revenge that muſt not be withſtood. 
#5 [ Agrippa and Meczxnas hold hine. 
Did not Virginizs his Daughter call 
To death, and did ſhe not the voice extoll > { 
She kiſs'd his feet, 'and bleſt him in her fall. 
Brutus his Sons gave up to angry power, 
And with ſtem viſage faid, They are ns more. 
Theſe were juſt Victims to the ſhrines of Fame, 
And got their Authors an Eternal name. 
Agr, Great Princeſs kneel, and his ſwoln rage attone. 
7al. To ask him pardon, were a crime to own. 
Ang. No, in her obſtinacy let her ſink, 
'My curſe purſue thee to th' Infernal brink ; 
To Hell, to Hell Ile drive thy ſpotted ſoul, 
:\Where in Eternal tortures ſhe ſhall ronl, 
Turn round, and ſhreek with pain in livid fires; 
And when for eaſe the weary wretch aſpires 
To thoſe bright Thrones which ſhe did once blaſpheme, 
To a new Hell Heav'n ſhall the Fiend condemn. 
From beds of Flames where thou did(t lye and roar, - 
'Whirfwinds ſhall bear thee. hot all reeking o're, 
And ſweating drops of blood, and round thee blow, 
Then plunge thee in 'th' Abyſs of Ice and Snow. 
. Zul. All that isEarth of me is in your hand, 
'But, Sir, my Spirit's not at your command. 
'T have a Soul that when my body dies, 
Shall mix with the 1nmmortal Deities: 
Nor can the 'awfull puff of Ce2ſar's namie, 
:Blow out this ſpark of the ztherial flame : 
'Spight of the clouds your fury's Tempelt wears, 
'Tle up and ſcorn your anger from the Stars. - 
Ang. She's all o're woman =— Abſtratt of her kind, 
And al the Sex is crouded in one mind: 
:Her very Thoughts -— 
Are woman 1n the bud, though yet unblown, 
But all her wotdsare pregnant woman grown. 


The Conrt of Auguſtus Cafar, 
Jl. Why was [ deſtin'd to be born aboye, 
By Midwife Honour to the light convey'd, _ 
Fame's Darling, the bright Infant of high love, 
Crown'd and in-Empire's golden Cradle laid > 
Rock'd by the hands of Empreſles, that yield 
Their Scepters form'd to Rattles for my hand, 
Born to the wealth of the green|floating Field, 
And the rich duſt of all the yellow Land. 
And why did Fate fo vaſt a Dowry give, 
As renders me a Conſort fit for Jove, 
Unleſs ſhe meant that I ſhould looſly live, 


And free from cares below, as Gods above ? C jarrs, 
Aug. Quench, quench, y' immortal powers! theſe homebred 

Though all the Earth revolt, and wage freſh Warrs : 

Raiſe from the dead Mark: Anthony again , 

' Once morelet's try our fortunes on the Main, 

To #g ypt back let all her Spyils be- brought, 


And — em with freſh blood, more wounds be bought : 
Lean Caſſzzs, God-like Prutes, riſe, combine, 
Nay with the 1Memphian black Armado j joyn | 
Dip (ev'n your heels) all o're in Stygian Lakes 
And more than Achilear hardneſs:take ; 
Hire all the winds, immortal as ye are, 
Again to AGium 1 your Ghoſts will dare, | 
And into Atomes drive the gather'd Air. 
Agr. Stop not the Torrent of his rifing rage, 
Give it full courſe and 1t-will ſoon aſlwage, 
Ang. Thus Tyrrhzs whom no manly foree could quell, 
At laſt inglorions, by a woman tell; 11731 
O 7upiter | dread King of Heav'n and Rome, {| Ineels. 
Let death, but not diſhonour, be my doom 5; | 
That Julid 5 narge no more may; cleave: my-head;- | | 
Strike me for ever deaf, debf as the dead-;. +..." fil 
O 714! but for thee'my fame had' palt, , 7.1164 3601 
Shew'd like a Chryſtal Rock''to' Ages hall 17 ods ion 1 
Each luſt of thine-like an envenom'd dart, - 1 
Has drunk the life-blood of thy Father's heart. | . 
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Jul. That o 4M rIOCeNt = CE 
Ave. 1 know thou: art 57 "i 
But make no words'on't:: bo; Ck life depart. 
Agr. Your Wars in Spain a glorious period have 
And all applaud Marce//xs as molt brave, 
Who in his firſt «ſlay your Foes © rethrew, 
And cou'd ſuch wonders in his /Non-age doe. 
Mec. Equal to him the'valiant brave unknown 
PFlanens (o fam'd ruſh'd through all hazards on ; 
Of birth unknown, but of high blood in War,” 
Who with Marcellus did the Triumph ſhare : 
Mercellus who adopted Ceſar ſtands, | 
And'ufider you the embed Earth commands, 
Aer. Fame loudly ſpeaks the deeds which he has done, 
Firſt ; by the Father: and then draws the Son. 
Zug. Ev'n he has guilty been, and as 'tis ſaid, 
Ceſario whom we thought 1 FY ppt dead, 
This brave Marcel/us barbour'd in his Tet s 
Such news was to my Empreſs / v4 ſent. 
But once more by my Father's ſoul I ſwear, 
If that young King of Kings in Rome appear, 
The Parthian Empire ſhall not ſave his head; - 
T'le give ten thouſand Talents for him dead- 
Mec. Diſpell thoſe. clouds that thicken on your brow, 
And I will ſpeak. 
Ang. Full fromkan we allow. 
Moe. Againſt C2ſario be not thus ſevere, 
At leaſt not openly your wrath declare : 
By private Inſtruments his hopes abate, . 
Which-more agrees with your own rules of State. 
Agr. 'Tis nois'd ( for ſure ſuch ſecrets cannotſleep ) 
That you 1n pfivate: Glorianakeep, | 
Th Illuſtrious'Pompey:s Daughter ; 1 adviſe, 


8 


That your,white Age woud'Beauty's glo(s deſpiſe. 
[Let not the Nations blame: you being old, 
Nor think of loving now your blood: 1s each]. 

Aug. Furies ! and Hell +I am become their ſport : 
They fout me — How! yeelder flaves oth* Court, 


Ex. 7ul. 


Come 


Ye Apes of fame, ye Sparks to my fi 
Ye Gnats that in my Ev'ning glory pla 


Aug. No, ye regard me not, nor love, nor fear 5 
I know your hearts; —— you wiſh-C2/ario.here, | - 
Here, --- in my. Throne, ungratefull-as ye are, .. : 
' By me preferr'd in Peace, adyanc'd in. War. - 
Agr. You are the beſt of Kings. 
Aug. No, I'm the worſt, 
| Stupid, moroſe, tyrannical, accurſt.,. , 
I, like old Saturn, muſt forgo my Sphere, dM 
You're for a mad young: fiery Jupiter. | ' (1 2 ro 
Yet this remember in your Thund rers reign, -. - - ,. - 
The Golden days will never come again.  Exepnt. . 
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AC T: 1.” ral poke an 
SCENE, Palace Hall.gcnl) 
Cxſario, Araſpes, Leander,” _ _ # 
Ceſ. PRoernxs, eG ries. of 


Araſ. Sorumour ſpreads it. .., ..,..._ ..;, 1 
Araſ. *T1s true 3 ery 409 908 a 
His fears the oN Proſcription now. renew. <A 
Great is the man, he ſaid, that brings him dead,, ;. - 
Tle give ten thouſand Talents for his head. .; .:1... 1... 1 
Such dreadful noiſe from Cefar's.tury broke,,; ;,.._ , .; +. 
And guilt like Wild-frre Ng wa as he ſpokes ,: _. - F 
£64, 
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Yo GLORIUIA, © bee.” 


T ea. He thoupht you lotig/agoin EZ2pt ſlain, 
But with late tremblings heard you liv'd again : 


Then tore his hair, aft 'mad with choler, ſaid, 


Ar # lives not "till Ceſario's dead. 
P-"The Then Ceſar þ folt;*and ſhall 'in Chaos 1 ye, 
Lids thy not.to lit that 1 ſhould dye, 


Immediate'ff6m*he lottis'of Faliys (prung, : 


Like Perculct from Fore, for ever young, 
In battles big'as Mars, and full as ſrrong, 
Araſ. Yet yore + man. _ ' '/-/ 
Ceſ. Said you iP Re Þ3 NEALE: wut 
A man! Hrefpes, I was always trite. Ct 
When me in Swadling-bands the- Nurſes rock'd;; 
My ſoul was full with God-like courage- ſtock'd 3 3. 
The ſounds which firſt my wondrous voice did Gove, 
Were Father Jl;us, and Grandfire: Joe 8/7 1) | 
Ev'nin my Childhood T wagthore than/man; 
Bears in my Non-age-flew, arid Stags ontran. 
T eander, thon remembidy' who'areold, '. .. 
When. yet nine Winters I had ſcarcely told, 
*XA taifftaryd {tom mourchaſe] brav'd,-- 
And from his jaws my. panting Mother av'd:. 
Z ea. 1 ſaw him by your eafly valour fall. 
Ceſ. Fall! --- by my valour!--- ſaw him! is that all? 
Thou ſpeakit, Zeawder, as thou didit repine ; 
Thou ſhould'ſt have-faid,'it was arr a& Divine, 
A God-like act, to-fee a ryddy. Boy . 
Wieh milk on's Tips the Royal beaſt deſtroy: 
With my gay. Sword, brandiſh'd above my Creſt, 
O'reſpread' with Plumes, and with Queens favoursdreſs, 
I croſs'd the Savage, cager for his prey, -- © +) 
Who daunted with my afpe& ſhun'd the "i + 
But I out-run him, though he got the ſtart, * 
And fleſh'd my little'Raprer m his heart: i 
By the dread Thimderer, frown whom-1 came, 
Whoſe hand caſts forked boſs, and leaping flame; 
Ile tumble head-Jongthis'Uſurper down, i" 
And fromhis head xcar the Iinperial: Crows." 


T he Conrt of AngaſtisCehe. 
Araſ. . Stay, Son of Caeſar; whither you'd you run? rot 
Sorry ſhall Cod what -_ blind wrath: begun. 
Forgive me if your death I dare prevent, 
And force your courage take another bent. 
Lea. Both you ſhall ſend to everlaſting reſt, 
And ride to-ruine o're this Loyal breaſt; 
For think not we can ſtay to ſee you dyes. 
We' uſher yqu to immortality. ' 
Let wit contrive, and leifure give to Time, | 
While we inſtruct you this ſteep Throne to climb. 
Cef. Plots are the dark;and back. way. to a Throne 
Miſs but one ſtep, we:roul-with mp > 
Then let's away' to. quell' with open ſtrife 
This baſe Uſurper that proſcribes my. life. 
Lea. Perhaps the rumour's falſe, your rage fubdue, 
Or reek it here on: us, for being true. -- | 
Ceſ. Was I for this in Alexandria, fam'd 
The King of Kings, and; Heir oth'.World proclaim'd ; 
While Vaſſal Pride did about' me croud, 
And Aſia's Chiefs of my commands grew proud 
Did not our Mother periſh by his Arms, 
That ſource of Love andever-flewing charms, 
Great Cleopatre, whonow: drowns: the _ 
And ſhews to Goddelles her glorious Scars! , _. | 
Yet have I queſtion'd him for what was done? F 


Tea. We know you ne're moleſted what he won, 

Ceſ. Nay have Lnot of late his-Foes o'rethrown ; 
His Standards:fix'd ith" heart of frubborn Spain, .. 
And bow'd her neck to the old; yoke again! 


1) 531 If 


And dares he thus my ſervices reward ! [draws. 


Stand back, T'te kill him midſtof all his Guard: 
Though at the Altar in the. Capitol, 
The purple Brute a Sacrifice that fall 


Marcellus meets th”, 


Mar. What prodigal of life your: wrath has, rais'd, 
And fann'd the flame with which your cheeks.are blaz'd? 


C 2 Ne're 


Nee did I f&'that $&bbirdempry-made, > 
But drunken Slavghter Hithg' upon'the Blade: nitro! 
Ceſ. Bloua! my MartFns, bloud!' the great:thuſt dye ? 
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Yet Eagle-like tle. (trike& my Quarry high, 
And from the earth-rebound him to the skie,. 
*Mar. Name me the min'itoo laviſh of histongue;, 
For blows. could ne'rethe brave Czſario wrong 2 
Name him aloud, but name me one that's Great: 
Back'd with ſuch Troops asnever knew defeat } 
And if he '(cape; Jet me no more'be thought ---- [ draws- 
Cef: Hold"*HOW MiridIhis + Heav'n! Thad forgot 
That my great Foe father to my/Friend 5. - .. | 
Down, my Revenge : This all my ſivellings end. -. | ſheaths his 
Mar. What means this cliange ?-. Sword. 
Ce Nothmg, Mayecellis, now. - 
Large are the ſums TI to your friendſhipowe *-: » - - 
My thoughts, no more about Revenge debate, . '' 
Though ſlaves: Anenſtns hires to' work 'myſfate 5- | 
Takes all my Titles, Scepters, fills my Thrones, 
And plunders meof all my Father's Crowns: 
Yet being kind to you,:long may he live, | 
While I learn patience, and my wrongs forgive. 
Mar. How ! my united powers of Rage disband;;. 
My Sword at C2ſar's name falls from my hand. 
O my Czſario, can you for my ſake - 
Forget the ſweets of juſt Revengeto take ? 
Can you for mecall back: your fallying ſoul, _ - 
Whoſe wrath not C2/zrs Guards cou'd elſe controul? 
This is a point too ſubtle for mankind, © '  - 
And' which no future vertue e're ſhall find.: 
Ceſc. Believe me, Friend, believe me,-for I ſwear 
By my high Father's ſoul, 'twere eaſier far 
Back the revolted Univer(e ito win; -/. - -: - 
Than but our paſſions conqueſt to begin: 
Revenge and Friendſhip\n- my boſom claſh'd,, 
Like Moyntain billows, each the other daſh'd ; 
Still my uncertain (Gul each Tempeft blinds, 
Like a datk Veſlet drivin by Pelar. winds: ©: 
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The Conrt of Auguftus Chr, 13 
But you like a propitiousGod-ariſe, 
On the blue Ocean ſhine the Azure Skies, 
And now the beaten mind at Anchor lies; 

Mar. Methinks I wiſh that I had never knowr- 
Vertue like yours; ſo high, that mine is none : 
You as ſome vaſt Hill touching -Heav'n appear 3 
I at your feet like a poor Valley near : 

Down from your Cloudy top refreſhings flow, 
Faſt bounteous rills that water me below : 
Valleys; but Vapours can to Heavn return, 
And I with ſighs your falling favours mourn. - 

Ceſ. Darling of Romans, Vertue's faireſt Child, 
At whoſe bleſt Birth: the kinder Planets ſmil'd,. 
Truſt me thy Mother, when with Infant charms 
The Matrons gave thee crying to: her arms, 

Not lov'd thee more 3 ny ſoul thou haft fabdu'd, 
And damm'd the torrent of my riſing bloud. 

1ar. Bow, ye bright dwellers, .bow all your Heav'ns Jown,. 
Impale his brows with an Immortal Crown 
Thou 7#liu5 whoſe high name in living Gold- i | 


Is in Fate's:Book above the Sun's enrol'd, 

With Starry Robes the Worlds great Heir enfold: 9. 
For all- Earths Glories he tranſcends. as far,. 

As Gods above their humbleſt Victims are., 

Cef. Ev'n while thou flatter'ſt me, thou lovely art; 
By Heay'n young man thou-haſt-thy Souldier's heart : ; 
And while I hold thee to my faithful breaſt, . 
Ceſar with Empire is not half ſo bleſt,. 
On thy hearts throbs ſo I triumphant ride, 
Farewell Ovations-and the Vittors pride; 
No more ſhall big Ambition bend my brow, 
E.ove me but ever as thou lovit me now.: 


Enter Narciſla: 


Nar. Swift aschac'd Harts before the Hunters fly,.. 
Swift as their panting wearineſs they throw 
Into ſome ſtream, my deareſt Brother, T . 
' Run tothy breaſt, and melt'in tears that flows. 


Dok. 


1  GLORIANA, or 
-Doſt thou not-view joys peeping-from my eyes? 
The Caſement's open'd wide to gaze om thee; 
As Rome's glad Citizens to windows rite, 
When they (ome young Triumpher fam would ſee. 
Mar. Deareſt Narciffa, ſofteſt of thy kind, 
A thouſand thouſand wekomes:; but alas, 
In dang'rous Courts I much lament to find 
Thy Innocence which cannot ſafely paſs. 
Ceſ. She is the brighteſt that my eyes e're ſaw, 
And if {oft- paſſion cou'd my fiercene(s move, 
That Spring-complexion wou'd my wonder draw, 
Such unmixt ſweets-of Nature I ſhould love. WEE 
Mar. With looks untaught thou wilt too rude appear, - 
'Exposd to ev'ry haughty Princeſs ſcorn ; | 
'Back to thy Country Palaces repair, 
Andtempt not Courts for which thou wert not born. 
The Great ones here will quickly make thee fine, 
And'to' thy Vertue for refrefhings runs . 
Like Summer days too hot our Beauties ſhine, 
:But thee they'l follow like a Winter Sun. 
Ceſ. Why, beauteous Virgin, doſft thou plant thy eyes 
As thou wouldft drive me hence who ne're cou'd run? 
1 am not usd to Beautie's batteries, 
Yet rather than offend Twill be gone. 
Mar. No longer in my arms, lov'd Siſter, ſtay, 
Your kindeft thanks to my preſerver pay 
A thouſand deaths he in my cauſe has brav'd, 
And twice my life in our laſt battle fav'd. 


Enter Tiberius to Marcellus, they embrace. 


Mer. Welcome, my gallant Friend; — Thy looks are ſad: 
If there be ought wherewith thou art diſmay'd, 
Speak it, thoygh at the News both ſhou'd-expire 3 
Is Fulia — I 
 Tib. 'Twere convenient you'd retire; 
Tle tell you, dear Marce/xs, as we go, 
Such. ſecrets as no heart but yoursſhou'd know, 


£ xennt. 


T he.Court of Autguſtys \Grfar) ty 
 Nar. My Brother charg'd me; but what can I fay, 
When you all pow'r of ſpeech have ta'ne away > 
My heart beat thus, juſt thns againſt my ſide, 
That cruel day when my lov'd Turtle dyd. 
Ceſ. A heart like mine Love in his walk ne're found, 
Nor Prettineſs, nor Majelty can wonnds 
'Tis ſure the coldeſt Beauty ever felt, . 
Not Ice, but Chryſtal, which no-Sun can melt; 
Nar. O fatal ſight! have I with-frequent ſoora 
Seen at my Garden-gates great Princes mourn, 
And can I now ſubmit to one unknown? fl 
_ Can this be true? Poor heart, art thou orethrown 
Vanquiſhd at laſt 2 ith* name of goodneſs ſpeak, 
What art that doſt my gentle quiet break ? 
\Ceſ. A: Souldier, Fair one, bred to-bloud, in Arms,. . 
In Winter Camps which mighty Action warms ; 
 Tknow not Courts, 'unskuVd'in'the ſoft Trade 
By which addreſs is to high Beauty made : 
Yet I to yours can bow aslowly down, 
As Eaſtern Princes to the tuing Sun. | 
Nar, Bow to my beauty,/to-this Rural face ?-: 
F know no charms, nof any. pratisd grace : 
Planted far off by Czſar's Kalous care, 
Not bred in Court perfumes, but Country air. - 
Me from his daughter he'drvided young, 
And told me Courts'my-injjocence wou'd wrong: : | oi 
But ſure my eyes car-nothing ſeem you | 1, 
To make me think what Ceſer fajd was true. ;. * |! 7 


Enter Mecanas. 
Mec. Madarn,'the-Eraprefs does your coming Wait,”. ... 
With half the Court attending at hergates {| 
And gazing eyes expe your preſence there; 
As if ſome Conſtellation would appear. | © 
Cef. Te wait you to the Empreſs: —— T yrant- Love, 
Whom all the charms of Nature cannot moves; | 
| Exennt: 
- Ren 


GLORIAIA, or.” 


* Nouns Marcelks: Tiberius. 


| Y 
. 4 


To aſhes garn'my Arms, my ev'ry Spoil, 
Burn all my Laurels in one FunTal Pile, 
Alas, Tiberizs, had another ſaid | 
Julia i is falſe, and honour has betray'd, = 
1 could not have believ d; but thou art true, | 
'Wou'd thou werti not; wou'd all that Hell er'e knew 
-Of darkeſt miſchiefs harbour'd in thy mind, 1. ft | i, 
So by thy fraud T tmight her Vertue-find. 7s [1Þ>., 
Tib. While you abroad fought in Ron's cauſe ſo well: 
She to the loweſt, leudeſt courſes fell; | 
Her Palaces with late debauches rung, WF 
Strip'd Eunuchs wanton Odes before her ſung . /*nu6\ 
. On tall young Monarchs ſhoulders lifted wah Me 


Mar. Since Love proves falſe, in vain does Valour toil, [ 


She acted Triumphs, :o was her-cry, 

Her crown'd Supporters To did reply. 
Mar. Looſe Julia ! what ſtrong philters did unman 

Auguſtus from whoſe loins thy Spirit ran 1 
Zh. At midnightdrefs'd hke Verge, all Divine, | 

I ſaw herby the blaze of Diamonds ſhine, \ 

High on a Throne-of Gold, with God-like port, 

Follow'd with clamours of the reeling Court. 

Thrice ſhe the doors of Javus Temple: burſt, 

And once Fove's houſe the Capitol the fore'd; 5 

From his Gold Statue-poliſh'd Thunder took, 

And at his face the brandiſh'd weapon ſhook : 

In her left hand the Silver Lightning claſh'd, 

Which blindly hurl'd the Sacred downs daſh'd. 

Mar. Lovel eonjuve thee; though with mortal ſmart, 
Draw back thy Arrows that infe& my heart. 

Tib. Of all the Scepter'd throng that did adore 
She none refus'd, but wiſh'd they had been more. 
What was in private acted we but think, 

Where all her Maids are mutes,' and Eunuchs wink. 


* And having kindly touch'd: his yielding waſt, 


The Cons of Auguſtus'Cxfar, 

Her Monarch'dalliance was'not rc 'd; bit puetd; 07 nll 
But Love to Wit did proto hiabety  Prriort;'7< 1 aopil dad 
And ſhe ſo foul a knot with Ovzd drew, 12 221 oz 2114 
As bloud can never looſe, nor death undoe. | 

Mar. With Ovid t Dares his haughty muſe aſpire 
To pradtiſe on his Prince? Fle mount it higher, | 
Teach his rude wit a flight ſhe never had, | 
And ſend her Poſt to the Elyſian ſhade. 

Tib. One ſolemn Night, when the pale conſcious Moon 
Rode high and clear, at melancholy Noon ' - 
I roſe, with Dreams abaſh'd of true event, - 
And to the Princeſs Bower my muſings bent. 
To the crown'd Arbours as Tnearer drew, 
Methought I heard two voices that I knew ; 
Parting the Leaves, I ſaw by Lunarlight' 
Love's guilty joys, a ſinful pleaſing fight; 
On Flow'rs and all the fwweets of Nature (pred, 
In Ovids arms the ſmiling Princeſs laid. 

Mar. What mortal patience-can the news abide! q 


Tib. Pow'r circling Wit, and Pleaſure prefling Pride, 
Her glowing breaſt joyn'd'to his kindlitig fide. fl 
| She catch'd his ſighs thatipanted in ther flight,! - J'-/ 
With eyes, hands; lips,'all trembling with delight ; | 
Long did her naked beauty ſtay my fight, 
Fair as the bluſhing bed her body preſt, ) 
As a May-morning rilng from the'Eaft, 6. TOY 
Or day diſmounting in'the goldeiwv Weſt, 3-7 mi hl gt) 
Mar. Wheels, Stones; and-all the fiibref pains of Heli; : -:! ! 
With burnings reddeſt plagues abont em dwell. '©: ' - h 
About 'em! In 'em; through em let en rung nn ho 
And flames with flames tiwolvid be:fwallow'd own! it - =! 
Tib. With tendreſt wotdy het buſſe'love # practy; 4 Av. - 


She ſaid, Ah wau'd Marcellus were 1n Heav'n, 


And wou'd Corinna were'to'Ov7d'giv'ns- ' -! 8 SCF 
. . _— | « F = - . z p 
For Wit to me 1s morethan Emprres'charms, -©* Fran) 
Or all the ſurfens of a Monarchs'tirms:”© ff 29 ot 1 3 
- p ae 290 OT VV ITIC) © 17 1444 01:1 : Yr 
l « of - » 
D Mar. 


Mar. No more, thou'lt put ay ſoul upon the mack 5 Oe 


Both lives revenging glory bids me take: 

But the remains of pafiian bid me ſpare 

This beautiful ingrate perfidious fair 5. Top 
Since he wes Ne r& with gallant ardour moy'd, _ 
That cou'd be urg'd4@ harm what once he lov'd : 
And how I lov'd, how wondertully well; 
None but the Author of my flame can tell 

Thy beauty, Julia, did my reaſon blind ; 

For ere our hands unlucky Fymen'joyn'd, . . 

I gueſs'd thee falſe, yet ſwore}, wou d be kind, 


Eater Ovid with Julia reading. 


al. Such a companion ne're did. 7w/ia bleſs; 
To have a menial Monarch wait were leſs: _ 
Ovid, whoſe fame above high &-+ grows, 
Whoſe labour ſure muſt Nature diſcompole, < 
But Ovid with famihar greatae(s flows ; C 
And when he pleaſes to command our eyes, 

What charming Tales does his ſoft. mae deviſe ? 

Ov. Thus to be grac'd by her whomall admure; . . 
To gain whoſe love Gods would, Kings do expire, — 

Mar. Amongſt the reftfall thou a Sacrifice, 

Thus to be offer'd to your Goddeſs eyes 

Jul. Marcellus, hold ! fly, Onid, haſt away. 

Ov. Madam, I know what duty I ſhou'd pay ; 
The Prince reſolves to take my life, which none 
Shall do without the hazard of their own. 
| . Mar. Tiberims, give me way, by Heav'n he dies, 
Fe tread upan the-worm which I deſpiſe. 
Jul. Help: Treaſon! Murder | jhelp. 

Enter Cxlario. 
Ov. Come all, for were ye more I cou'd not fear. 
Ceſ. What about one js all this trouble here > 


Put up, for ſhame, Ie blow,him fromyour fight, 
Valour diſdains the Quarry in her flight, 


The Cours of Avagaſtu $Cefar, | 
Commands in Fields we fliould- ouy Standards rail, : | 
And make this Writer but'our drudge to praile, | 


9 


Fa. 
, 
; 7 


- Enter Auguſtus, Agrippa, Mecznas, and Guards 


Ang. Where are the Authors of this Treaſon gon; 2 
Traytors to pow'r! difarm 'em ev'ry one; - © -\ 


(The Captain of the Guards takes Marcellus, Obis; and 
Tiberms Swords 3, goes laſt to Czlario, 


Ceſ. Captain, ſtand off, I did no' cauſe afford -  : | 
Of quarrel here, and will not yied'myS8word, : ©: -» 
Aug What a new'Traytor ?| in wyprefence/ 0002! 
Know » obſtinats thy death: thou doſt purſuc. | 
oY or aye. —_—_— 
r. Have you (6 on forgot , c | 
The wonders which his 9word {b lately-wrought?> . \.. \ 
The noble Plangas who preſerv'd/your: Son, 1302 in '// 
"_ three pitch'd Battel/byhis/valour wom. i. 
What ſhall he ſtand and brave'me to my y face: pt. 
reſu e my orders? bid him take my Place. W118: 
By the Ceſarian Majeſty adord, KOI bo 
He is a Traytor that defies his JroHd, qr 0.1 21% 9120, 
Cefe 1 ay, my Sword'viny own, and hall ——= 131: br: 
Aug. So fond of fate! 
Then hat thou mayſt not want for Arms, take that. 


( Furlos his Dagger at him, the Guards ruſh on 
Cxſario, and bold him. - * 


. Mar. Thus! is it thus his Services you pay? [ kneels. 
Arg. If thou would(t have him live, take him away. 
Mar. Guards, force him hence. 
. i Ceſ, Yes, Ceſar, I will go, | 
Conqu'ring my (elf, I quell thy mightieſt foe, Exit. 
Aug, And you, Sir, you who durſt your weapon draw, 
Againlt that Prince whom I ordain to awe 
The greateſt Kings, to baniſhment be gone, 
Ie teach your ſaucy Muſe to dare a Throne. 1 
D 2 Ov. 


\ + 
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Co. If T in;cthought;to:you-leſs/Revirence gaV Sr, 
Than what = Deitiesfrom Altars-havez | ; © 7 
If that the Royal '7ulia I adore gs 
In other manner than we,worſhip-Pow'r, 
Add to the puniſhment that you have' og 
Unjuſtly og me; 47h ua me 5 frad., AP 
Jul. O Ceſar ! Father. ., FE Ar oi ER 
Aug; Dare not intercede "A WEE: 
Speak Fi atiother word-and: he ſhall bleed” 
Cv. Fdr ever then' thou'glorious Roie farewell: 
To the Earth's limits, #far;;l: will go, 
Where if thou haſt aye unconquer'd: 5. 
My Sword;,for T have: fonght, ſhall take his head, - - , 
And with my Pen Fle damn him when. he's dead. 1.1 Exit... 
' Aug. Still homebred jarrs! But I theſe feuds will Lu ag | 
By Heav'n Ile break your hearts if you'le not Chad 
My Hydra Rebels vanquiſh'd; .riſe-up,more, :.,:./. _.. 1 __..,, 
Was ever Monarchthas perplexd before? KEE 
O that Zythagoras his- dream, were true!, 
I wou'd:naot govern ſueh a-eurſed, crew: .,'' 1 
One moment longer 3: Now, ev/nnow Ide dye, 
And into ſome more Kingly Lion fly, - 
Where with full Empire the Woods might Gray, ” 
And all the Nobler Beaſts my; Laws obey. . 7-2 SEL, 
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A CT. "x IT. 
SCEN E 1. The Palace Garden, 
. Czfario, Araſpes Leatiler, 


Ce. [DY all the: Trophies of the Conquier'd Field, 


By ev'ry vanquiſh'd Sword, and batter d Shield; I 


He dyes, though the Auxiliar Fates ſhou' d ſtand. 
- To fence the lifted forces of my hand; 
Though bulwark'd with' Rome's Hills in Tow'rs of Braſs, 
Yet like I aocoox's Launce my Sword ſhall paſs 7 
Through all: — By Heav'n to Hell he hat be chrown,, 
His Univerſal mightineſs ſhall down.. 

Araſ. Your ruine muſt inevitable be. 

Ceſ. It matters not what ſhall become of me. 
Though all the Winds from their black corners ruſh; 


Though Seas. daſh Clouds, old Rocks young T Thunder: crulſy Ws 


Exempt frony Fear th' eyent we will attend, 
And with big rays in Ports of Glory end. 

Tf I muſt fall, The EE. with a Crown, 

And graſp this Giant with me whenTdrown, 

Zea. But, Royal Sir, can you your Friend forgett, * 
Can an abuſe ſo vaſt, a wrong [Sree - i, - 
Be offer'd, that your Vows you ho 4d recall > 

 Ceſ. Smoak, vaniſh air — be they forgotten UE. 
No, dear Marcellus, you muſt pardofi mez . 

A ſtroak! a ſtab! tis ſuch an injury, _ 
Were Jove in fleſh and thunder” with. a blow, 
I wou'd retort it like a God below, . © © : 

Araſ. E're ruine Fyallows, you take one look more,” 
While yet you ſtand upor the beaten ſhore; * 

Zea. Yet ee you. launch behold'the rolling deep; - , 
Where danger groans, anddeath it ſeIFdoes weep.” © * 


Cof- 


22 GLORIANA, or 
C. af Hence with thy Coward counſels! fly to Caves! 
Tle climb theſe tow'ring dangers bark the waves : 

And as I ride-to the kick'd Flouds Ile cry, 

Bear C2ſar with his Fathers fortune high. 

Why do ye ask me then, and vainly mourn ? 

Can words move death, or Time cariering turn? 

Can human eloquence the Stars controul, 

Or when their doom has damn'd it, fave a Soul? 

Pray to deſcending Storms, or mounting Fire 3 

Them ye may weary, me ye ſhal] not tire. 
| Araſ. . Since then no pray'rs can your wild fury tame, 

"The way leaft dang'rous to,Revenge we'le name 3 

Though C#ſar from Heav'tis partial hand recetve. 

Immediate pow r, (mall vertue ſhe did give. . , 

| Lea. When fierce Embaſſadors from Parthia's King 

'Shew'd their huge Bows, and did long Atrows bring, 

He to their threats in ſcornful anſwer laugh'd ; _ 

Yet this great Scoffer ſhrinks at Cyprds. ſhaft :' 

'Still may his glutted hands more Empire have, 

So he continue Love's inglorious ſlave. | 

Ce/.. What is his. Mightinefs by Beauty aw'd 2 

Ts this th' Auguſtus (o now abroad. as” > 

The World's firſt man, and new created God? 

The bright Narciſa with' het Spring, of chartns, *, 

*Tis true, has warm'd my heart half froze in Arms; 

Her melting language ſtrook my Winter back, _ 

Looſn'd my Nerves, and made my heart-ſtrings flack: 

Yet were it poſtible that ſhe cou'd weep, __ 

As long as I have pradtisd toilſpm War,” 

She ſhou'd not in her Lap my Honour keep, 

Nor from its Trade my burning ſpirit. bar. 

When Conqueſt calls my Sword to fetch the prize, 

And I ſtand liſtning to a Ladies cries, © 
Sighing to ſee the Roſes pale; — O Heav'n! 
-Q glorious War! let me-be 'ne're forgivn. | 

Araſ. There:1s a Bower, the myſtick ſeat of Love, 
Where death ſtands Centinel: before, the' Grove}, 


, 
- 
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Guards 


TheConpre of Auguſtus Ceſar, 23: 
Guards ever waking at the threſhold lye, 

And ſuffer none but Ceſar to pals by : 

There his looſe heart does in full Paſtures graze, 

And various Shes with awe upon him gaze. 

Lea. Like Heav'ns proud King follow'd by Deities, 
The Tyrant walks with ſhinings through the Trees; 

_ brow dilates, IP purs'd "IPs —_ 
orget their uſe, and gravely ſmile, 
To (ee officious Boxuties _ ©,h2 
Like Nights black locks all powderd o're with Stars. 

Araſ. There your revenge, if vengeance urge youſtul,,. 
May glut your appetite, and drink her fill. | No 6 
T have obſerv'd, and can your fury guide, 

To a {light-guarded Gate oth*Tiber ide, 
Watch'd by ſome drowtſie Slaves, not more then we, . 
Whom having killd, you may have pallage free. 

Ceſ. Methinks already thou haſt talk'd'\-em dead,.. 
And I am o'e the fatal Batriers fled, | 
Like Per/exs mounted on a. Stead'of Air, 

Beating the Liſts to find the Monſter there. 

T ea. There you 'maytake him ſwoln with drunken joy, . 
And the Crown'd brute with a full ſtraak deſtroy. 
Behold him ſporting on ſpread Memphian ſpoils, 
In Mantles wrap'd . fy breath rich od'rous oils, 
Like a gay Snake basking in Sunny fields, 
Embrac'd by her who ripeſt pleaſure yields. 

C ef Be gone, now inſtantly let's poſt away, . 
The black revenging minutes will not ſtay. 
As the half-god Augear Stables clear'd, \ | 
Fle purge theſe Gardens with his bloud beſmear'd. 
Slow till the deed be done move the wing'd hours, . 
Fle do't though Dragons guard the golden —_— | 

| | {IS 
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24 + GLORIANA, or 
SCENE 2. "The Bower of Glodini. i 1 


'; 


h_— 


1, 


Af the charms of a Beauty diſdainfull and fair, 
How ſhe blaſts all my joys when ſhe bids me deſpair - 
Forgetting my State, when I figh and lye down, 
And -catt at her feet both Scepter and Crown, 
She paſſes regardleſs, and ſays a young Swain, 
_ Before an old Monarch, her love ſhould obtain. 


% 


"Remember, Fair Nymph, my a, oe Jove, - 

' That rev'rend old God always made the beſt Love : 
So fiercely he ov d with a-manner Divine, - _ 
That he melted his way, or blew up the Mine. 

Tour ſeorn of my age yah to purſue, ; 
And think what a1oving old Czlar can de. 


Auguſtus, Gloriana. 


Aung. From golden weights, high cares, Imperial ſtrife, 
'From Storms of State, and Hurricans of life, | ; 
To the green Palace of the peacefull Grove 
To Gloriana's Bower,the Throne of Love, 
I come with all the violence of mind, 
The philters of Court-witchcraft to unbind:-: 
Thy heav'nly voice 1s ſare the nobleſt Spell, 
And thy eyes charms all Magick elſe excell. 
Glor. Ye Authors of all (way, for what dark end 

To one ſo frail did you ſuch pow'r commend? | by 
He reels on ſuch exceſſive height, he ſtands 
And drops his Scepter from his ſhaking hands, 

Ang. No matter, Gloriana, let it be, 
Who wou'd not leave a Diadem for thee ? 


Thy lips approach'd, where-is.the taſtof pow'r > : 
Love is all taſt, reliſb, and vital good, _ 
Spirits it gives that oe life's channel brood, 


Each ſmile of thine drives from my age a day, - 

One balmy kiſs won'd take a year away; 

But oh the reſt wou'd give me Youth again, 

Like an old Snake wou'd cauſe me caſt my $kin- 

Slacken my ſinues, make me (wiftly move, 

As Mercury deſcending from above, & 

Boldly as Mare, and luſtily as Jove. 
Glor. Is this the manof ſuch renownin War 

Firſt upon Earth, and numbred with the Stars? 

Wake from thy ſleep of death, dread Father, wake, 

Pompey ariſe, the reins of Empire take ; = 


Down let this driver from his Throne be hurl'd, _.. .. 


Or place me on the brow of the ſteep World, .. 

That Nations driv'n by me may thunder on, 

And at my nod millions of Swords be drawn, 

Brandiſh'd with flaſhing death by.mighty men, 

And when I give the word be ſheath'd a ain. IE 
Aug. They ſhall, they ſhall, A IT Maid! 

Tle teach thy gentle arms the Warriour's trade, 

Bind thy ſoft jr faſt with bands of Steel, 

And double-darted death thy foes ſhall kill. 

New arts that ſhall the old in Arms ſurprize, 

To ſee thy Launce as fatal as thy eyes . _ . 

Ceſar (hall guard thee all the day in fight, 

And compaſs thee about with lifted Shields, 

So thou vouchſafe to dreſs thoſe wounds at night 

Which he receiv'd for thee in fighting Fields. - | 
Glo. Much you depend upon Tyrannick pride, 

Or thank this breaſt incapable of ſcorn, © 

Or that I never heard you had a-Bride, 

Or you forget I am of Pompey born; 

If this your guilty mmd confider'd, how 

Dare you approach me in my Brother's gore, 

E 


The:Gomr of Auguſtus Cafar, ws 
Are not thy touches than. all Scepters, more... -1,...,, one" Ti 


fre 11K; 


And like Wine-ſparks dance through the brimming blood. C | 


OPring 


26 GLORIANA, or 
Off ring worſe hotrour with a brazen brow, 
When your hot haft the Siſter won'd devour? 
Aug. Talk not of that high blond from which you came, 
Nor how your Brothers wrongs your ſcorn enflame ;, 
Heav'n the young Toxpey's honours did diſperfe, 
And now alone I ſway the Univerſe : 
Conſider this, and with the Time comply. 
Glo. I have confider'd,'and reſolve to dye. 
Compleat your crimes, for what can I expect 
From rage which through the heart of Tully paſt, 
Tully who did with God-like' wit protet 
Thy curſed youth, to be betray'd at laft. 
Go on, thou black Ulurper? ſtop more breath, 
Encreaſe thy purples, fill thy Throne with death 
Still may new fallhood add to former guilt, 
And the dear bloud of Rome's beſt Sons be ſpilt ; 
And may thy cruelties atone do more, 
Than all the curs'd Trnumwirate before. 
Ang. Hold, Princeſs, hoJd}? provoke me not too far, 
None ever ſaid thus much and lv'd; beware, 
Thou't in my reach, no more my fetters ſhake, 
My rage yet {Jeeps, which Lion-like may wake. 
My heart which as ſome ftubborn fiery Steed, 
Grew up unback'd, and did at random feed, 
When Love approach'd hke you, did not diſdair> 
So fair a Rider, yielding to the rein, 
Now gently moves, except his freedom's barr'd;, 
But if you Pur him much, and curb. bum hard, 
Angry to be ſo indiſcreetly rode, 
He ſprings and bounds beneath the monnted God. 
Glo. If thy low fawning Love I ſcom'd before, 
I now diſdain thy menac'd Fury more z 
Death 1s the utmoſt that thy rage can do, 
And that le ey'ry day provoke thee to. 
Ang. Wil thou? Ha ! dar'ft thou? ſharp provoking Fair ! 
Once more let me intreat-thee do not dare, 
Dare hke a fookſh Fly, whoſe vexing wings 
Urge theflaw Flame to. burn. her as ſhe fings. 


Not 


The'Contt of Anguſtus Czar, 
Not as thy Slave before thee now I ſtand, 
But as thy Lord, and one that will command ; 
AsI am Maſter of the World, Ile be, 
Spight of thy (corn, the Maſter too of thee. 

Glo. Maſter oth' World | Indeed your Title's clear 
When you amongſt the Syria Boys appear, FR 
Contending as for Triwmphs all the day, 

To win their Nutts and Bounding-ſtones at play. 
Such Conquefts with (ych honourable pain 

Who but the Maſter of the World cou'd gain? 
Was it for this thou did(t all Nations quel, 

And by thy Arms the noble Bratas fell? - 

You the Earth's God? This your Ceſeriar pride ? 
Fly, fly, thy ſhame from human knowledge hide ; 
To ſome By-path from all obſervance ſtray, 

And far from Roads of Glory take your way. 

Ang. Now Rider Love! my life'on't down a* goes; 
Look to'r, I fay; thy trembling knees keep cloſe; 
Cloſe to my fide like deſtmy'now fir, 

Fixt in my heart-ſtrings firmly plant thy feet, 

For in my Teeth 1've got th”tngrareful bir. h 
There, there, with thatlaſt hedve Þthrew him down, 
And now I thank. my Stars ty: heart's my own. 
Beauty, thou once I bright and kind, 

For ever ſet, Ile (courge thee from my mind c 
Like'day, nor ſhaft thou leave one ſtreak behind: 


Thy lips, thy totigue, thy 'eyes have nowno charms; Br 


My ſoul b' ambition wak'd to old alarms;” - 
Starts up and liſtens to' the ctanck of Arms. 
Glo. Without this circumſtance my death ordain. -: 
Aug. No, that woud be to put thee out of pain: 
As haughty Vettue's ſharpeſt puniſhment, - / 
Thou ſhalt live ſtil], but not live innocent. 
Glo. Not itnocefit! Tſcornthy 1npidus breath, 
Ile ope” ten thouſand doors to-let in-dearh. 


Ano. Not one, T'le ſhut up all, and ſet ſtrict guard, 


There's not a Wicket ſhall be left utibary'ds ''/. | - 
Ta 
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No chink through which kind Fate may draw thy thred, 
Or Death with his leaft; finger touch thee. dead. wo 
Glo. Still rack thy cruel heart'and curſed brain, 
Yet after all thy wiſh thou ſhalt not gain 3 
Burſt with thy malice, for I will not live, | . 
My life ſhall ſtarve that honour may ſurvive. | 
Aug. Nor that, for e're to morrow's Sun appear, 
Thy Virgin-pride ſhall vaniſh into air. ' | 
Starve, Gloriana, in a Monarch's bed!- 
By Heav'n thou ſhalt to ſurfeiting be fed, 
Glo. Still perjur'd, ſince « ſhall not, cannot be 
So rich a purchaſe ſhou'd be reap'd by. thee; 
For though I ſhou'd conſent to have ir old, 
| Thou could(t not buy, thouart ſo wretched old. 
Ang. 1t bliſs anon wou'd notleſs fiercely flow, 
By all my hopes I wou'd-enjoy thee now : 
But more dehb'rate pleaſure-is decreed, 2 


. 
. 
s _ A —s a Y : - A 


Ile come by Moon-light which my flame ſhall feed, 
Like Tarquiz pale reſoly'd upon the deed, 

O Gloriana ! e're the Lark has ſung | 

Her morning Anthem, thou ſhalt ſay Im young . , 
Love through my life an equal pace has run,, . -_. 
Swift near the Goal as where it firſt begun: 

I keep my courſe like the old Lord of Day, C 


& 


On my red cheeks the ſilver Treſles play, 
[ ſhout and/ drive and never feel decay. 

Glo. Ithank thee, Heav'n, that thou doſt m© ordain 
' For woes no other woman cou'd ſuſtain. 
Woman! what man ſuch Tempeſts cou'd,outwear 2 
Yet like a rock both Sea and Winds I le dare. 


Exit. 


Ce: So ſturdy, Sir, you that wou'd:'take my Sword 2 
*Tis for you, there; now bear it to your Lord, 
h {ih % [_ The Captain falls. 

Ceſar come forth, then Female-god appear, . - | bet 
Not Planges but Ceſario waits thee here, 


The 
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| TheConrt of Auguſtus Cxfar, 
The Son of Julixz, and the wide World's heirs © 
Thou hear'ſt, but to approach me doſt not dare. 

In what dark covert are thy Glories laid, 

Or do they {leep beneath ſome Laurel ſhade? | 
Rock'd on thy Miſtreſs lap, wheſe knitting hands 
Lock up thy Captive cares in downy bands. * 

Wake, wake, by Heav'n my wrath thou ſhalt not ſhun, . 
Though thou beneath her Robes for ſhelter run. 
Glo. What art that wander'ſt in this fatal Wood, 

Whoſe thirfty Sword ſeeks for Majeſtick blood ? 

'Was it a borrow'd Title, or true name 

Thou didſt aſſume, whoſe eyes quick rouling flame, C 
Glows with Ambition, Pride, Revenge and Fame? Y 


Ce. Ha! — what I was you heard me ſpeak but now; 


I was I know not what, and am I know not how. 
But ſpeak-and Tle conſider what toſay, 
I've hunted hard and now my heart's at Bay. 
Glo. It you the Son of Divine Ju[z5 are, 
How durſt you in Azg»ſt#s Court appear ? 
No breaſt but yours the ra{hneſs ever knew, 9: 
But to approach him here, and ſingly too, C 
Nought but diſtraQion or deſpair would do. J, - 
'Tis certain death, | 
Ceſ. That certain death is paſt, 
And I upon the bleſſed ſhore am caſt : 
I track'd a Fiend I thought by Furies driv'n, . 
[ ſought for Hell, but ſtumbled upon Heav'n. . 
You are | | 
Glo. A woman. 
Ceſ. Angels ſhou'd ſpeak true, 
But (ure ſo bright a flow'r on Earth ne'te grew: 
Her lips, her cheeks muſt more than Roſes be 3 
What Stars her eyes, what moving Majeſty 2 
So ſweet and ſo 1mperious too they move, 
Sparkling with beauty, glitt'ring all with Lovez. . 
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F, er Leander. 


T ea. 'Haſt, or the-Emp'ror will evade the toil ; 
He's almoſt out of fight, haſt to the ſpoil. 

Ceſ. Not Julia's ſuch when all her gems the wears, 
Nor ſad Narciſſa more adorn'd with tears ; 

Yield Beauties yield, or ſhun this dazling eye, 
Since thoſe that ſtay will ſoon her Victims 1ye, 
Like Autumn-leaves, turn yellow all and dye. 

Glo. Juſt Heav'm does ſure this God-like man provide, 
Tebear me from the Tyrants luſt and. pride. 
Beauty, if thou didſt ever, .aid me now, 

That 1 may make this haughty gazer bow, 
This heavnly Youth 3 Oh force him to adore, 
To love me only, Ie ne're ask thee more. 

Ceſ. Why beats my heart as I had poiſon ta'en? 
What means my burning breaft and EO? 
Swift thrilling cold with panick terrour flies, 

And an unuſual thaw diffolves my eyes; 

Tf Love thou art, I will not take the wound, 
My Armour ſhall thy pointed darts confound; 
Tle draw 'em, if they cannot be. withſtood, 
Though to the Feathers drinkitig m my blood; 
Then ſhake 'em at her eyes with fix'd diſdain, 
And hurl 'em to thy Godhead back again. 


Enter Araſpes. 
Araſ. Your vengeance muſt another ſeaſon take. 
Ceſ. Love 1s low play, which Warriours ſhou'd flake; $ 
Yet what a ſtir does this blind Gameſter make ? 


He makes my heart reboutid abone my breaſt, 
And laughs to ſee me tire, and cries no reſt; 
From (ide to fide (trikes:the tormented Fall, 

And with each ſtroke he dints the very wall. 
 _ Glo. If you in Fields have purchas'd high renown, 
Have with perſiſting Vertue wonders done, C 
And Wreaths rewards of toiling Valour won; . 


Now 


The C ourt of Apgaſtus Ceſir: 3t 


Now in a Princeſs qarre lift your. Swor 
Fate never did a nobler cauſe ord. bs 
By all the mighty Battels you have fought, 
By all the Trophies you with bloud have bought, 
A Royal ſuft ring Virgins wrongs redreſs, 
And kill the Giant vice that wou'd oppreſs. 
Ceſ. I meet the ſummons ſwift, and ſnatch the ws 


Kindling at death, and panting to- deſtroy ; 
Another Sword like mine you'll ne're imploy, 
War was my Miſtreſs, and I loy'd her long; 
She lov'd my Muſick, ſhoutings were my Song, 
And claſhing Arms that ecchod through the Plain; 
Neighings of Horſes, groans of dying men; _ 
Notes which the Trump and hoarſer Drum affords; 
And dying ſounds riſing from falls of $words. 
Command diſpatch, and bid your Lightning fly, 
Fe flaſh, Tle kill, Tle conquer jn ygur eye; : 
And after all here yield my breath and dye. 
————  O cou'd you love! | 
Glo. Let Love be mention'd laſt; 
But firſt to free me hence you ſhou'd farecalt. 
Ceſ: By all my love you are already paſt : 
You are, O Heav'n! wherever you wou'd be; 
And I am with you all ore extaſie. 
High walls and'Tow'rs are levell'd where you g043:2- 
You tread on pants, and ſighs about you blow, 2 
And hearts in their own bleedings round you flow. 3» 
Araſ. It you wou'd bear her ſafe, halt Sir away. 
Tea. The minute's critical and will not ſtay... . = 
Ceſ. Move on, and bravely let us meet our dooms;, - 
But give me warningere the T yrant comes 
Ile follow ſlowly, and while Love is by, 
The ſwifteſt deaths and ruſhing fates defie. 
Glo. In all your acts ſach God-like manners {tine,. 
I doubt not but your Parents are Divine 3. 
Therefore to match you with a ſtock of tame, 
Know from a race as high as yours I came, 
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Pompey the Great, and fair Cornelia gave ' 
The life which you ſo gen'rouſly wou'd five. 

Cz/. Ha! now I find the cauſe Ine're cou'd loye; 

Long, long ago our hearts were pair'd above; 
And my imbition joyn'd with deſtiny, 
Oft times ſuggeſting it cou'd never be, | 
That C2ſar's Son who all the World had aw'd, 
Shou'd wed beneath the daughter of a God. Exennt. 


— 
—_— ———_— 


SCENE, The Palace of Marcellus. 


Marcellus with his Sword drawn againſt Julia. 


Mar. BY Heav'n Ile bear no more, 'tis publick now, 
Diſgrace ſo boldis grav'd upon thy brow, 
That e'en old age, whoſe eyes are ſeldom clear, 
Dim with death's miſt, can read thy falſhood there: 
All Rome with thy proclaim'd diſhonour rings, 
Andev'ry Infant 7»l:a's lewdnefſs ſings. 
What canthy crimes expect from my juſt rage? 
7al. Death, let my bloud your violent wrath afſwage; 
"Tis better we ſhoud both for ever ſleep | 
In calms, then wake in ſtorms, and always weep. - 
Mar. Weep! If the Ocean from thy eyes were ſpilt, 
The Ocean cou'd not waſh away thy guilt. 
Nor think that when thy Beauties ſhall be laid 
In Earth, thy peace is then for ever made; 
No, faithleſs Fair ! ſtill ſhalt thou haunted be, 
Anda long row of pale Adult'rers ſee, | 
And me at laſt purſuing them and thee. 
7al. Not haunting Furies there can rack me more, 
Than Jealouſies on earth that louder roar 
Though 


The (onrt of Auguſtus Cxfar, 
Though I ſhou'd make account for ev'ry thought, - 
While falſe relations are by Traytors wrought, | 
And you believe thoſe molt that moſt abuſe, 
. 'Twere vain for me my honour to excuſe. 
Mar. How well your pride an innocence can feign ? 
Excuſe your honour! That indeed's moſt yain 
Thy purpoſe vain as thy paſt actions fou], Ms > 
Vain all thy thoughts which with wild fancies roul, > 
And one immortal Vanity's thy ſoul. Wits 
Jl. 1 cannot ſtay to hear your vain debate. 
Mar. Paſs not this way, 'tis guarded with thy fate, 
7ul. Strike then, and free me from a world of cares, 
Better dye once then always live in fears : 
\ Loud clamours all the day my peace moleſt, 
With perjur'd, falſe, I hate, renounce, deteſt ; 
Still am I wak'd by day with theſe alarms : 
At night you ſtart, and throw me from your arms. 
Laſt night your head upon my breaſt repos d, 
Juſt as {weet balmy ſleep my eyes had clos'd, 
_—_— me ſigh, you cry'd aloud, By Heav'n 
Thoſe fighs are to your dear lov'd Ovid givns 
But I will conjure him. from' Poxtgs back, 
And his curs'd life by thouſand torments take. 
Mar. O Julia, is there not a caule for this? 
Thou fayſt T rob thy days and nights of peace, 
Haſt thou not robb'd my life of-all its bliſs? 
Heay'n witneſs what I am, and what have been ; 
What thou haſt done, how gloried in thy ſin, 
How triumph'd in thy ills. o—_ 
' Jul. What I have done 
Shall to no mortal, not to you be known: 
Mar. Tle know.” 
7ul. Ye ſhall nor. df3i1, 15 
Mar. With this ſure I ſhall; 
Ile open ev'ry vein and know thee all. 


Jl. Strike ; ---- to thy vengeance ſummon all the lies | 


Which falſe Tjberize malice cou'd deviſe,” 
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Mar. I've ſinmon'd all he told with loyal Py aut” 
And all thoſe truths doom thee:to ſudden death, . HAVE 

Jl. Why thendoſtthounot ſtrike, O_—_ Lord! oy 
Behold my breaſt prepar'd to meet thy SW 
Thy cruel kindnels thus it'ſhall approve, -  ; . | 
Naked to Anger, as it: was to:Love. - | | TEE 
Why ſhrinks thy arml as if it fear'd to nuad; EF 
And drops thy coward weapon to the ground? rt 

Mar. I know thee falſe, yet have no-power to harms 
Fierce paſſion my arm'd vengeance does difarm ; 

Beauty which. through thy-vice Econ'd not 3s: 
Did like a:dang'rous foe mAmbuſhlye.” - - 
Here, 7ulia, execute thy bloudy. wHll, - 
T know thy purpoſe is at laſt to kill ; 
Be but thus kind, life freely I refign3. 
Thou'rt born to break all hearts, and.malſt- Ld mine. - 

Jul. No, my Marce{/wsytruſtme: from this hone ., 8 - 
You ſhall be ever my Lord Conqueror 3 11 i1.316.4 
Thou ever wert the deareſt of mankind, % 
But now my heart is tb thy looks confin'd. 

; By all our Lowes you never were betray'd, = 
Henceforth be abſolute, -my:breaſt invade, iro) ew | 
There like a gentle Monarch thou ſhalt ſway, | 
And I with gentler mind thy Laws obey. 

Mar. Prove but thy heart as heav'nly as thy tongue, 

Be but thus good, and. 1 had never Wrong. . ». 


Enter Czſario bloudy ly, leading Gloridna weil 'd, 
follow'd by Leander, Araſpes. 


Mar, My noble brother! what can. friendſhip ſay 
Which from my arms abſented half a day ?. -;;1, 
Together till in Battel we did ride, | 
Nor cou'd united Troops the link divide; THEE 
Shall Peace diſ-joyn what was not broke by War, 

And Crowds'in Courts do more then Armies there ? 

Cef- Now I ſhall try-the friendfhip: which: you'boalt 5 
It now not found, let it be ever loſt. 


"The \ ComdoFkahJucOw, 


This Beauty with ſore bloud ahd danger bought;; (7-1; | 


( Great deeds for Beauty by young bloud are wrought} 
I from the den of ah old'Beaſt of ptey | 
Snatch'd, while abroad he did. for'forage ſtray. 

By this he is return'd, and finds her gone; 

By this the Groves reſ6und, and 'Foreſts. groan. 


pot 


} 


Muy. Thus itt your catiſe: advancing thus Fle fabe: 3 


A band of Bloud-hound Fiiries in their chaſe. : 

Ceſ. Firſt let fis lodge where they ſhall riever find; 
The Hart, whoſe, death thoſ& Hunters have delign _ 
Then with Relays eathto his ftation/go, 1:11.11; 
And bravely fall ipoti the Savate foe: '» 1 17 
Our Bugle brenh ſhall wind Recheats, and tell 
'Tis not the Deers, but the rouz'd Hanter's knell. 


Look'd fierce, methought my brows too catch d a crown; 
I burn'd and grew ambitious to bene. ' | of 4: 
Whoe're ſhe be;-as fireſheis'moſt Fair; - = 
For whom the ſounds of fame'ſ> buſie =, 
I promiſe her a covert where the ſhall, 
Safe as in clauds, look down wipon *erm alli: i 

Ceſ. O bounty whith ty bloud'ean never: yay! 
I wou'd do all, yet I'*riuft Get fhys 
What Hell-borh enyy, curs'd Infernal ſpight,'. 
So us'd to darknels that it hates the light, 
Shall dare though filetiee he withpain endures, 
Traduce a Vertue lo: rehowh'd s:1 'ours 2; mn 3020 
By Heav'n I (wear, and by this: faithfin Steel, ifs. 
So deep Beautie's conqu” ring quarrel dy' + | M 


Jul. While you that Vertue hight not be undone |. C 


I ſtand your Champion to' your cafe ally'd, 
To darhn thoſe Slayes that have yOu fame bely'd, 


Dons Narciſf rowing: 


Nar. Fly, fy, you'reloſt, the Enibire overthrown! 
Fly Planzws, fly Sir, murderd CeſersSonl 
: Not ſtir! By all my feats, moſt cruel Prifive, 1:1 
Thou ſhalt not ſtay and dye, le drag thee hence. 
PF 2 
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The Captain whom your valour left for dead, 
Heard your diſcourſe, and has relation made. 
All's out, thou art betray'd, O Heav'n ! undone, 
What ſhall I ſay? thy name, thy birth is known 
Deſtruction gallops to thy murder Pot, 

And Ceſar looks asif the World were loſt, 

Ceſ: Though driv'n by whirlwinds he ſhou'd roul like fire, 

I wou'd not from this Earth one inch retire; 

Let deſtiny about my death conſult, 

All thoughts of ſafety from my f1de revolt, - 

 Tle ſtand him though he were a; Thunderbolt. . 

Mar, Perhaps my pray'rs and low ſubmiſſions may 
Divert his wrath, or his revenge delay. | 

Jul. With yours my mingled tears and fighs ſhall joyn, 
He may reſiſt yours, but he {hall not mine. 

Nar. But if mflexibly he will deny, - 

Together let us all reſolve to dye.. | 

Glo. Since this ſecures my honour, can I fear ? 
Not Martyrs with more joy'their ſummons hear. 
Methinks I ſong in thoſe dark walks to'tread, 2 


And wrap my ſelf aboiit with: honour'd Lead, 
Where all the Worthies of the Earth lyedead. 
Nor ſhall my Spirit in. that pond'rous Caſe | 
Be kept, but ſhoot as rays through Chryſtal paſs; 
Through doors of death, with Mountains pil'd on Rocks, 
With thouſand Bars, and with ten thouſand Locks, 
Like Lightning ſhe ſhall cut her facred way 
Through all, and riſe to everlaſting day. | 

Nar. What Spirit's this more fierce than boldeſt men, 
That with ſuch hautinefs does life diſdain ? 

Ceſ: O death! thou ever dry bloud-thirſty Slave, 
All! Hell-hound, all art thou reſolv'd to have ? 
- But taſt my heart, 'tis Royal, rich and good, 
Each drop's more worth than Tuns of Vulgar blood. 
Cannot th'exhauſted ſhore for once ſuffice ? 
le make it up with Rivers from their eyes ; 
Tears will not make him drunk, the Slave replies. 
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Glo. Can this be true, Ceſario, doſtthou droop? 

Doſt thou at laſt beneath deaths. burden ſtoop? 

Is this the Hero, this the God-like man | 

Whoſe rage the ſtout Tberians over-ran? 

That me redeem'd this day fromrav'nous pow'r, 

And from the pounces of the Vulture tore >: 
Ceſ. O Gloriana ! with confulion I 

Contfeſs tis now a dreadfull thing to dye: 

Your fatal purpoſe does to pieces tear 

That courage which all dangers elſe can. dare. 

O live, retire, and thoſe bleſt Bequties hide, - 

Far from the reach of Cz2ſar's cruel pride ; 

Then I ſhall eaſily death's yoke put on, 

And calm as thoſe that fallaſſeep Iye down. 

Glo. Ceſario, No, unjuftis thy requeſt, - [. puts ud her - 
Why ſhou'd I wake when thouart gon toreſt? vel, Narcifſa 
And ſince love thee, which I now may own, "3 obſerves her, 

The faſteſt ſecrets are by death undone, : ; | 
What will life ſignifie when thou art gone? J 
Grant thatI '(capethe Tyrant's rage, and fly 
To ſome ſtrange Land, and leave you here to dye, 
Shall I ſurvive to blot thee from my mind 2. 
Forget thee? Or to one leſs brave be kind > 
Is this thy wiſh? or wouldſtthouT ſhow'd live. 
And thy eternal loſs for ever grieve ? 

Ceſ. Live, dye, be free, or yield your (elf again, 
I will no more of you, but Heay'n complain; 
Heav'n that can fee ſich Vertue in diſtreſs, - 
And with exceeding power a Tyrant bleſs; 
Heay*n that cou'd ſmile when nobleſt Romans fell, 
As if enormous cruelties were well; 
Heav'n that allows this parricide a name 4 
As great and good as the firft Sons of Fame. 

Nar. Love ſparkles through her ſhade: 
His eyes to her, and hers to him are mov'd, 
She loves, ſhe loves and is again belov'd 
She ſighs and weeps, and rouls her ſubtle eyes, 
And all the charms of knowing beauty trys: 
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: She looks as if her'ver eyes Wow d ſpeak, - 

Asif (ah wou'd it m 'herheart Wou '& bvak, 
But Czſzr comes, ſome other time Tle take | 

To tell my wrongs, his life | is now at ſtake. 


Enter Auguſtus, Caprain Agrippa Meczna Guards. 


” 2 Hither I follow'd *em with cautious view. 
Mecengs, let him have the Talents due. 
Lo vc th the Raviſher undaunted ſtands, 
As if encompaſs'd with a thouſand Bands; -' 
Bold as Priarewe warring in Heay'ns Field, - 
When fifty flaming Swords his arms-did weild, 
And. fifty Shields expos'd to thunder held. $; 
O my Agripd ai! ſhou'd IF view him long, 
I Nic re forgive'the mighty wrongs/ 
In that Majeſtick glance, andfiery ayre, 
Methinks our awful Father does appear. | 
Aer. Something teſs fierce his viſage does renew, Il 
Such cnn from beauteoys Cleopatra flew, of 
When ſighing Kmgs'to Egypt s Court ſhe drew. | ſ 
= Yes, my renown'd extra&ion I dechate, ? 
I am by birth what you adopted are, | | 
The King of Kings, and the World's Jawfull Heir. j 
Aug. Such you were nam'd by Oy indeed» 
But the great Cizſar otherwiſe decreed. - 
Ceſ. What he intended who but Heav'n can tell > 
Scarce ſeated from th'fmperial Throne he'fel] -: 
He ſtood on Atlas {honlders nnaffraid * 
Some minutes, and the trampled Globe ſurvey'd; 
Filld with vaſt buſineſs, and with thoughts profound, 
He had not leiſure for a profpe& round, 
For e're to Zgypt's Queen he could be ;uſt, 
That head which Stars encompaſls'd, ki(s'd the duſt. 
Aug. Yet to make void whatever you can ſay, 
And daſh your boldeſt hopes that fly at (way, 
By his laſt Will, which was to'Romans ſhewn, 
F was ordain'd to moutit and fill his Throne, 


To ſcourge the World, and awe .ma Sankins. alone... 
Caf. 1 no Imperial Herald am, to fin 
The {ource of pow'r, nor how its rivets windez. 
Yet this1 know, your Jatter boaſt; was yain,, 
Ceſar had ne're adopted yoy, to: rexgn, 
Had he known me, who from the womb was paſt, 
And firſt ſaw light when he beheld it laſt. 
Aug. When conqu'ring Ceſar Pompey did purſue, 
And in his cauſe the Memphien Tyrant ſlew, 
He bought your Motheys.lopve with Zgypts Crown, 
And with her at a Kin price lay own. 
But having ſurfeited with Beauties joys, 
For Beauty much poſleſs'd extremely cloys, 
Scar'd with his ſhame he wak'd to Warrs alarms, 
He left her pregnant, and. he. ruſh'd to Arms. 
'Twas God-like, and he imitated 7ove, | 
Who with exceſſive thundring tir'd above, ks 
Comes down for caſe, enjoys a Nymph, and then 
Mounts dreadful and to thundring gOCS.AgaIN. ., 
Ceſe Talkſt thou of her baſely that gave me birth, 
The moſt illuſtrious Empreſs of the _ 
Whoſe ſmiles Kings did with. adorations crave? 


By Heav'n ſhe wou'd have ſcorn'd thee for her Slave: 


Name not thy humbler bloud, nor let it be 
Compar'd to mine, no more than [ to thee... 
Who am to. thee, nor will I me commend, - | 
A God all ore, and thou all o're a Fiend, ,. | 
Ang. You ſpeak, Ceſario, with as, little dregd, | 
As if you were at ſome vaſt Armie's head ; 
Were it not that I rev'rence C2far's. blood, _ 
Thus long you had not diſrefpectful ſtood. 
 Cef. O counterfeit! Q Crocodile of Pow AY 


Not woman-e'e diſlembled thus before.. 

Thou reverence C2ſar's blood =—=_—_ 

Thou who didlt never ought that's gen'rous do, 
Who never didlt forgive a noble foe, 

Me wouldſt thou make believe thou i hind? "= 
I know th hypoctiſie, thy dey/liſh, mind;. 
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Which holds thy Ange-colours high to ſhew, 
But art all ruine, blood and Hell below. 
Aug. Whoe're was thus provok'd and cou'd forbear ? 
Be witneſs all, himſelf be will not ſpare. 
Ceſ. No, Tyrant, no, I will in publick dye, 
And once at leaſt expoſe thy cruelty ; © 
The murders which thou hitherto haft done 
Were acted cloſe, their Authors rarely known; 
But I will periſh in the view of all, 
And to my laſt gaſp Tyrant, Tyrant call. 
Aug. Pardon me, Father, and juſt rage forgive, 
I offer life which he cannot receivc, ; 
He's {o Heroick that he will not live. 
'Tis his deſire, and for this one laſt hour 
T have decreed he ſhall be Emperour; 
His Majeſtie's reſolv'd you heard himſay, 
Guards go and his Imperial will obey. 
Cf. Let 'emcome on, 'tis ſport that I have try'd 
In hundred Battels, thouſand deaths dety'd, C [ draws. 


And now in all their horrours can deride. 
C As the Guards prepare to fall on, Marcellus draws. ) 


Mar. Reſtrain your fury, barb'rous men! take heed, 
By Cz2ſar he that goes not back ſhall bleed. 

Aug. What now ? : Marcellzs ! Darſt thou Traytor draw 
Thy Sword againſt thy Father ? where's the awe, 
The Majeſty this face was wont to bear ? 

Mar. 'Twere Cowardice in ſuch a cauſe to fear : 
No, Ceſar, either grant my Friend his life, 
Or ſee me periſh i the noble ſtrife. 

Aug. Do, periſh, dye; is't poffible that thou 
Shouldl(t call him Friend, who is thy Father's Foe ? 
He who thy only Rival is in power, 
Doſt thou not know he wou'd thy life devour ? 
Who Serpent-like does to thy boſom ſpring, 1 
And with warm foldings does about. thee cling, 
Watching his time when he may ſhew his ſting. J 


C2. This ſuch.a baſeneſs is, (© black a guilt, 
As all the Seas of bloud which thou haſt ſpilt, 
With all thy clouds of Luſts can't pardllel, 
Thou dot in falſhood-now thy (elf excel : 
But ſhou'd Marcel/xs harbour ſuch a thought, 
Tam to ſomething worſe than ruine Wag 
Mar. Tax not-my loyalty, you are too juſt 
The firmneſs of my Friendſhip to miſtruſt ; 
I am all yours, and you ſtand here as fair 
And faſt as e're you ſtood inſhining War; 
As I have ſeen youin bright Steel (uſtain 
The ſhock of Troops that made aſſaults in vain. . 
Ang. Ungratefull wretch! unworthy of a Throne! 
By Heav'n F-will adopt another Son: 
Canſt thou thy right to Kingdoms give away, 
Thy ſelf and him who rais'd thee thus betray ? 
Forget what ſweating| pains, what blondy tojls | 
We bore, adorn'd our Arms with Nations ſpoils 3 
Yet with our utmoſt reach ſcarce graſp'd a Crown, 
Glory than Empire is much eaſier won : 
Empire's like Heav'n, which who wou'd bravely win, 
Muſt Giant-like with high aſſault begin; 
Heap Hills on Mountains, Projed&'add'to Plot, 
Till huge foundation for the work be wrought: 
And as he climbs, at Stars that croſs him frown, 
And tear 'em faſt as petty Princes'down. 
| Thus through all oppoſition mult.he paſs 
O're walls of Chryſtal, battlements of Brats, 
Till Majeſty cries out, This, This alone 
Is he who Heav'n becomes, and fits a Throne. 


Ceſc. Thou talkſt of cruelty, of bloud and'toil, | - 


Yet having hunted mg jnto.the toil; |!) + 
My Lion rage,with words far off you brave, 
But cotne not nigh for fear yon'find a Grave, 

Aug, Diſarm Marce#zs, and Ceſario Yay 3-:: | 
Kill him, haſt, kill him-without+ more delay: 


luke Nee tinge hd hee, 


G 
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Jul. Hold, Father. ' 
Nar. Hold. 
- Jul. Let me your wrath attone. Chet? 
Nar. O hear the Siſter of your once lov'd Son. 
Jul. Your daughter hear. [| They come forward 
Nar. As you are great be good. ” on their knees. 
Jul. And hear the voice of your'own crying blood. 
Ano. Treafon! Conſpiracy} they have combin'd 
With knit diſloyalty to Lick my mind, 
To waſt my ſpirits, and to bow my will; 
Yet like an old tough Oak Ile hotd out: ſtill: IT 
Spight of the ſighs that blow, and ſhowrs'that weep, - 
My ſoul to deagh ſhall her vow'd purpoſe keep. 
Speak, break your hearts, the Gufts of grief Fle tire, 
Like hammer'd Anvile The more blows require, 
That at each ſtroke my eyes may ſcatter fire. 
Nar. By all the Godlike honouts you; have won. | 
7ul. By all the Nations that you have undone. 't, 
Nar. Stop here, the Tempeſt of your fury lay, 
Do not the Earth with laſting ſtorms diſmay. 
7ul. Or to' your rouling Thunder give a check, 
' Or let the cloud upon your daughter' break. 
Aug. Yes, Vipers! yes, by 'Japzter it ſhall ! 
Ile lighten, thunder, and confume ye all. 
' Kill 'em, Guards, kill my Neece, my Daughter, Son; 
'Tis glorious death they ſeek, haſt, puſh*em on. 
Ha! Villains, ---- Traytors, dare ye thus give back ? 
My ſelf in my own cauſe revenge' will take. 


[ Agrippa ad Mecznas hold him. 


Though bloud's below an Emperour to ſpill, 
Tle firſt diſarm 'em, and then you ſhall kill. 


- | [ Strives to get from Agrippa. _ Y 
Thus an old Lion ſtruggks with his prey, 

Which when all torn his flaming eyes ſurvey, 

The Royal Savage ſcorns the eakie. prize, 

And calls his, young ones forth with dreadful cries; - 
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He gathers round him all the cruel brood, 
Thus calls 'em on, and fleſhes 'em in blood. 


[ Preaks from their arms, Gloriana unveils and meets him. 


Glor. Auguſtus, hold, and Ceſar's Son retire, 
'Tis juſt that I for all ſhou'd once expire ; E 
Ceſario but for me you ne're had known, 
Who ſav'd my life by hazarding his own. 
Becauſe [. eſario has my honour freed, 
Your doom has ſentenc'd him and theſe to bleed : 
Which to avoid, and ſet all right again, 
Ceſar, I yield to wear my former chain. | 
Ceſ. Ah cruel Princeſs! what, what have you-don? 
And whither wou'd you from Ceſario run ? 
All's loſt for which I thought life worth regard; 
You have your (elf transfertr't] that dear reward 
Which I with thouſand dangers wou'd havebought, 
You have you ſelf my ſharpeſt torments wrought. 
Death I cou'd meet in its moſt hideous forms; 
In brazen Bulls, in racks, wheels, fires, and ſtorms, 1: 
But cannot ſee you his : ---» Here, Tyrant, take (renders his 
A life that does its own diſquiets make. Sword. 
To her vexation, terrour 'tis to thee, 
But of all torments 'tis the worſt to me. | 
Ang. I take thy Sword, and when TI think it fit 
Thy Fu her melancholly houſe ſhall quit. FN; 
Glory. By all Heroick: proofs of your high fame, i 1 
When yours I ceaſe to be, I nothing am: 1 
Conceal'd exalted projects fill my mind, 
I had not elſe to Ceſar thus reſign'd - 
What is all yours, "46 
Ceſ. By Heav'h you are all his, 
Already he is haſtning to his blils. / C 
How to your ſelf unkmd,to me unjuſt, : 
4 


That wou'd to one ſo known a Tyrant truſt; 

I ſee his eyes red with Triumphant luſt. 3-4; |, 

I ſee him from your ſacred bodyrteat x oy Duo Tir] 

The ſcatter'd Robes in your 4 'd:bairy: > 
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I ſee his bloudy hand, I hear histongue 71 17 1 {17 
Cry Yield, and now 1 ſee you'thrown along;. 
Hands tir'd, ſpeech loſt, no Rhet'rick now appears, . 
But ſpeaking (ighs, and more perlwading tears : 
Now graſping thee my fancy ſhews him nigher, 
Pale as thy cheeks, and ſhaking with deſite;: 
I ſee him on thy vanquiſh'd honour tread, 
I ſee the Rape, and with the {ight am dead. 

Aug. Death ! ---- Ile endure no more, haſt, lead her hence 
And Guards, upon your lves ſecure. the Prince. LOO 
How darſt thou gaze thus'niow thy doom is paſt> 

Ceſ. Tle look my ſoul out. -. woe? 091 Þ! 

Aug. Do, this look's thy laft. 
To rack thee more, thou ſhalt look once again, 


And paſs by Heavn to Hell ; 'tis witty: pain, | 

And worthy of a King's revengetul brain.. : 

As obſcene Birds ſtiatch the remains of. light, 

Riſe late in Summet-Eves, 'and ſet in Night; .' | / 
So like a Bat thou fhalt her eyes ſurvey, 
Then in death's deepeſt darkneſs dive away. 


( Pe goes out, folow'd by Marcellus, Julia, Narcifſa, who 
ſeem to intreat him; Guards ſtay.) 


Ceſ. O Gloriana ! 

Glory. OCeſario ! 

Ceſ. Ceales 
Let's ſeal our lips 'with everlaſting peace : 
Griefs ſo unutterable who can ſpeak ? 

Glory. Have we hearts ſtill? 

Ceſ. Grant Heav'n that mige may break. 

Glor. Caferis we mult part. 

Ceſ. Gods ! (he's in haſt, d 
The time the Tyrant gave ſhe wiſhes paſt. 

Glor. Ceſar's commands will inſtantly be ſent, 
'Tis better to divide-than' to be rent. 
How much I love =— . = 

Ceſ. ThatI wou'd dying hear, *O 
And to the ſhades the ſweet expreſſions bear. - 


The Court-of Aaguſtus.Cefar, 
Glor. Why (hou'd you wiſh what: cannot be Expreſt, s 


Love's magnitnde is harder to declare, :: : 

Than 'tis to tell the bigneſs ef a Star, 

This I can ſay, if that can paſſion ſhew, | 

With you I'd rather to a Cottage go, 1. 7 ot 11 - 


'Tis death to part, ----. and yet I muſt be gone. : 
This though I know, I cannot but look back, _ 
And figh adietis, and thowland farewells take..-: {: - 
I linger after you, and 'wiſh your fight, 1 _. © -: 
Like Birds that languiſh for the morn 


But bath'd in tears lye pining for the breaſt ; 
I ſeek your heart, and when I find it gone, . 
I weep and (ighas I wou'd break my own. 

Ceſ. [Tis Love, 'tis Love the great deapextaſie, 
And I with Raptures find you equal-me: + 
O that ſuch Loves ſhou'd have ſo quick a doom! 
Like lives of Lilles, blaſted -in their bloom : - 
Yet we'] appear in this laſt minute ſtrong, 
And talk as if our joys.ſhou'd flouifiriong : 
We, like proteſting Swains, will plight our faith, | 
And wiſh that when we break, our perjur'd breath £ # 
May \trajt be ſtop'd by the cold hand of death. .- 
' Gloy. If notto-death my paſſionT preſerve,;1 -,- 


But gueſs my flame by that which warms your breaſt? 11! 
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Than with AnguZ74 live and wear aCrown y:l :; | 11H 


ing light: /; . ve Of! 
Like Babes unkjndly wean'd, that:take ad xeft}; 1 ti 11 
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And all the Love which you cam;give..deſervey:: | [':; ny 


Though from their ſeats the Rival Gods came-down,” - 
And each ſhou'd wooe me with a'Starry Crown; ::.-:;] 
Though the fine Sun, or finer God of Loye,:,; - 
Shou'd ſwear they priz'd me; more. than joaysabove; 


; Yetif to them in all the beams they; wear, 2/1 1 th » | 12: 


I did not thee-in humble weeds prefer! : ith | 2h 


May Lions bolting from the neareſt Wood, 1 1.:+ Abs 199; 


Quench their hot thirſt in Gloraana's blood. - ::./ ; 
Ceſc If thou more fair then the red, mornings dawn, . | 
Sweeter then Pearley dews thatKent the lawns 1: 7 


Then 


=) 
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Then blue-ey'd Violets, or the damask Roſe, 
When in her hotteſt fragrancy ſhe glows, 
And the cool Weſt her art odour blows ; 
It thou art not the darling of my feu]l, 
May Mountains big with curſes on me Toul. 
Glor. On me may Lightnings fall, and Mildews rain, 
And may I dye at laſt of Mother's pam. 
Ceſ” May Jove fhowr all his Thunders on my head, 
And may I be deſpis'd when I am —_ ; 
Then as I Iye all pale upon thegr A 
May ev'ry Virgin give my breaſt a wound; 
May no eye pity me, nor heart deplore + 
That faithlefs wretch who his firſt Love forſwore. F xennt. 


XG __ 
SCENE, The Imperial Chamber, | 


- Auguſta, Narciſſa. 


Aug. W Hat! ſhall [ never. reſt till lam dead? 
Nar. Tie wake you m your everlaſting bed; 

Tle baniſh ſilence from your ears, your eyes 
Affright with forms of gaatly mmilerics: 
Yet hear me. momoas F3 

Aug. Thou ſhalt be a Gender $ wiſe, 
Ask meno more to ſpare Ceſarvy's life, 
A vagabond thou ſhouldſt:diſdain to own, 
I (wear Tle match thee t6:a Prince 5'be gone. | 

Nar. A Prince! what Prince; v what King, what God can i'be | 


Equal to him, to my Divitnty ? - 

He is a Prince, a King, a God tome; 

My heart's firlt, laft, chief, deareſt, only joy ; 

Can you hear this, 'yet purpoſe nodoſiroy'? ! SITT 
O Iron heart ! 


ſt! . Aug. 


T be Wh Auguttus Cer 


Ang. Yet you can make it.rung. F HEY 4 
Soft do), be gone: IM \ 2in3qe 
Nar. My milkie infancy why did you grace, N\. 
And flatter ſo while you did me embrace 2... 
And ſwear this was = oa charming face z: FP ; 207 310 
Is there no ſweetneſs left, no grace tomave?...-. | © 
Am1I grown old ? have Iquite loft your lave?--:/ Qt! fl 
No kind remains? all promiles Rnd. 111) "> 
Aug. They are, they are, and I will yay thee pought. 2d 
Im calfd to high affairs and muſt nor lay; ;.; 1144 lt te - | | 4tl 
Go to your Garden-huſwifry, away. | 
Nar. 'Tis well indeed you. -—— * op _ 
| Ot times as I on beds of Violets ſat, 
You on my knees plac'd yaur  inſ-Goge | 
While on your Crown my In rings ls, oy \& 
And all your Silver hairs in 91: 7m 21 og Fe 
And then you ſmil'd and. Ry m_ you Fore”; 
Whatever I cou'd ask of, teaus PAW, : 
It ſhou'd be granted : This-yow needs muſt know, 
And Heavn that heard; you ſire will angry grow, 2 
And will revenge, if you deny. me-now. | 
Aug. Auguitus cannot with Ceſario ſtand: 
Asking his life, thou doſt my death, demand. _ 
Two C e/ars the rent World, will ne're. obey, ., ? 


- 


As well two Rival Suns might drive the day, 
Or Jove a partner brook, in/keav'nly-Gyay;: + 1 {; 

Nar. Poor Prince, you wrong him; he an Emperoue ! 
Alaſs he never meantto fharg.your; pow:r's, : / ff 3110 1717] 
Spare but his life, and he with me ſhall dwell, | 
In Groves which all your Palaces-excellz 
Where Heavnand Earth their choigeſt wealth beſtow, 
Where no ſuch weeds as Pride or Envy grow; {i » C 9mm oT 
We'l mock the arts of Courts;;and harms of og 110 
Where thoſe are higheſt, that wade deep-in fate, 
Like Giants very cruel, very great. 

Aug. Well, leave me, Fe conlides what to do, 
Ceſaria lives, and owes ble to You,: - 
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Nar. Live! ſhall he live ! O Heav'ns ! pronounce it pl: 

Speak Let him live, diſtinaly once again, 

That I may dye upon the raviſh'd ſound, 

And with my laſt breath eccho, Live around. 

But you perhaps your myſtick'mind nnfold 

In Riddling terms, like Ofacles of old; 

And I unknowing-infiocenee may take 

Your purpoſe wrong, and ſome groſs errour make. 

Dear dreadful! Sir, let me this grace receive, [ keel. 

Shall he without equivocation live? + 7 


'''FE'yter Gloriana. 


Aug. Riſe, dear Narciſ/a, riſe, haſt and retire, 
I yield, I grant whatever you require. 

Nar. This is my hated Rival, e'reI go 
Ile watch and what-ſhe atts with Ceſar know, 

Aug. Ambition's poiſon which the Spirits burn, 
And all the bloud to liquid Sulphur turn; 
The toil of War when action makes us ſweat, 
Scorch'd with our ſultry-Arms redoubled heat ; 
Plagues, Surferts, Feavers, the great harms of Peace, 
Contracted by exc-flive idlenefs, 

Are Dew-drops to the brands, the glowing fire 
You kindle here, and with your breath inſpire. 

Glor. My tears ſhalJ quench the flame. 

Aug. You may-as well © 
Put out the Sun, or quench the fires of Hel!. 

I thought you (ct for ever, but you riſe 
More glorious, more tormenting to my eyes. 

Glory. Of furious paſſion why ſhou'd you complain 
To me? AmlT the authorof your pain ? £2 
Or can I help what'yor ordam ſhallbe? 

You raiſe theſe ſtorms, and caſt 'erh upon me. 

The works of Beauty, like it (elf, are fair; 

I beg for Peace, 'tis you that thunder War : 

Like March Tyrarnick rage hlack-Fempelts pours, : 
But ] like 4pri/ am ai] Stin and Lows: 


Lu. 
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'Tisfrue, gominu.s Jorns mycpeage tio! 
And v0 old Qcgan prrnge\as F 12 TENT we "9 
About my head manyState-Tempeſislag,.; ERS | HO 
And rapid troubles, the rais'd.billows wing] au. Kang oY 
Yet Beautie's Renee like.the Mo $ below. 1 Þ 2ig1 (: 21A 


Is cauſe oo Rb Ons. ant ebb and. SW 2! yy iy : 25:11 44 
But tis at le L by he reſold, 1 wall... 1 if In, 


For the Worlds quiet, and my own, be Gat: 
You like the Queen of ad watted in pling, 


Diſtilling cordial Gyeets Faling b4 Ine, 

Shall lull my ſtormy nes d head, 7 fioqge clhpr 27} 
On the ſoft 7 MrmL-HRES by | tp laid | ok 
Glor. Shall then Ceſario hive? ;-, _c: BY 

Aug. He (hallyhe myth. " Ahr 501 ABA 
Tis indiſputable, be,thqu u,but juſt: 3-pig ni” * 3-37} Jloh {a 


With kindneſs my unwearied love regardycn: 1c 91 1 
And give my ſervices their due reward. _ 

Glor. Let him briGlips,ahd'that reward thay come. 

Aug. Live }: he ſhall, live beyond. the day,c of kdoome EF 
Conſent, yield, bow thy beauties:to my.,y | be. 
Would(t thou have odds 7 Thou haſt, bole Nations Spill 
Or if t' oblige the World you L breath beſt ſhow, ;-jr 47": 
Ceſfario $ lite will betoolittle 3,no t pion, 

His immortality, can ng re 2" | 
Speak but the. word, the | the, dead fuall cſs. "En. 
Heroes that dyd. a thouſand HI Tefo 3 a 


, + Adampnting Gare 


Shall burſt death : 
Thoug h Pluto (hou'd him(ett e. Portes. wo” 


And —k amaz'd to light at thy. command. : - 
Glor. Tis fit that. none penearagn Ponda. OY 4 Wh 
Mingle with Pon OFT (i Þ1iduq 

We know Ceſario, SU Roging eroe, Ye 
But 'tis Angnitws rules the Uri X 

Yet lince Ceſario durſt the Wain AR 

Why let him live, butin HF Coat dwell, 

And not preſume to. ollics he ; 200 ot 1107 - 
He dies if he ago in, ae G9 7ns ooh wo lid), 
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Aug. My paflion drinks eyes refreſhing reins L 
Circkes th breath, and: ory ore the ſtreams 5 301 
I reel, my joy's ſo ſprightly fierce refin'd, 

Yes, Mad: am, Loves ; the drunkenefs oth” wind: 
Men rais'd with. Wine e« al with Monarchs move; © 
But Kings are Gods-Whi 2 extalf d by Love. 

Ghy. With equa] palfion 1 your raprtires orect, 
With as fierce fires' your hotteft burnitigs meet 3 ; 
Fierce as Thaleſtris Alexander fought, 

But with ſuch Armsas no deſttudron wrovght: 

Ile ruſh upon you with's Heav'in'of Charms, 
And make you buckle when you're out of Artns: * 
Aug. © thou art all the ſweetneſsof the earth, 
Thou mak'ſt me young, nay giv'it me anew birth; 

And doſt ſuch Virgin-thoughts tg me _ 
As if Ine're had known gehghits before,” - 


Narciſla meets. 'e-n going ans. 


ar. Stay, C. eſa ar, ſtay, thou man of mighty il, 
Hear me, and all the ſtings of Honour _. 
If you perſiſt; go otr* rj this —_ 77 
{ay you arrive-at Hell ;' may never + | 
Nor Glory which did once your breaſt ifne 
Gild your atchievements, nor adory-your name : 
May you. be hurl'd from the high Helm' of State, | 
And ſeem more vile thay ever you were great.” | - | 
Ang. This ſeed of fire, leſt it ſhou'd ſpread about, 4 
] will diſcreetly in its growth: put ont': | 
She ſhall a Prisner be, take her away. 
Nar. Bind mein dungeons, Ray I will not ſay: . 
To publiſh thy diſgrace Ie ſhoot throuph' pores, : 
Tle pierce, T'le-fly,Fle buſt the priſon- Joors: ads 
This ſeed of fire Nall t ten thofind fears, 
And (et the World on blens about your ears. | 
Ang. No, to the Veſtals yau ſhall go, and there, 
Since youre ſo hot, the Sar ed fires repair; 
While you have any breath there Fork your ſpight, 
This frantick zeal will make 'em burn more bright. 


Glor. 
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Glor. Though highly'bomm, þ JL educatedlaw,. |. 


Diſtance, degrees, and;forms now, 
She like a Shepherdeſs pay Proces vs. | to 2 
Is dazl'd with Tu height to which ſhe's mov'd. WIA bs | 


Though bold to-madneſs,. pardon her for mes, 5 ON. 
Excule her and leave her free... 
Nar. At dy x requeſt | difdainfull as you are, - 6g | 

Offending, falſe, and moſt deſtructive _.... 

Rather than with thy pray'rs Te freedom up, 

Dark as thy ſoul I will in:/dungeans]1ye.;.... ... 

By philters, witeheraft, and Internal art, 

'Tis true that thou haſt ſtoln Geſaxio's okle: 

Thou like a cruel Fairy didſt convey _ : | - 

That dear belov'd, that darli heart Ie | * APE. 

And in its room a cold dead figure lay... . Wop >yly 

But I will be reveng'd, 49, Picges tear... Oy 2 oo. ys 

Thoſe borrow'd eyes, ant ks”, WA 96 

Pull off thy pride, diſiobe.thy, gorgeous pow'r,, ——_ 

And ſtrip'd of thoſe, ſhew thee.a Witch all o're. © © Cx 
Aug. phe to ſome dark room. let her be had, . 20 

For either you and I, or ſhe 1s mad. 

| Nar. Yes, go devour yourſelyes with eager wy 

Gnaſh with the pangs of paſſion, grind to dult ; 

Joyn'd with diſhonour-inf{nonſ{ly one, 

So-may ye to the bluſhing world Tr ſheywn :. 

As once the grim laſcivious God of War,  _. 

Caught by the jealous Husband's watcbfull care, © 

Kifling Love's melting Empreſs,. was betray'd, 

Ridiculous to all high Rulers made; 

May thy Gold Scepter wither an her 2 IONS: 

Still be a Slave, and ſtill may ſhe command.” . > "Exit 
Glor. Ceſar is mov'd, in his conſid rate eye © 

I read remorſe, and\ warring paſſions ſpy 3 

With ſtronger charms 'tis juſt I draw him on, 

Leſt the revenging decg be. 0 Ur = 
Aug. No, Ile not: g0;49'be d; nor italt the Ye Ws 7 TEN 

The ole poiſon whoſe bg enks.A PFH 1 | © OP 


Y x 
- 6 = ® 


We” 


, 4 _ 
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Neither in Bed not Throne! He'be her Slave, | 
That Neſt of pleaſure; but my Honout's' Grave: C 

Here like Pigmalion's Image will F ſtand, 

But never to be warm'd by any-hand. -. - 

Glory. What ſudden horrour's'this' that clouds: your eyes, 
Like damps which from-[orne* yauſt's foul:bottony riſe ? 
Smoth'ring the chearfull lights 'thar-ſhone'erewhile, 

Tt turns to mortal frowns your evry ſmile: '_ : 
The breath of any man can warm, or chill; 


Bnt yours alone can make alive; of 7 | UH 17 WIE 
Fug. Of late ſo coy, and ti6w 6 forward grown: 
tbemyſierics of Loye Fhave\tdrKnown,” F101 513 9; 


Nor can I this dark' iddle's'meatting oueſs;. 25.5 1 9411 31 

If Fate be in't, let yore {elf expreſs; | 274i! lod 1.512 26: 

I feel vaſt appetite, (yet dieadtbreat; - - bi CO! 431 bf bo A 

As if I ſaw that death were inthe tricat. = ; = a ur 1 :ud 

As halt-ſtarv'd F i tharfdr the mortal Hook, 1g Sort 

Yet by the Jovely Bant:drawn "ts ate ſtrook ; j wits To 11:14 

She hangs ſo fajr, ſo tempting t&my'eye, ' 10 10:1 

Let ruine wait, _ ra(t her t] notgh r dye. M1 BHO. on 
| 16 JJO'Y 17511314 4: 4 
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Flow ſevere 3s fate to break: a beart 
That never "Wert a Yourrng 5 ritfiricg off; nf 

To torture it with thdBſe- fant ON min offe gf 
For too muth' conftant loving « ' 2270162] 14 1 

T bleed, I bleed, T melt away, © 
I waſh my watry Pillow ; is Hs v1 

4 walk the Woods alone ul any; 917558. Dio 

And wrap me round i in W Tow. $971 BY. 


Czſario ſo "if ING 4s from ſep 


Ce/. The not endure't';” Hence fem my fancy' ruſh, 
Or I to nought*your 'Frightfull; air will cruſh: 
Methought I ſaw her 1n Augaſti4 bed, ' - / 10g 
Anh: after by my ſide beheld her dead. 


Dye 


The Conrt of Auguſtus Ceſar, 
Dye Gloriana, better thou ſhouldſt bleed, 
Than once conſent in thought to-ſuch a deed. 


Enter Narciſla. 


O beauteous Virgin, daughter of the Spring, 
Who to my Winter doſt refreſhings bring, 
Still all in tears ? Like the Celeſtial bow, 
Bending with cares and forrows that o'reflow:; 
Though bright yet ſad thy ſhinings all appear, 
And on thy ev'ry Glory hangs a' tear. 

Nar. Alas I know not what I have to ſay, 
Yet I methinks cou'd talk to you all day; 
| Tell you the mightineſs of Tyrant Love,” 
And how I couw'd from Courts with you remove ; 
Cou'd like the humble Lark ini my cold Neft, * 
Abroad all night in froſty Meadows relt':'' 
So I my vows to' you my Star might bring, 
And ev'ry morning Songs of ſorrow ſing.  -' 


Ceſ. O torment which the gen'rous:cannot bear!-. . | 


Ceaſe thy lamented ſtory to'declarey/ ot 7 
Dolefull and ſweet as waking'Nightingales,” | 
When they repeat in Groves'their Tragick Tales. 
Nar. Is it then writ in'the dark books above; - 
That you the poor Narciſ/a ne're1hall 'Jove 2 
That ſhe ſhall languiſh with" eternal pain, 1 
And never, never be belov'd again? - ' ». 
O ſtay, I ſee denial in your eyes: 
Yet as when ſome belov'd Relation dyes, | 
We to the perſon-whom he lov'd moſt dear -. 
With caution come, firſt uſher doubt, then fear, c 
And with ſad preparation teach'the'earz 
So to my trembling heart be cruel kind, 
And ſooth with ſoft delays my wounded mind. 
Ce: I will for ever thus before thee ftand,” _ - 
Walk, fit, or live, or dye at thy command. -< 


Nar. 'Tis Heav'n to be thus part of one poor hour 


To gaze and talk ; alas, I ask no more. 


wr, 
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And yet methinks —— 
If you and me the Emp'rour wouw'd ſecure, - 
Where you my company tnuſt needs endure, 
In ſome cloſe priſon for a year or lo, 
'Fd find ſuch thouſand ways my love to ſhew, 
With thouſand pretty offices to ſerve, j' 
"That you ſhou'd ſay at laſt/ſhe does deſerve; — 
Nay ſigh perhaps, and as I weary Jay 
Before your feet, with:tears,my.labour pay.. 
Ceſ. O arm thy gentle boſome with diſdain, | 
And o're thy heart a noble conqueſt-gain!. 
Think me, alas, unworthy to receive, 

And the vaſt Preſent to ſome other g1Vc- [<1 
Nar. There is no reaſon why we love, nor how, 
Yet to the yoke weall abmiſfive bow: | wor bu/ 
With equal feet Laveitreads on Kings and Swaint, E #7! (> (50) 


Like death o're ev'ry neck hecafts his chains, | 

He wakes in Thrones, and {Jeeps in flowrie Plams.: | 
Cefſ. Will you forgive met I preſs to-hear _ COTEES = ip 

How Gloriana'does her arrows bear.': | 
Nav. Yes, that's the beauteous Thief that ſtole my fk 250 

In whom your ſoul ignobly does delight ;; in: Ln & 

For the bleſt know, though ſhe more beauteous be, 

In vertue ſhe comes ſhort, far ſhort of me. 

Vile as ſhe is, untrue toall her vows; + +. 

Who now the Tyrant's proffer'd Juſt allows. 
Cef. O do not ſpot thy Virgin-piurity 

With ſuch untruths, for one foloſt as 

She vile! ungentle cruel as you are, 

Take heed, take heed; thou moſt injurious Fair, - 

And ſpeak no mare, Ie you be underſtood. 

To have a fpice of Ceſerm yourblood-: bf 
Nar. If there be truth in what the dying ſay, -,. 

Who wou'd ſuſpected with;the Hving ſtay 3 

By Heav'n the is as.falf& as} am true, 

And Ceſar wholly does herſoubſubdae: . 

To baniſhment.ſhegald)your {anteric'd head, 

And ſleeps this night in the knpemal bed, - 


Though ſhe were charm'd ſhe ſhou'd no 
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Ceſ. Never ſuch thund'ring ſhall my vengeance make, 


{hunher take, 


Though ſhe were fleep, --- fleepl were ſhedeath yet ſhe ſhou'd 


Tle rouze her with the noiſe of all my wrongs; 
Furies ſhall call her with eternal tongues, 

Falſe, falſe, forſworn: — But I unjult appear, 
And you more cruel than. the. Tyrant are 3 
Cruel to add to ſuch a maſs of 5 grit, 

And I unjuſt to poorer words bolicf. 

Nar. How ! think me guilty of a Lye! O-Heay'n! 
Have I liv'd thus{ — Yeti'may you be forgiv/ns - 

I am unfit to live, and you to love, . 

Let me to Death, and you to War remove; 

You cannot be too rude in Armour dreſt, 

Since cruelty is there like fame profels'd, _ . 
Like Love in Courts, it raves' ev'ry breaſt.  \ 
Nor (ball I need your Sword to make a wound, 
This laſt unkindneſs weighs me-to the ground. ': | 
O all ye vows of paſhion thatT gave): . 

Return ang let me hide-ye in the Grave. 

Ceſ. Fal} firſt teamillions fixch as.l,&'re thou! ': | 
To any grief my folly marnur'd bow :' 1 
Look up, thou eye oth* World, why dogs the red 
That now adorn'd thy cheeks, appear ſo dead ? 
What fatal Purple's this that ſhakes thy lip? 

Nar. I'm adding one ſmalligtam to death's vaſt heap, 
Thy love, thy love, hard-hearted Cefer's Son, 

The poor accus'd Narcifz has undone. 
Methinks you are not now ſo lovely quite, 

Or elſe 'tis death that.darkens thus my ſight : 
Not to believe ! — 'twas ſounkimd' a/part,: 
There wanted only that to break my heatt,: 

Ceſ: Believe! Iſwear'l do, I will believe; * - 
And but for thee I will hereafter hve; 

Tle tear that cruel Sorcereſs from my beaſt, 

And plant thee there of all my heart poſleſs'd : 

O do not dye and leave medumb, deaf; bligd, ' "+ 
Expos'd to all the curſes of mankind; ' 


het 


( wake. 


Whole 
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Whole earth will arm it (elf againft my:head, : 
And all the damn'd-torment me when I'm dead. 

| Nar. Al ſoft repoſe, how {weetly now I reft, 


Asif your bolome were/with Roſes -dreſt:;'' 1. 0 oh 
Wou'd you have been thus: vey Gp [ bad ind? - 61} ear? 


*+* P 


Cel. Witneſs — Ti; tif; )\ HJ 51188 CHDS | 

Nar. Nay now you ſhall not! 'be beliei'd=- 29 510; wo7 bn 
O Gloriana, bleſt above women, how: © 1151 by: 25: 03 [21rt\ 
Did(ſt thou this heart to thy fallo beamy bow? 0) EPA 
I over-heard her. with the Emperour, -77t 514; Þ£ 197 ut $ 


Tis dying truth; ſhe:loves/your teforthail pow: T. 

But I above the World, or thatcKigh blig [-: 

To which I haſt -— for my _——— pence, 50] 

Give me thy love; —— NO more.!'/. i» 9 
Ceſ.: My ſoul'receive, -:-- -/ Ice 4 gat 

Which thus infus'd-ſhall-a'new hvinggive,: HOU 51 

Breathe with my breath; and: with -my-being live. -:' 
Nar. The mighty cordial does'my enſese cloys © 

I dye like thoſe that ſurfeit with waſt joy: 

Had you ſuch words ſome'minutes ſooner ſpoke; -g, ': : i: 

They'd faſtned life, but now:'tisvaintoi ſpeak, : '.'1{, 4 a 

For what can hold us when our heart4trings break. (4h 
Ceſ. Take me along, by Heav'n Tlefollow thee, WOTs 

But how, no Inftrument'of deſtiny.? Yen 

Heart, ca nit not break like:hers? —.how calm the went: ; 

But mine's-too big, and nat with-flite be renm;''/* 5 17 f 1117 

Torn from my prifon-hoitfe> why: to: it thall, - M8 Fol AT 

Te ruth and leave my brains on yondet wall. 2955 oo 1 


p => ©. F< 


Dye! 'tis moſt fit z yet e'rethe deed be wrought, ror idiot 
Shall not the blood:of Pompey know: het fauls2 1597 1's 40) 


Yes, Gloriana, yes, thou mumiym _— FF 1. od ood 
Tle hollow death and: vehpe afce m thy ear 3 [72 7 2120 
Rouze thee from Glorte' ra with potent ctics, 21724 2%) 


Charm'd like a naked Ghoſt compell'd to riſe. 


| Enter Matcellys. . br nt 
Mar. Tbring chivg: haſty-bews, hve; live, bu.fly. 201 oh © 
( on News for thy new$4aok. there, and bid medye., 2072. 
2. Mar. 
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Mar. My Siſter dead! 

Ceſ. She parted from life's Tree 
Hard like Green-fruit, and ſhe was pluck'd by me. 
Why doſt thou bend her? life thou canſtnot mold ; 
She 1s like Alablaſter, fair but cold. | 

Mar. O barb'rous Friend ! — Friend! I the name diſows, 
But 'tis thy blood that muſt ber loſs attone ; 

Thy own curs'd tongue which did her murder boaſt, 
Has fentenc'd thee to death 3 = for ever loft, 
Dye, Royal wretch. =——— 
Ceſ: What does thy arm arreſt ? 
I have no Sword, and proffer thee my breaſt: 
Why doſt thou turn thy melting eyes away ? 
I amin haſt for death, and cannot ſtay. 

Mar. Thou art not yet fo black but my quick ſight, 
Through all thy ſhades can ſpy ſome ſtreaks of light ; 
Though bloudy, thou art valiant, and I ſcorn | 
To give baſe death to one ſo Nobly born: 

Thou ſhalt in equal Duel periſh. 

Ceſ. No, 

Thou wert my Friend, and canſt not be my Foe. 
'Tis true, thy Siſter dy'd for love of me; 

Can mortals help what Heav'n ſets down ſhall be? 
Am TI in fault? To thee I muſt be fo; 

Then right thee here, 'twill prove a welcome blow. 


£ter Talia. 


Fl. Ceſario, hive! what means my fatal Lord? 
[s't poſſible that you can draw your Sword 
Againſt your Friend, that Friend whole life of late 
Our prays redeem'd from near approaching fate ? 

Mar. Look there, and blame the vengeance I ſhon'd give ; 
Is this a Friend ? does he deſerve to live? 

The horrid crime which he has done peruſe, 
And then the juſtice of my rage excuſe. 

Ceſ. Something tn this laſt treatment ſhews thee baſe ; 

Thou callſt my crime, what my misfortune was : 


Should 
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Should I have us'd thee thus, who wert to me 
A thouſand times more dear then life could be ? 
Jul, How e're unfortunate, »twas a dread deed, 
At ſuch a ſight my Father's eyes will bleed : 
Yet, Oh Marcel{'xs ! ſpare C2ſario's life, 
'Tis due to Friendſhip, and your weeping Wife : 
Sorrow ſo noble paints his manly look, 
That to the heart I am with pity ſtrook. 
Let his life's former acts this once perſwade, 
For faults perhaps which his 1l] fortune made, 
Mar. "Tis in the clouds what ere 1t be, and why, 
But my heart ſays, by me he cannot dye; 
. Butfly, be gone to ſome far defart, where 


Thou maiſt with ſafety live, thou canſt not here, 

For though we ſpare thee, Ceſar will not ſpare. 
7ul. Go, go, Ceſario, fly thy threatning fate, 

And fly from thoſe thou mak it unfortunate. 

Ceſ: Wretch that 1 am, and terrour to the Earch ! 
Where, where is now th' advantage of my birth, 
But to be highly miſerable? no, 

Marcellzz, yet there's ſomething left to do; 
Bring me, before we part for ever, where 

I may to Gloriana's guilt appear: 

By Heav'n nor ſhe nor Czſar ſhall be harm'd, 
For I will go with nought but ſorrow arm'd : 
By all remembrance of our Friendſhips paſt, 
Grant me this one requeſt, for 'tis my laſt. 

Mar. 1 will do this; go not that way, my eyes 
Grow fi:k, and clouds of death before me riſe. Exennt. 


SCENE, Th: Emperours Bed-Chamber. 


Gloriana ſola, dreſt in white with a Dagger in 
her hand, Tapers, &c. ” 


Glor. He dyes, this Idol of the earth ſhall down 
That brow that aw'd the World with ev'ry frown, 
This night ſhall bear its terrours to the Grave, 
There Great Ang»ſixs ſhall his Empire have, 


When 
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When he is dead, Marcel/zs mult aſcend, 
And to high (ſafety call hisnoble Friend 3 

To ſave my honour, and C2ſario too, 

What more can Gloriana with to do ? 

O Love! how maſculine are all my fires? . 
With what dread thoughts the God my breaſt inſpires ? 
When like a Lion all compos'd to reſt, 

The Tyrant leans upon my Virgin-breaſt, 
In golden dreams expeCting boundleſs blils, 
Tle rock him faſt, for ever faſt with this. 
But heark, he comes, I muſt my arm prepare, 
He to the Bed and wait his coming there. 


Czſario enters, goes to the Bed, draws the Curtain, and 
gazes on her © ſhe riſes amaz d. 


Glor. Who's this? am I awake, or do I ſee? 

Ceſario here indeed, can this be he? 
If thou be Cz2ſar's Son that did adore 
The bloud of Pompey, ſpeak, or love no more. 

Ceſ. Love no more. 

Glor. Why doſt thou thus with frightfull ation gaze? 
Or art thou but the Ghoſt of him that was ? 

Ceſ. The Gholt of him that was. 

* Glor. Such by thy ſtedfaſt eyes thou wou'dlt appear, * 
Thy dread replies unuſual horrour bear, 

zet ſure that form my ſoul can never fear. 

Who was thy murd'rer, if thou murder'd be? 

By Ceſar (lain, or wert thou kill'd by the 

Ceſ. Kill'd by thee. 

Glory. Ceaſe, horrid eccho, ceaſe, and tell at large, 
What doſt thou ſeek, what is it thou wou'd(t charge 2? 
Some dreadfull buſineſs drives thy ſtormy mind, 

In Gloriana's brealt a Haven find. 
Art thou diſtracted with thy mighty grief? 
Or wou'd(t thou gain from wretched me relict ? 
Ceſ. 1 came to ſeek for painted vertue here, 
For one exceeding falſe, exceeding fair ; 
I 2 


Far 
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For one whoſe breaſt ſhone like a Silver cloud, 
But did a heart compos'd of Thunder ſhrowd ; 
For one more weeping than the face of Ne, 
Whoſe liquid Chr yſtal hides the Crocodile 3 
For one who like a God from:Heav'n did pour 
Rich rain, but luſt was in-the golden ſhow: ;. 
For one who like Pardora beauteous flew, 

But a long train of curſes with her drew; 
For one who like a Rock of Diamonds ſtood; 
But hemm'd with death; and umiverſal flood. 
Glor. Did I not know you of the Nobleſt frame; 
I muſt confeſs you might the manner blame ; 
Appearance wou'd ſome jealous troubles raiſe, 
Reſpect the time, the poſture, and the place : 
But truſt me and retire: 
Ceſ. Still worſe; — Retire, _ 
And leave thee here to roul in finfull fire, 
Like a fair Glutton gorging vaſt deſire ! 
O Appetite of Angels! ſuch with awe 
Thou did{t appear when firſt thy form I ſaw : 
Glory came down, and Beauty hover'd there, 
But fleeting as the boſome of the Air ; 
Air not more wiſh'd, nor eaſter had than thou ; 
Air which the Gods to men and' brutes allow. 
Glor. Have I deſerv'd this ? but you may go on, 
My faith will better by your guilt be ſhewn. 
Ceſ. Tis true, the dreſs of innocence you have, 
You Jook as you were going to a Grave ; 
Prepar'd to crumble into Roſie duſt, 
To meet a Tomb, and not the Bed of luſt: 
Such Heavnis in your face all clean and white, 
Like Goddeſles in fleſh, ſo clear to ſight; 
But 'tis not fit I tell what's lodg'd within, 
How full thy boſome is of fouleſt ſin: 
Glory. Speak, for I am prepar'd the worſt to hear. 
Ceſ. O ſuch a heart thou haſt that lodges there, 
It all things deadly and perverſe does will ; 
So in bright Palaces black Tyrants kill : 


So- mortal damps-are hid in golden Mines, 
And deprav'd ſpirits lurk in Sacred ſhrines, 

Glor. Have you done yet? 

Ceſ. The ills that thou haſt done, 

Will like the Steeds of Night for ever run; 
Furies ſtill Iaſhing on — for thee, ingrate, 
I was the cauſe of dead Narciſz's fate. 

Gler. O Heavns! 

Ceſ. 'T was love of thee that urg'd her doom; 
Thou thoughtſt thy perjury ſhou'd never come 
To theſe deluded ears, but 'twas from her 
L learnt how excellently falle you-were: 

But I fond fool wou'd not believe, till ſhe 
By death confirm'd thy matchleſs treachery. 

Glor. I ſeem'd indeed with C2ſzr to conſent; 
But 'twas to give him fatal puniſhment ; 

Toend bis Tyrannies with one great blow, 
Which all your rage in vain eſſay'd to doe: 
For this I leant on the Imperial Bed, 

Deeply reſolv'd with this to ſtrike him dead ; 
For this I urg'd you to retire at firſt, 

'Tis true, or may Þ be for ever curs'd. 

Ceſ. TI know, I know you cannot want excyle, 
The fair are ſtill moſt witty in abuſe ; 

But I am arm'd, with demonſtration arm'd, 


And will no more with Beautie's wounds be harm : 


Did not the dying ſpeak it? perfeCt proof ; 
I heard, I've ſeen, by Heav'n there is enough: 
I will be deaf as winds when Sea-men pray, 
And ſweep as furious and as (wift as they. 
Gloy. Yet cruel turn. 
Cef. By all the Gods He not, 
I;am reſolv'd, and: will no more be caught : 
Thus turning from thee, thus I loſe the fight 
Of all I ever lov'd; Fle take my flight 
Beyond the Scythian hills, where horrid cate 
With her cold fighs chills all che neighb'ring a'r; 


The ( onrt of Auguſtus Czar. 
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Freezes 


62 GLORITANA, or 
Freezes life's heat, and binds the ſpringing blood, 
Where mirth and joy are words not underſtood ; 
Where thouſand ſorrows ſhoot along the glades, 
And melancholy fits in mighty ſhades 
Thither ['le fly, and darken all the place, 
And with new clouds the ſolemn mourners grace ; 
With flouds of tears Tle waſh the ſtains of Love, 
And riſe all Czſar to the Thrones above. 

G lor. Be gone, to death, to death Ceſario fly, 
Or if you fear, Tleteach you how to dye: 
Ile be your guide in your dark courſe, and (hew 
The way to Heav'n, which fure you do not know : 
Fle imp your pennons, when they flag with guilt, 
And reſt you on ſome clouds embroider'd quilt : 
Chide your (ſuſpicions as you weeping fit, 
Yet pardon all the faults you did commit. 
Thou wilt believe me true when I am dead, 
And death will free me from the Tyrant's bed : 
| Turn then, behold the offering which I make, 
The Jaſt of Pompey dying for thy ſake. 

Ce. Hold, Gloriana, deſperate murd ring Fair ! 
Thus, is it thus thou wou'd(t thy honour clear ? 
Each drop that falls will to an Ocean \well, ; 


To ſwallow me; ( who can the horrour tell! 
I drown, I'm ſunk beneath the depths of Hell. 
But Ile not ſpeak to thee, my breath's (© foul, 
That ev'ry poiſonous word will blaſt thy ſoul. 
Glor. Ah cruel kind ! I can but loſe thee now, 
And death's leſs dreadfull then thy angry brow ; 
The dreadfull Scene was ſo ſeverely wrought, 
Except I dy'd, I muſt be guilty thought : 
But Tle no more the crime of fate upbraid, + . 
Wipe thy bath'd eyes, and raiſe thy drooping head, 
Alas, we were not for each other made. « 
Ceſ. Night ! everlaſting Night! — Oh! 
Glor. Do not grieves— 
With my laſt breath pardon and love receive. 
Support me : 


Ceſc. Firmer then old Atlas ſtands, 
And prop a Richer Heav'n with Mortal hands. 


Glor. Take me ſecurd from palt and future harms, 


Bow'd to thy neck, and wen in thy arms: 
I go the long dark way, —— 

Ce. Not yet. 

Glor. Farewell. 


Ceſ. Back, thou departing life, back to thy Cell, 
Her heart in Heay" n thou canſt not ſweeter dwell ; 
Move the (till pulſe, and thaw each frozen vein ; 


Return, I ſay, Ile force thee back again 3 
Catch the bare ſoul jult plunging into bliſs, 
And give it back with this falt deathleſs kiſs. 


Enter Auguſtus in his Night-gowy- | 
Aug. Thus when the Royal Eagle ſtops to pair, 


With a a delib'rate wing he beats the air ; 
Views all the Queens Bf his Heroick Race, 
To judge whole eyes deſerve Imperial grace : 
But having choſe aloft his Empreſs,. bears 


\ To kiſs Jove's feet, and;know her. maxed Stars : 


$0 ſhall my Miſtreſs ſit enthron'd above, .... 
Firſt ſhare my Glory, and then taſt my Love. 


Ha ! who art thou? my Rival arm'd! [ who waits? 


Ceſar's betray'd. —— 


Exnter Mecxnas and Guards. 


Ceſ. Call the the oppoſing fates, ... +1 
wide, all the Forces of the fighting Earth, 


For I would periſh as DyRomes bit, STE" 


Aug. How cam'ſt thou,hexe 2. 
Cel I will not tell thee, how, 
* Should the Gods ask, Ihavenot 6 lp on: 


But more to blow thy,kate, and 
Pile burning Rage, behold thy Fears Ti by 


Now.give me death, == 


The Contt of Auguſtus Cxfar. 
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Aug. Death ! thou haſt nothing nam'd, 
Thou ſhalt be rack'd an Ape, and then be damn'd. 
Oh Gloriana, bright unhappy Fair ! 
But ſha!) revenge be wanting to diſpair ? 
Kill him, he dies though Ceſar ſhould come down, 
And for his life with ſacred ſighs attone. 

Ceſ. I thank thee, mighty Rival: — 
Yet ere my Ghoſt puts on her Ajery ſhroud, 
Behold I knee], who ne're to man yet bow'd, 
And beg that when the fatal fires convey'd, 
By which this body muſt be Athes made, 
Some of my duſt, as a more gen'rous doom, 
May be inclos'd in Gloriana's Tomb. 

Aug. Thou crav'ſt thoſe honours that my envy moye, 
Yet Ile be juſt to Glory as to Love; 
Thon ſhalt not vainly knee], I will comply 
With your deſires, Ceſario riſe and dye. 

Ceſ. This act of vertue, _ ſo lately ſhewn, 
Will in oblivion all your vices drown : 
Now Guards your mighty Maſter's will obey, 
Aim at my heart your pointed weapons lay ; 
With all your Spears my body thus encloſe, 
And let me ſet in Glory as T roſe. 

Aug. The fate he clatms my juſtice has "I 


And though I turn me fromthe bidden deed, 
Yet for the Empires ſafety he muſt bleed. 


Fight. 


Cefſ. Thus fell my Father, thus encompaſs'd round, 

And bore beneath him Glory to the ground ; 
With the remains of life 1'e drag me on,” | | 
And at thy knees for everlay.me down. | 
Oh happineſs! Oh pleaſure in death's pangs! | 
My hovering ſoul ore thy lov'd {weetneſs bangs : | 
| He graſp her all, and Loye'ſhall laſt be mine ; | 

Give me but this, Ceſar, the world is thine. ( dyes. | 
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The Court of Auguſtas Caly. 6s 


p27 mer Agripps. 


Agr. Cn a Guard! ms 7 laws 
;chold the nd ow deſtiny EGS EH 
errible death which 1 > > <4 2M d. | 
ith this *— kr oy ER, P 
Agr. Yet by the e Empire's Wd. i... 
"Tr gh with your Miſtreſs Cefars$qn.expir'd.. _ . - A 5:14 [is 
| Mec. Thus when th' immortalstake, they arcatly give. 
And bribe your big affronted heart tolive,... 
Aug. Put all Earth's Kingdoms cannot equal weigh, 
With S vaſt ſumg Love in the. Scale did lay, .. 
Thus the great Governours retugn me. Brafs;.,, /... 
For Gold ; and for my Diamgndsg barter. Glaſs: 
| By this time I had been in bed in Heav'n, 
' And o're their heads with tow'ring pleaſures driv'n. 


Exmter Tiberius. 


Tib. Yet fortifie youtt mind, dread Sit, and hear 
| | What none but I durſt offer to your ear, 
' Fate by Narciſſa's loſs more ſpite has ſhewn, 
| And ſudden death has robb'd you of a Son. 
Aug. Ha! 5 
Tib. Marcellus ſtay'd by Julia from the ground, 
|. Sunk in her arms, and dy*d without a wound :- 
| | Stretch'd on his limbs the Prince( lies all pale, 
| And ſoon will periſh except you prevail. 
| Agr. We mult ſubmit to the Divine commands. 
Aug. No, Ile not take a blow more at their hands: 
Raiſe me a-Fun'ral Pile, and round me mourn, 
Fortis refolv'd like Hercules Ile burn. 
Grief mortal as his poiſon'd ſhirt ſticks faſt, 
And now I wiſh that my laſt hour were palt; 
That my immortal honours were begun, 
Þle dye, Ile ſet this Ev'ning with the Sun. 
K 


_ Summon 


"_ 


Summon the Earth, wrong'd Livia's Son proclaim 
My Ceſar, and to Heav'n reſound his name. 

' 77b. For me twere vanity to make reply, 
Yet in Anguitus quarrel I dare dye; / © tt 
And almoſt wiſh the World might once rebe{;- 72 0O oxy 
That might reap the fame yout F6&s/touel}: 511m il bio, 
But you already awe the Nati6nistioniad) 1 COR 7 00 otcemtea TS 
And at your nod bow'd Seeptess totith the ground, ' 1 1'1f // 

Aug. Small are the thanksTowe'thed Polifrs above 
For all the Nations that beneath memove L 
As ſevere Maſters ply their early charge; 
Yet their vex'd ſpirits at (et trmes enlarge, 
Some few ſhott airy joys tn Fields to find, | 
And for worſe hardſhip bait_the wearted mind ; - 
So Heav'n abroad wit co crowns my- Wars, 


But wracks my ſpitit with domeftick'jars.. Eee ne nl 
The End of the: Play. 
"<Q | T 
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EPILOGUE 


Court of Auguſtus Czfar. 


Spoken by Mr, Haynes. 


Onr Servant, Gentlemen : 'tis a long time 
Since I had th' honour ts converſe with you in Rhime ; 
They told me at t'other Houſe y' had left ws quite, 
And I was going to: bang my ſelf ont-right, : 
But for the hopes 9, pleaſing you to Nighs . 
For what's inſipid life kom or Me, 
- Without the favour of your Company 
Good Faith I'm very glad to ſee you here, 
'Tis well you can at a New Flay appear : 
This Winter you forſaking all the Old, 
Kept up one while of a damn'd Pockie Cold; 
Joe few came here, but who, the Lord can tell, 
All were ſhrunk up like Snails within their ſhell 
Fuge Brandenburgh had ſo diſgnis'd each one, 
That from your Coachman you could ſcarce be known, 
And then you droopt as if half-drown'd you came 
Sceapd from North-Holland or from Amſterdam 3 
And Cough'd, Heav'n ſave you ! with as grave a motion, 
Hs you had been at Church, where 'tis Devotion. 
The Ladies too negleFing every Grace, 
Mob'd up in Night-cloaths came with Lace to face, 
The Towre upon the Forehead all turn'd back, - © 
And inch with Pins like th Man ith Almanack, 
The Miſes, thoſe delights of humane kind, 
No longer in their dear Side-boxes ſhin'd, 
Put each to Chamber-pra@ice did retire, 
With Ale and Apples, and a Sea-coal fire - 


Now thts mis fortttne we by yours have found, 
Tour Cold Fol Picks "ups. thin; h you are ſound. 

Put S7rs, what makes it now ſo hard I pray 

To get you here but juſt at a New Flay ? 

We've Playd t oblige you all that s in onr pow rs, 

We've Play d and Fliy'd our ſelves ee: ont of doors, 
And yet we cannot find one way towin'ye 3 | 
Toure grown ſo nice, I think the Devil's in ye. 

But held, there's one way yet to get your praiſe, 

Ill treating you your appetites may raiſe ; | 

L ibels and L ampoons we for 'F lays mu$} write, 

Criticks like Þ overs pal'd with their delight, : 

Always efteem thoſe kiſſes bet that bite. 

Tel deal with you, Gallazts, in your own way, 

And treat you like thoſe Panks that Love for —_— 
Cartwright and I dreſs d like two thund ring Whores, 
With Rods will ſtand behind the Flay-houſe doors, | 
And firk you up each day to pleaſure duly, | ws 
As Jenny Cromwell does, or Betty Buly, | 


TT oe Ie ee ooo ar—— w—_ — ora. _z vw a  þ. 47 to 10 w won Gf vv Cromer ae > woes + erunt# as WF ak 


FINIS. 


Rival Queens, 
ALEXANDER 


THE GREAT. 


ACTED AT THE 


Theatre-Royal. 


Their Majeſties Servants 


——_— 
_ 


_— 


By NAT. LEE, Gent. 


—— 


—___ WH 
—J 


—— Natura ſublimis & acer, 
Nam ſpirat tragicums ſatis, & feliciter audet. 
Horat. Epiſt.. ad Aug. 


po —E——_ —_— —— 


— _- 
he 


LONDON, 


Printed by 7. Gain, for Richard Bentley, at the Poſt-Houſe in Ruſſel» 
Street 10 Covent Garaen, near the Piatze's, 1684 | 


SHRSHASSS6240S0460408 


("TD T HE” 


RIGHT, HONOURABLE, 


FJ oO 


HA RL Ox. 


ML U. LG RAVE, 


"Gentlaitian of His Majelties Bed- 
Chamber, and Knight of themoſt _ _ 
'N oble Order of the Garter... > 


My Lord, 
ww HEN IT hear by many, Perf; not indiforent 


Judges » bow Poets are cenſurd moſt, even 

where they moſt intend to pleaſe ; if ſometimes by 
thoſe to whom they addreſs, condemn'd for Flatterers, Syco- 
phants,litHe fawning wretches, Iconfeſs of all Undertakings 
there is none more dreadful to me than a "Dedication. S0 
nicely cruel are our Judges, that after a Play has been gene- 
rally applauded on the Stage, the Induſtrious Malice F. ome 
| A 2 after 


Ch this Reaſon, my Lora, AleXander waz mote fo ſeekfor a 
Patron in my troubledthoughts,then for the Temple of Jupi- 
ter Ammon in the ſpreading Wilds, and rowling Sands. 
Ts cartain $00, he-maſt-bave been Joft,had nat Fortupe,whom 
1 muſt once; at leaſt, acknowledge kind in*my Life, preſented 
me to your Lordſhip * . You were pleas'd, my Lord, to read it 
over, Aftrby Aft, and by particular praiſes ; proceeding from 
the ſweethelgs rather than.tbe juſtice of yqur temper, lifted me 
uf from mymatuyggl Metancholy, and Dyffidence, to a bold be- 
lief, that what fo great an Underſtanding warranted, could 
not fail of Succeſs. And here I were moſt ungrateful,if [ſhould 


of ſatisfie the judging World of the Sur prize [ was in. Par- 


don me, my Lord, for calling a Surpriz?, when I was firſt ho- 
neur'd -by waiting upon _your Lordſhip : fo much unexpeCted, 
and indied, unuſual affability romPer ons of | your Birth,and 
Quality ; 6 trae.an Edſiatfs, fach-Frankneſs without afsCha- 
tion, 1 never ſaw. Your conſtant, but few Friends, ſhow the 
firmneſs of your Mind, which never-varies, ſo God-like a Vir- 
tue, that a Prince-puts off. his Majefiy, when he parts with 
Reſolution. 'In all the happy times, that { attended-you, un- 
leſs buſineſs, or accident, interposd, I'awe obſery/d your Com- 
pany to be the ſame. You have travell'd through all tempers, 


Satl'd through all kumours of the Courts a rg Oea, you | 


have gain'd the gallant Prizes, which you ſought, -YGur. fem 
Jected,unvaluable Friends : And 1 am, perfectly perſwaded, if 
you traffick but ſeldom abroad, "tis for fear of ſplitting upon 
Knaves or Fools. Nor # it. Pride, but rather a Delicacy of 
our Soul, that makes you ſhun th8 ſordid part of the World, 
the Lees and Dreps oF, while in the nobleſt Retirement you 
enjoy the finer Spirits, & have that juſt Greatneſs to'be above 
the baſer. How commendah}lz therefore is ſuch Reſervation ! 
Ep admirable ſuch a Solitude | Tf you are ſingular in this, 
Wwe 


- The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
we ought to blame the wild;tonthinkilgtifſoluth Age 3 aiAge 
. whoſe buſrae(s.is fenſeleſs\Ridt,* Nerornan Gadmibols, and ridi- 
 culous Debauchery 3\an Age tht can produce fery-Perfons be- 
ſides your Lord/bfy \39h0:date be' aforie.” All our hot hours 
burnt tn Neght-Raevelr, or dior di Daysdead=ſleep-; or if 
Fe Ir ghes.tts.@ poiet oforering Henur Joggs us tothe Field, 
 wherecif we livue'or dyes we arent contern'd'; for, the Soul 
_2was laid out before ive went \abroad;andituir Bodies were after 
afed by mer: Hifnnl Spirits; without Reaſon When. I more 
natrowly.-contemplat>. your-\Perfon;.. methinksT 'fee in' your 
Lordforgi two of tbe moſt famous Charabters, that/ever: Anci= 
ent, vr\ Modern Story cor d:produce 5 'the mighty\Scipio, and 
the retif'd Gow ley. Vow haw? certarnly the Gtavity,Tempe- 
rance, and Judgment 25 well as. ahe Courage. of the firſt ;* all 
which, in your early. attempts of War; gave the nobleft dawn 
of Virtue ;.an'. will; when Occafion preſents, "anſwer our ex= 
peftationsandyhine:fortb-at fulk'. 'Chen, for-the latter; you 
paſſeſ8 ail his ſwextnef$ of \bumour th peace, all that Halcyon 
Tranquility of Mind, where your deep thoughts glide, like ji- 


l-nt Waters without a Wrinkle, your hours move with ſofteſt - 


Wings, and.rarely any Larum Strikes'to difcompoſe you. You 
have'the.Philaſophy of the firſt 3' and which, 1 confeſs, of all 
your qualities, 1 love miſt, the'Poetryj o the latter. © I was ne- 
ver. more. moV'd at Vargil's Dido,'#han at a ſhort Poem of 
your Lordſhip's ; where nothing but the" ſhortneſs can be dif- 
likd. As our Church- Men: with there were more Noble. Men 
of their Functton, fo wiſh 1, m' the-behalf of depreſt Poetry, 
that there were more Poets of your Lordhip's Excellence and 
Eminence. lf Poetry be a Virtue, /he is a ragged one ; and 
never, in any Agewpent baret 'than.now. It may be objefted, 

the never deſerved leſs. To that 1 muſt not-anſwer ; but'I am 
' ſure, when jhe merited moſt, ſhe was always diſſatisfied, or-fhe 
would not have forſaken the moſt jplended Courts in the World. 


yy 
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2 The Epiſtle|!Dedicatory. 
Vargi} and Hargce, Favourite rift hewrobtieft Emperony, 
retir d front him, preferring a Miſtrifs,,ot 4\hite"Boy,' and 
two of three cheerful drinking. Friends ina Country Village, 
to all tea gnificence of Rome : Or if Jometimes they were 
ſnatcÞd-from their Queer pleaſures to. an-Emperial Banquet, 
we may fee by tbetrierſes'in priife .ofoa.Country. Life, twins 
againſt their Inchnation'; witneſs, Florace in his Epod. Be- 
atus le qui procul,e9c.-part of his fizth Satyr, his Epi- 
ſtleto Friſe. Ariſt, Virgifs Georgic,'O Fortunatos'ni- 
mium bonaſi, &c.: All:rendredby Mr: Gowley,'fo Copi- 
ouſly. and Naturally,as no Age gone before,” or coming after, 
ſhall equal,*though all Heads joyrd together to out-do him, 1 
ſpeak not of his exatineſs tea linebut of .the. whele.T his then 
may be. ſazi,as to the condition of -Poets in all times,few ever 
arriy) d to 4 middle Fortune, moſt have lid at' the«lirve8, 
none ever mounted to the higheſt ; netther by Birth, for norie 
was ever born.a Prince, as no.Frince, to my remembrance, was - 
ever born a Piet ;nor by Induſtry, \becaufe' they were always 
too much tranſported by their own thoughts from minding the 
grave of of a World, not of their humour : Whereas 
even Slaves, the Rubbiſh of the Earth have, by mo$ prodi gi- 
ous Fortune, gain'd-# Scepter, and with their wil? Heads, RL 
lyd the Gleries of a.Crown. Praiſe is the greateſt encoura ge- 
ment we Camelions can pretend to, or rather the Manna that 
keeps Soul and Body together ; we devour it as if it were An- 
gels Food, and wvainly think we grow Immortal. For my own 
part, T acknowledge, I never recery/d a better ſatisfaftion from 
the applauſe of an. Audience, than I have from your ſingle 
Judgment. Tou gaze at Deauties, and wink at Blemiſhes ; 
and do both fo gracefully, that the firſt diſcovers the acute- 
neſs of your Judgment, the other the excellency of your Na- 
ture. And T can affirm to your Lordſhip, there is nothing 
tranſports a Poet, next to Lovezlike commenting in the right 
; | | | place. 
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Alexander, her. T have rais'd from the dead, comes ta 
you with an aſſurah& anſwerable to is C hataBier, and your 
Virtue, Tou cannot expect him in his Ma jefty of two thou- 

ſand years ago, Ihpave-"ohly put his [ll T1099” Aſþ23 iran 
Urne, hich ar? now afford d with atl.0 ſerves to to. Tour 
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MEN. 


- AMlexanaer. 
Wife of Alexander. 


Lyſh machine. 


——_— -— 


Att enwdant Lo 
Slaves. 
Ghoſe. 


Dazxcers. 


Grards. 


Scene, Babylon. 


Satira, Daughter of Darims, Married to 


Roxana, Daughter of Cohortanw, firſt 


(ord hd DIE 4b. INT. k 

Fn ihe NO AAIA W556 Mr. Hekrs INH 
. Clytws, Maſter of, his Horſ hk NS - Mr. ; -- = FÞ 
Lyſimachus, Prince of the Blood: © Mr. Griffin. 
Hepheſtion, Alexander's Favourite, Mr. Clart. 

Caſſander, Son of Antipater. Mr. Kenaſton, 

Polyperchon,Commanaer of the Phalanx: Nir. Gooaman, ; 

Philip, Brother to Caſſander. .* Mr: Ponel, Conſpirators. 
T befftlur the Median. Mr. W. Vulſhire 

Peraiccas, Mr, L 

Eumenes, Great O6Hhthadders.: © Wir if h, © 

Meleager, Mr. Periz. 

Ariſtander, a Southfayer. ,--. i, '.c, Mrs. Coffp, 

WOMEN, BY 
Syfh Lambs, Mother oft the RoyalF amily, Mrs. Corey. 


6 Mrs. Bovxtel.. 


Mrs. Marſbal. 
Pariſatis, Siſter to Statirs, in Love with © Mrs. Baker. 
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"HE \ BlaG of common Gankbe con'd I ut 

Before your Playmy:Name ſhou'd. not appear; 

For 'twilt be/thought,/andiwithtome cplour-roo, 

I pay the,Briba-Ltunft recery'difdon You : 

Fhat mutual Vouchers for our-Fame:we Rand, 

To play.the Gamie into each others:Hand ;i | 

And as : coat Pen'orths. to our felves: _ 

As. Beſſu4 and: [the Brothers of the Sword;-: 

Sach Libels private. Men: may iwell entire; - $LY 

When States —_ Kings themlelves are not ſecure-: 

For ill Men, 'conſcjous of their inward Gwilt,.: .- (1 

Think the het Aftiohs.on By»Ends are built.: 

And yet my Silence had not "ſeap'd ther-ſpight, 

_ IThenenyy had-not ſuffer'd me to write : + + 
For, ſince I cou'd not Ignorance pretend, 

Such worth Emuſt or envy, or commend. . 

So many Candidates there ſtand for Wit, 

A Place in Court is ſcarce 1o-hard to get ; 

In vain they croud each other at the Door ; 

For ev'n.Reverſions'are all beg'd before; :; --- 

Deſert, how known 16 e're, 1s long delay'd ; 

And, then too, Fools and Knaves are better pay d. 

Yet, as ſome Aﬀtions bear ſo great a Name, 

That Courts themſelves are juſt, for fear of ſhame : 

So- has the mighty Merit of your Play 

Extorted Praiſe, and forc'd it ſelf a Way. 

'Tis here, as *tis at Sea ; who fartheſt goes, 

Or dirs the moſt, makes all the reſt his Foes ; 

Yet when ſome Virtue much out-grows the reſt, 

It ſhoots too faſt, and high to be expreſt ; ; 

As his Heroic worth ſtruck Envy dumb 


Who took the Dutchman, and who cut the Boon : 


--- PR 


Such Praiſe: is.-yours, while you the Paſſions move, 
That 'tis no longer feign'd ; 'tis real Love : ws 
Where Nature Trimmphs over wretched Art; # 
Weonly-warm the Head, bur you the Heart. | 
Always you-warm'! and if the riſing Year, 

As in hot Regions, bring; the'Suti too near,» 
'Tis-but tomake your fragrant Spices blow, ---- 
Which in our colder-Climates will not grow. 
They only think-you animate your Theme © = 
With too much Fire;whoaretheitirſebres all PhlO ni 
Prizes wou'd be for Lags of fleweft pace, © ' ©? 
Were Cripples made the Judges of the Race. 
Deſpiſe thoſe Drones, who praiſe while they Accu ſe 
The too much _y of you :Youthfal-Mufe : 
That humble Stile which: they-theiv Virtue take 
Is in your pow'r ; you need but ſtoop and take. _ 
Your beauteans Images muſtthe allow'd =: :.: 

By all, but ſome vile Poers of the Crowd ; 


But how ſhou'd any Sever ove: 
Fhe worth.of Titian or of Angel ? 

Hard Featuves.every Bungler can command; 
To draw true RENATA «Mafter” S Hand. 
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Written by Sir Char. $ croop, Baronet. 


OW bard the Fate isof the Scribling Drudge, 
Who writes to all, when yet ſo few can judge! 

Wait, like Religion, onte Divine was thought ; 

And the dull Crowd beliey/d as they were taught : 


” 


Now each Fanatiek Fool preſames t'explain © 


3 


The Text, and does the ſacred Writ prophane : TR 


For, while you Wits each others Fall purfur, = 
The Fops ufurp the Pewper belongs to you. - 
You think yare challeng'd in.each . New. Play«Bill, 
And here you come for tryal of your Skill ; 
Where Fencer-like, you one another hurt, 
While with your wounds, you make the Rabble ſport. 
Others there are that have the bruital will 
To murder a poor Play, but want the Skill. 
They love to fight, but ſeldom have the wit 
To ſpy the place where they may thruſt and hit ; 
An oy like ſome Bully of the Town, 
Ne're ſtand to draw, but knock the Poet Down. 
With theſe, like Hogs in Gardens it ſucceeds, 
They root up all, and know not F lowers from Weeds. 
As for you, Sparks, that hither come each day 
To aft your own, and not to mind our Play ; 
Rehearſe your uſual Follies to the Pit, 

And with thud Non-ſenſe drown the Stages Wit : 


al 


Tak 


thing Bo info t p<, '& & IJ 

t on the fully She, whe for your Ja 

Can Vanity and Noiſe for I'ave' miſtake ; 

'Till the Cogquet.ſung gn the, next Po 
Ts by her j FoaF ©lts at alh\of Fo on. A 


For, in this Duelling, Intrigung: Age, 
The Lowe you make ts like the Var You, el 3. ; £ 


Yare ftill prevented. &re yoo rome” Final 
But "tis not to ſuch trifling Foes as you, 


The Mighty Alexander\daigns-tafuet: \.\ 1 OTF 


You Peritans of the Pit be does deſpiſes {15+ (| 
But to the Menof Senfjes for: Aid, he flies, gov't fb 
On their experiencid Arms he now depends. © oh <6 tat: 
Nor fears he odds, if they but-prove. higFriends:=; \-. «-,-, 

For as he once alittle Handful-choſes. . ctw 
The numerous A—_— the VVorld. #oppoſes.  ., 

So back by you, whenndaftand the ReBwagn ins wat ul. 
He hopes ta rout the Mighty Haſe of Fools: --.'; {14 


L 


"THE 


RB ST" Chuduins, Y 
ALEXANDER 


THE GREAT. 


et. he. _ — 


ACTI. SCENE. IL 


Enter Hepheſtion, Lyſimachus fighting, Clytus parting then, 
Cc "1 \ TE AT, are you Mad-men! ha-- Put up I fay— 
| Lyſ. I have his Sword. 
Cly. But muſt not have his Life. 

Cly. Mad Lyſimachus, you muſt not. 

Heph. Coward Fleſh! O feeble Arm, - 
He frown*d and ſmiPd, and foiPd me like a Fencer. 
O Reverend Clytus ! Father of the War 
Take pity on my Youth, and lend a Sword : 
Lyſimachus is brave, and will not ſcorn me ; 

Lyſ. There, take thy Sword ; and ſince thou art reſoly*d 
For death, thou haſt the nobleſt from my hand. 
1 bar you both, my Body interpos'd. _ | 
Now let me ſee which of you dares to ftrike-; : 
That firſt advances, moves againſt the Gods, 
Againſt the Wrath of Clyrxus and the Will - 


'Then, miſchiefin the boſoms of ye both. 
Lyſ. Muſt not, Old Clytus ? 
He dallied with my Point, and when I thruft, 
Moſt famons Guard of MAexander”s Life, 
K1ll me, or let me fight with him again. 
Cly. Stay thee Lyſimachus, Hephbeſtzon, hold 5 
By Fove ye've ſtirr?d the Old Man, that-raſh Arm 
Of our great King, whoſe Cen ſtand. 


> _ The RIVAL QUEENS, 0 


Zyſ. Well, I ſhall take I time. 
Heph. And I. 
Cly. Tis falſe; 
Another time, what time ? what fooliſh hour ? 
No time ſþ pe Gepotion a Eons Man do amiſs. 
g 


And wha 
What Hg #4 © Sn Fire 

A Cup:ds Puff, is it not Stk Breath ? 

By all our Triumphs i in the heat of Yoath, 

When Towns were ſack*d, and.Beauties proſtrate lay, 
When my Blogd boyPd, and Nature work'c me high, 7" 
Cly;gr fie re/bow' hixbody 89 ſych ſame : > Tt 
THE btaverwilt-ſcotn their Cobweb Atts— The. Souls 
Of all that whining, ſmiling, coz'ning Sex 


| Weigh not one thoughGof any Man of War. 


 Lyſ. 1 muſt confeſs'our Venge: nee was ill-tim'd. © 
Cly. Death! I had rather tis right Arm were loſt, 
To which-I owe my Glery, then-our Kitg.  .... 


Should know youe Fayk ——- Wah, -Q1 chis famous day ! E- 


_ F wasto blame.” - 
. Ciy. This memorable _day,.. .. | 
When our hot Maſter, that wou'd tirethe World, 
Ontride the lab*ring S$un;. and tread the Stars, / 
When he inclin'd to Reſt, comes peaceful on, 
LiſPning te Songs; while all -tiis Trumpets fleepy.. 
And plays with Monarchs whom heus% to drive : > 
Shall we begin Diſorders, make new Broyls ? | 
We that have temper lcarnt, ſhall we awake - 
Huſtfc A7ars, the Lion, that had lefr to roar . >. 

Lyſ. ?Tis trne, Old Clytus 1s an Oracles: [':1r 
Put up, He pheſtion —— did not Paſſion blind - 
My Reafor,1 on ſuch occaſion t&o'! { ! 11 |: 
Could thus have urg'd. :. 

Heph, Why 1s it then we love ? 

Cly. Becauſe nnmann'd. 


Why 1s not Alexander grown Example E3347200Y Vit 


O that a Face ſhould thus bewitch a: Soul, 

And ruine all that's right and reaſonable. 

Talk be my bans, y-t the Old Man muſt talks p 

Not ſo he lovd when he at Ifſzes fought 3 .* 

And joyn'd in mighty Duel great Darins, 

Whom from his Chariot flaming all with-Gems | T 
He hurPd to Earth and cruſt®d:th” Imperial Crown, - 


Nor cov'd the Gods defend their. Imapes .:-.'._. pb ft 5; 


Which with the gawdy Coach lay overturn'd.: 
*T was not the Shaft of Love that did the feat, 
Cupid had nothing thereto do, but now 


Two Wives be takes, two Rival Queensidiſturb, 


c = Ss; this Res 7, | 
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The Court ; and while each band do's Beauty hold, 
Where Is there room for glory ?. 

_—_— In his Heart. 

Cly. Well ſaid, 

You are his favourite, and I had forgot 
Whol was talking to. Sec S:ſigarh 3s comes: : 
Reading a Letter to your Princeſs-;; go, 
Now make yourclaim, while I attend the King. 


Enter Siſtgambis, Pariſatis: 


Par. Did younot loye my Father 2 :Yes, I ſee - 
You did, his very Name but mention'd brings - 
The tears howe*re unwilling to your Eyes. 

I lov'd him too, he would not thus have forc'd 


My trembling heart, which your Commands may break, 


But never bend: ' 

Sy/. Forbear thy Joſt Complaints, . 
inde not a Suit which 1 can neyer.grant. 

Behold the Royal Signet of the King z 
Therefore reſolve to be Hepheſtiow's Wife. 

Par. No, fince Lyfimechus has won my. heart, 

My body ſhall be a ere anothcrs. 
Sy/ſ. For ſixcy rowling years who ever ſtood 
The thock of Siate ſo unconcern'd as I ? 
This whom I thought to Govern being young, 
Heay*n, as a Plague to Power, has Tender'd ſtrong ; 
Judge my diſtreſles, and my temper prize ; 
Who, though unfortunate, wou'd ſtill be: iviſe. 
Lyſ. To let you know that Miſery do's ſway 
An bundles Fate than yours, {ce at your Feet 
The loſt Lyſmachns : O mighty Queen 
I have but this to beg, impartal ſtand; 
And fince Hepheſtion ſerves by your pon, 
Diſdain not me who ask your Royal leave; - 
To caſt a throbbing heart before her feetia... 

Heph. A Bleſling like poſſeſſion ofthe Princes. 
No Services, not Crowns, nor:all the blood 
That circles in our Bodies can deſerye,. 

Therefore 1 take all helps, much more the King” $3 
And what your Majeſty vouchſaft tb igive, .... /\ 
Your word is paſt, where all my hopesauult hang." 


aA 


Ly/. There periſh too — all words want {ee ut Love? F. 


But Loveand I bring ſuch a perfeQiPalhon,!. 
So nobly pure, *ris worthy of hes Eyes»! 


Which without bluſhing ſhe may juſtly prize. - - >! > a 
Heph. Such arrogance, —_ wookg..s £2 


ALEXANDER the Great. 
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Wou'd loſe him all the Conqueſt be has won... - * . 
Ly/. Let not a Conqueſt once be nad by you, 
Who this Diſpute mult to my mercy own. | 
Syfſ. Riſe brave Lyſimachne, re an riſe, 
'Tis true Hepheſtion firſt declar*d his Love ; 
And'ris as true, F promi9ym wy aid ! 
Your glorious King turn'd mighty Advocate, 
How noble therefore were the Victory, 
[f we could vanquiſh this diſordered Love ? 
Heph. *Twill never be. | 
Lyf. No, I wlll yet love on, 
And} hear from Alexander”s mouth, in what. 
Hepheſtion merits more thanl. 
Sy/. I grieve, 
\ 'And fearthe boldneſs which your Love inſpires ; 
But Icſt her ſight ſhould haſte your Enterprrze, 
?Fis juſt I take the Obj<& from your Eyes, 


Lyſ. She's gone; and ſee the day, as if her look- - 


Had kindkd it, 1s loſt now fhe 1s vaniſhed, | 
Heph. A ſudien gloomineſs aud horrour comes 
Abcut me. | 
Lyf. Let's away to meet the King,, 
You kncw my ſuzc. 1 
Heph. Yonder Caffander comes, 
He may inform us» | 
Lyf. No, I wou'd avoid him, 
T here's ſomething in that buſic Face of his 
That ſhocks my Nature. 
Heph. Where and what you pleaſe. 


Enter Caſlander. "= 


Caf. The Morning riſes black, the lowring Sup, 


As it the dreadtul buſineſs he foreknew,, 
Pryves heavily his ſable Chariot on :  .. 
Fhe Face of Day now bluſtcs Scarlet deep, 
Asif1t tear'd the ſtroke which intend, 
Like that of Fupster 
The Lords above are angry, and talk big, | 
Or ather walk the mighty Cirguelcke Mourners 
Clad in long Clouds, the Robes of thickeR' Night, 
And feem to groan for Alexanders Fall; .. 

"Tis as Caſſander?s Squl cauld wiſh it were; ' - 
Which whenſoe*re it flies at lofty miſchief 


WouN Rtartle Fate, and make all Heawn concern's. 


A mad Evaldean inthe dead of Night 
Came ta my Bcd-Side with a flamjng Forehs | 


N 5, 


Lightning and Thunder : 


[Exennt SyF. Par, 


[ Exe, 


" ALE XANIE R 2h# Great. 


And ds o're me like a —_— 7 
He cry*d, Well kad it been for Babylow 
If curd Caſſander neyer had been born. 


Enter Theſſalus, Phillip, with Letters. - 


Too: My Lord Caſſander /? **.x135] 2 
Caſſ. Ha! { who*s there ? 
Phil. Your Friends. 
Cafſ. Welcome dear T' baſal: and Brother lh 
Papers — with what Contents ? 
Phil. From Macedon, 
A truſty Slave arriy'd eat Antipater | 
Writes that your Mother laboug'd with you long, - | | 
Your Birth was flow, and flow is all your Life. #14 2900 (901 | 
Caf. He writes, diſpatch the King — Craterwcomes,. | '. - 
Who in my room muſt Govern Macedon; es Ii; 74] 
Lethim not live a day —— he dies to night; alttgl "lus - 11! 
And thus my Father but foreſtalls my purpoſe ; 00:4 4501 
Why amI ſlow then ? if Irofe on Thunder of 1 
I mnſt a moment have to fall from:Heaven, - 
Ere I could blaft the growth of this Coloſſus. EDU 
Theſſ. The haughty Polyperchon comes this way, | HNYe. 
\ A Maleconteme one whom lately wrought, - 104 q PIBTSIIUNLT 
That for a flight affront, at S»ſa giv'n, 1T 13 ogy wid 
Bears Alexander moſt pernicibus hate. C2 317 
Caf. So when I mock'd the Perſians that ador'd bins, | 
He ſtrook me on the Face. and by the Hair | S113: 044 1 
He ſwung me tohis Guards to be chaſtigd:;\ SSA {5 98 ».ol44 
For which, and for my Father's weighty. Cauſe, * 5 bdoitib 3tdgie el 
When I abandon what I have refoly*d, +: : 1: ao onthe Salilag 
May I again be beaten like a Slave. | 2 
But lo,where Polyperchon comes,now'fire hiv? a7 Enter Popper, 
With ſuch Complaints, that he may ſhootto ruine. . 
Pot. Sure I have found thoſe Friends dare ſecondme;” : 4 20 5 00.G/ 
I bear frefh murmurs as I paſs alongy + 2 e cel) >) 
Yet ratherthan put np, Pldo*t-alone. Y L181 2241 130% 3 
Did not Pauſanias, a Youth, a Stripling, CES 
A beardleſs Boy ſwelFd with inglorious wrong, 
For a leſs Cauſe his Father Philsp: kill -- ;b' 944. 16 e309; 
Peace then full Heart ! move likea.Cloud: about, (6 UAE 
And when time ripens thee to-break;; O ſhed- 103 i [UT STTES 
The ſtock of all thy PoyPna. on his head. | 9.3200 ef VN 21 
Cafſ. All Nations bow their heads with homng domhy BA 
And kiſs the feet of this exalted Man; 5365: « 5# 
The Name, the Shout, the Blaſt frows wy Mouth | 
Is Alexander : p re2ne backs: 1:1 hl HW 0, 
Your, Cheeks, and witha Crack fo loud 


6 The \RI VA QUE EN. Or, 


It drown's the Voice of Heaven, like = 4 payne 0A 
The Earth's Commanders fawn, and oorphemryl f19947 11 FR 112 5 el) (13 081 
Mankind ſtarts up to hear his Blaſphemy,i-; SBA II FIR 0D 4s | 


And if this Hunter of the Barbarous World 
But wind himſelf a-God, you occhoe: him/4 10 wy 
With univerſal Cry. . | 
Pot, I ecchoe him ? ano ot T YI NL 
I fawn, or fl like a fat Eaſtern Slave . $ 528333. ou 1H N63 
And lick his feet ? Boys hoot me from the Palace NTT pL B+ 4 37h) 
Tohaunt ſome Cloiſterwith my 1caſtlefs walk,” TERS 
When thus the noble Soul of Palypordions $369100D 3adw [ii we —— 


Lets go the aim of all his ations, Honour. 25a 0517T 0 | 
ſhej. The King ſhall fley me, cute vpaliny — YER S166 YUGTS AA 
Ply me with Fire and Scourges,: rack une worte!: 200 aro 3603 aNIte ? 


Tian once he d1d Philotas erect bowoy ji; -1 4 of 4 fr or fret 
Caf. Curſe onthyJongue for-mentipnios Lalner, ; US F 


| had rather thou hadſt Aritarder; bekng yt. ono fin; Viit ft; old? 
And to pe Souls Confuſion rajs?thupobtlell> oil ——— 7:3 3 5 94! 5wp midiod 
\Vith all the Furies brooding vþembgroowesþ;{1 01 37 plots yon pn Vs fs 
Than brought Philorass Murders tomtihiembrdnicel tt + 0 TD VP 
Phil. I ſaw him rack?d, Wt TP Ag 01 9vs 0 3, HAT. 8.5.60 
My Eyes did nere behold. wh Jo 7% 'g > 1. Dla531 3 
Cafſ. So diſmal ! Peace, WH ide: ke I BLUTT: Rc V1 cigus; 9 TÞ N01 


Ic is unutterable ; let me ſtand . cn; ILAL ac, mw" 00 £17 3509-912 A 
And think upon the Tragedy you faw:*$i;2 in? 23 259 1 UOEES 
By Mars it comes, ay now the Racks. ſecfortty! 19 ours; acct 232200 
Bloody Crater his inveterats Foo: wills [or 6 £51006 \yad 

With pitileſs Hepheſtion ſtanding/;Sy :: to vs Doe ond 2dan0 om 40917 of: 
Philct as like an Angel ſeiz'd wi Fr 2 02 2 JIG ei C1 977: q 191 9 8- 
Is ſtraight diſrob'd, a Naptinties bigHgud; :*: 0107 yin 065 nts ef ns 0 
His Warlike Arms with ſhameful oo {Took w tobngde t non 


a_ TINS! Slave can now the valiant wound. 193657 50 006,77 Þ 
awjby 4g Joul of Royal Phillipfied \ 90909 ay ny «» 
mh, pronounce young 4{txyeader;: har: uy 3 236 HE 5.2 281 124 Wo 
wand be a God, is. :G8&4893:Devil.:./ noitd Mo! 215391 07081 1 Sine AoÞ% 
Caſſ. Oh, Pol lyperchon, Philip, Theſſaluyg2,'5 mls 0 IRR 1.91} 26.971] 
Did not your Eyes raiti Blood ? your Spitats butt, . ' n6f{2 150151350 Y 
To ſee your noble Fellow-Souldier byrnzi7/:-2 ;; .. wt tun *cr bill 


Yet without trembling, or a teavendure 101 --" Leioig Boy oof ftoltanas's/ 
The torments of the damn'd?' O Baſbhrakagnd 150010 0 0D 4g 
Cou'd you ſtand by, and yetgefyfeira-ſtfiee? il 50:7 | 189H Hit cors owe? 
Ye ſaw him bruisd, torn, to the Bones midewbare Se 5143 09m bn 
His Veins wide lanced, and the poor, aafetiig: flaſh + 1610 79009! 2 
With Pincers from his manlyBpfotnpripr,”: tore wont ag i MAIA-INS 
Till ye diſcover'd the great Heart lye panting}: al 52161370 399] 911 Qik; bay 
Pol. Why kilPd we notthe King tofave Philbras 2. mot? ot Smobton 
Cafſ. Ales ! Fools ! but Alles will (9 coprateet re , al; 21 


- *, w 
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1 — Ry + Bb 3d bd . #3 vi ow =+ is edt +4 Thy 
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ALEXAND ER: ther eats 
Why ſtood ye then like Statues ? there's, th calle: an lewd 22d omofo fl] 
The horroyur of the ſight had tyrn*d-ye .marble-;.. -:r: od ofa oy Hire va 
So the pale Trojans from their weeping Walls: oligo aub 20 435814 igznt 2A, 
Saw the dear body of the God,like Aer; 5 oo 90 het Dt ID 
Bloody and foil?d, "Aragg'd on the famous ground, 4091.3 % hiroice 113677" 
Yet ſenſleſs ſtood, nor with drawn weap DS FRIb! -—— 51 044 tor; 
To fave the great Remains of, that $ Man. 
Phit; Wretched:Philot at 'f Bloody tua ! 
Theſſ. Soon after him the 6 great: Pas 119 fell, 
Stabb?d in his Orchardby the"? Fyrangs doom, z_* wt LN” 


But where's the need to ering PORE + 0 tarot tn bi let 
When each recelves particufar aoiatis Sedo act 7 
Pol. Latel remember $0's Banda ITY 142 10 nad ail 3010 


After Alcides Goblet ſwift ad | <q Fn hgh 41T 14:41:1,2614 
The giddy round, and hn Ha ih ld. ra eas wo des 
Stirring the Spirits up to talk wit _ $7 TY. 
I ſaw Craterus with Hepheſtion enter” | 


In Perfian Robes, to Alexanders Rt. : 1 ELD = ; - "RY IE 
They largely drank, then turning Eaſtward 2697 155 ne I7 el 
Flat on the Pavement And 1dv; _— $oogen 
RG GS 5/1310 711337,1 INT HS Jt (ll 
Straight to the King they ſacre> R I: 0 book era bak 
With ſolemn words, O Son of Th uridring” 77 ont ods col bf] 


Young Ammon lige for ever, th Js e ound: onge <A II 
I laugh*d aloud , and fcoffing ask® he te OS SS Ro 
They 5 kifpd no! gang ul ; | 
And of age me to the Earth: wit E 
whiPſt with his Eo 


A ſtone has ſtruck rhe yet no a Thonderbo; br 15% -4517,3 $6718 


A Surfer nay, 3 ig" Co Common Sick LT 6: cl fot 6s AR 
Brings this Immortalto the Gate of Death. oO ou 7 
Pol. Why ſhou?d we more delay che gloriw LU: EEE VN” 

Are your hearts firm ? | 


Phil. Hell cannot be more bent | -— 6%. Stn Bs | K 

To any ruine, than I to the King's; 6 1 EW WO” 
Theſſ. And I. Dye: woagde ajci ph 5 RAY 
Pol: Behold my hand, and if you "dobtifcng tracks... "RT... 


Fear up my breaſt, and lay my heart upen it. :, -', ---; ATT 
Caff.. Joynthen,, O worthy, hearty, flag . arg. TEES 
2 NO NNLATIIIOES Rog TY Wo 


-. 


7 


5 Te RIVAL: Que ENS, O 


Remember Hermolaus, and be huſh'd;: © PRIN | | 
Pol. StiN, as the boſome of the ate; WER ci 2k 23 7136/20 

As fatal Planets, or deep plotting: Fiends:' IO FERN, 15.0008 
Caſſ, To day he cones from Babilorito Pave, 1 

With proud Roxana. | 
Ha! who's that, ——- - look here, - 


SEaw Civ Y m $56. Philips "a p 
etbin at "em walks My che [#ge- 


Caſſ. Now by FO or Fites os [nOre' 
ne? 'd, oo There” $ — chem arti IY4t0 THe _— 
What art thou ? glaring thing, ſp £,: t tric... RA 
Ofonr King Pals, or of Pole #7) 3 + Bb wh c NE KOT. 7 
Nay, hurl thy Trunchion, ſecond, it with r: 
We will abide. Thefſal4s, faw you (hood 

Theſſ. Yes, and am more amaz'd thatl you ny, 

Phil. ?Tis ſaid that many Prodigies wefe {een , 
This Morn, but none ſo horrible as this. -- 

Pol. What can you fear ? rho the EAfth yawn wn'd +; vide.. f 

LD OT ©7717 


Thar all the Labours of the Deep'we E 
And Alexander ſtood on the other: ſide; 

1'd leap the burning Ditch to give bim death, IH 
Or ſink my ſelffor-ver: * *'Pray;tothe' buſineſs. I 


Caſſ. AsI was ſayl his 7 oy who, A HT; 
To -epravatemny hate v8 kf Nr on RS. In4 rat 
Meeting him as he came Triu! from uy omg 7 OO MRETES 


The Jnaies, kepthim tevelling at,” S#ſa ; 
But as1 found; a deep repentance fi ace 
Turns his affeCtions to the Queen Stativa,. 
To whom he ſwore { before he cog: eljxgiſe her ) 
That he wou'd never Bed Roxana more, - | 
Pol. How did the Perſian Queens receive the news i 
Of his Revolt 2 «<0 ok. 
Theſſ. Wich grief incredible: 
Great S:ſigambis wept, bu: the young Queen 
Fell dead amongſt her Maids, * 


P % x 
Citi os 1313 AGLOL MOT MU 


Nor cou'd their care ; OS WT. 
With richeſt Cordials, for an hour Or more A 4 i | 
Recover Life. wy : 


Caſſ. Knowing how much ſhe lovd, 
I hop'd to turn her all into Medca 
For when the firſt guſt of her grief was paſt. 
I enter?d; and with breath prepar'd did blow I, | 
The dying ſparks into a towring flame, , to AT 4 
Deſcribing the new love he-bears Roxans, -"2anh 
Concciving, not unlikely, that the Line 
Of dead Darius in her Cauſe might riſe... : 
ts any Panthers, Lionelles rage | SON > 


EE 


So furious, any Torrents fall ſo ſwift 

As a wrong'd womans hate ? Thus far it helps 

[To give him troubles, which perhaps may end him, 
And ſet the Court in univerſal Uproar z 

But ſee it rip'ns more than 1 expeted; - 

T he Scene works up, kill him,'or kill thy felf; 

So there be:miſchief any way, *tis well:  '- 
Now change the Vizor, every one diſperſe; 
And with a face of Friendſhid meet the King. 


Emer Siſigambis, Statira, Pariſatis, Attend227. © 


Stat. Give me a Knife, adraught of Poyſon, Flanies ; 
Swell heart, break, break thou ſtubborn thing ; 
Now, by the ſacred Fire, Þll not be held ; 
Why do ye wiſh me Life, yet ſtifle me 
For want of air ? pray give me leave to.walk. 
Syf. Is there no reverence tomy Perſon due ? 
Dari#s wou'd have heard me ; truſt not rumour, * 
Stat. No, he hates, +; 
He loaths the Beauties which he has enjoy?d, 
Q, he is falſe, that great, that glorious Man 
Is Tyrant midit of his triumphant polls, 
Is bravely falſe to all the Gods, foriworn 3 
Yet, who would think it ? no, 1t cannot be, 
It cannot —— What that dear Proteſting Man ! 
He that has warnvd my Feet with thouſand ſighs, 
Then cooPPd %em with his tears, dy*d on my Knees, 
Outwept the Morning with his dewy Eyes, 
And groan'd and ſwore the wondring Stars away 2? 
Sy/. No, *is impoſlible, believe thy Mother, 
That knows him well. | 
Stat. Away, and let me dye, 
O "tis my fondneſs, and my ealie nature Ki 
That wou'd excuſe him ; but I know he's falſe, 
Tis now thecommon talk, the news o'th the World, 
Falſe to Statira, falſe to her that.loy*d him. 
« Taat loy?d me, cruel Victor as he was, - 
And took him bath'd all o*re in Perſian blood ; 
Kiſs'd the dear cruel Wounds, and waft'd tm ore 
And ore in Tears, — then bound*%em with my hair 
Laid him all night upon my panting Boſome 
LulPd like a Child, and huſh'd him with my Songs, 
Par. If this be true, ah, who will ever truſt 
A Man again ? erty 
Stat. A Man! a Man! my Pariſatss, 
Thys with thy hand held up, thus ler = ſwear thee, 


ALEXANDER the Great, 


I Exerunt, 


== 
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' By the eternal Body of the Sr, WF, | 
Whoſe Body, O forgive the Blaſphemy, proven 
[1oy*d not-halfſo well as the leaſt part | | 
Of my dear precious faithleſs Alexander ; - 

For L will tell thee, and to warn thee of him, ; 

Not the Springs Mouth, nor Breath of: Jeſamin,.:. - 

Nor Violets Infant-Sweets, nor opening Buds: 

Are half ſo ſweet as Alexander”s Breaſt ; | nA 
From every Pore of him a Perfume falls, . I | 
He kiſſes ſofter than a Southern Wind, 

Cur'es like a Vine, and touches lize a God... ED 

Syſ. When will thy Spirits reſt, theſe tranſports ceaſe'? 

- Stat. Will you not give-me.leaye to warn my Siſter ? 

As I was ſaying, — but Ftold his Sweetneſs ; 

Then he will talk, good Gods how he will talk. ! 

Eyen when the Joy. he figh'd for-is poſſeſt,, | 
He ſpeaks the kindeſt words and looks ſuch things, 

Vews with ſuch Paſkon, ſwears with ſo,much Grace, 

That?tis a kind of Heavento, be deluded by him., ;  . 

Par. But what was it that you would have me ſwear ** 

Stat. Alas, Thad forgot, let me walk by 
And weepa while, and 1 ſhall ſoonrremember. 

Syſ. Have patience Child, and give her Liberty ; 
Paſſions like Seas will have their Ebbs and, Flows :  . 
Yet while I ſee her thus, not all the Loſſes : 
We have receiv'd ſince Alexander”s Conqueſt 
Can touch my hardn*d Sou}, her Sorrow reigns 
Too fully there. IT 

Par. But wha: if ſhe ſBould kill hes felf ? - 

Stat. Roxana then cnjays.my perjurd:; Love : 
Roxana claſps my Monarch in her. arms. 
Doats cnmy Conquerour, my dear Lord, my Ring, . , 
Devours my Lips, eats him with hungry kiſles ;- _ 

She graſps him all, ſhe, the curſt happy fhe,, 

By Heaven cannot bcar it, *tis.too mach; 2 IIIa © 
Pll dye,. or rid me ofthe burning torture.” 0 NT TR 

I will have Remedy, I will, Lwill,:. © ES 
Or go diſtrattcd; Madneſs may throw off: 

The mighty Load, and drown the flaming Paſſicn, 

Madam, draw near, with all that are 1n Preſence, 

And 1i'Pn to the Vow:which hereI make, . - __. = 

_ Syf. Take heed my dear Statira, and confhider | 
What deſperate Love enforces you to ſwear. |, © 
Stat, Pardon me, for Thave.conſidered well ;. 
And here | bid adicu to all Mankind, Oe 
Farewel ye Cozners of the Eaſie Sex, - EE. 
_ And thou the greateſt, falſelt Alexander's 


"ALEXANDER the 'Great. 


Farewel thou moſt heloy'd,, thou faithleſs Dear ; 
If I but mention þimz the Tears will fall : 
Sure there is nota Lettexn his Nathe, 17 7 
But is a Charm to melt a Woman's Eyes. 
"Sy/. Clear up thy Griefs, thy King; thy #ffexamier -  — —-- --- 
Y Cc on. 6 ER 3 
Stat. Why let bind coihe; KURT 1 $2e'7 
Joy of all Eyes but the forlorn es. ; = 
*Syſ. Wilt thounotſee him > | + 6h % bing es een 4 ans 2 
Stat. By Heaveil-never will > 1998 $0528 op fs, ae 
This is my Vow,” Ty facred- Refolurion $f Ho Gm its kat > 
And whenlT break it. 21.23. 292 v4Y 3.5 Beets; 
Syſ. Ah, do not ruine all. | 
Srat. May I again be flatter?d/and deluged, 3 ,250799 IT Ft 
| May ſudden death and horrid,comcinſtcad inniadT 1 
Of "hat I wiſh, and-take me unprepar'd. : at) 15 J5 
Sy/. Sill kneel, and with thedame Breath cllagen bf tg mo nn 
The wofulImprecation thou haſt,made.-' | :. 41-010 4. 5 16 ag 
Stat. i ran «© IRE TER | "it Ii 717d .\% 
Then in the Bowers of great Sexrramis '= 1d po ot ff aily) 
Forever lock my woes from humnae views .'- | 1; nor WHiyt 28D 25h 
Sy/. Yet be pci{waded. iy AS >; Neerr'Y 
Stat. Nevei urge me more, T&:7 , oEaoote A 
Leſt driven to rape, I ſhould in Liſe vor rin 
And in your preſcnce put arnend toall”', 14 In 0-H 
The faſt Calamities that round mefall.-. .; fo Jive 
Par. O angry Heaven what have the guiltlefs. done-? 1 opus off 
And where ſhall wretched Pariſatss run: | by Sod a6 
Sy. Captives in War, our Bodies we reſign*d, b x 
But now made free, Love does our Spirits.bind. . ;_ | 
Stat. When to my purpesd Loneneſs: I: retire, 's 7 01% 


” 
bs  —a, —  , . — ne ue © ——__—  - 


Your ſight I through the Grates ſhall ofc Uefire, 
And after Alexander*s Health: enquire +: 


And if this Paſſion cannot be remoy*d, | I \ 
Ask how my Reſolution he approv'd : + + 4:11 Digs 15: qeeee 
How much he loves, how much heis beloy?d : k | WT 


Then when I hear that all things pleaſe him well, 
Thank the good Gods, and hide me 1n my: Cell: * 
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Noſe of Trumpets ſounding far of. Ms, : wh 

The Scene draws, and diſcovers a Batile © " Goms,! or: Ravens 5n the' fir x an 
Eagle and a Dragon meet and fight ;, the Eagle drops \down with all the reſt 
cf the Birds, and the Dragon flies away. 1 Souldiers: walk, off ſhaking their 
Heads. The Conſpirators come forward, REESE tant} not bu'k 


Caf. H* comes, the fatal Glory-of theWorldz: ii vi. «1 8 4 
The headlong Alexander, with zGuard' |»; 

Of thronging Crowns comes on to Babylon, 1) + |, © 

Though warn'd, in ſpight of all the Powrs kbove, [+ 

Who by theſe Prodigies foretel his Ruine, rr 41 

Pol. Why all this noiſe, becauſe a King muſt! die: Z/ [1G (iis, 7 Þc 
Or do's Heaven fear becauſe he ſway*d the Earths: ' 4 nt 2h 
His Ghoſt will war with the high Thunderer2 ' OE OE 
Curſe on the babling Fates that cannot ſee I. 
A great Man tumble, but they muſt be talking. 

Cafſſ. The Spirit of King Philip, in tholg Arms. | 1b. $9,. 
We ſaw him wear, paſs. groaning through the Court, +. ' 1; 1 inf 
His dreadful Eye-balls rowP their horronrupwards ; - YO 
He way*d his arms, and ſhook his wondrous head. -. - "AR | 
Pve heard, that at the erowing of the Ceck 
Lions will roar, and Goblings ſteal away. 

But this Majcſtick Air ſtalks ſtedfaſt on - ._ _ 
Spight of the Morn that calls hint from the Eaſt, 
Nor mmds the op'ningof the Iv2ry Noor. | 

Phil. *Tis certain, there was never day like this. 

Ceff. Late as1 make walt*r behind the Palace, FM Oy 
I met a monſtrous Child, that with his hands WE 
- Hefd to his Face, whach ſeenr'd all over Eyes, 

A Silver Bowl, and wept it full of Blood. -:. 

But having ſpy*d me, like a Cocatrice,  . | 
He glar*d a while ; then with a ſhriek ſo ſhrill 

As all the Winds had whiſtled from his Mouth, 
He daſh'd me with the Gore he held, and vanithed. 

Pel. That which befell me, though *rwas horrid, yet 
When confider, it appears ridiculous ; 

For, as I pafs*d throvgh a by vacant place, 
I met two Women very old and ugly, 


That wrupg their hands, and howPd, and beat their breaſts ; 


£ 
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And cry'd out Poyſon : whenl1 askt the Cayſe,. - *;..- 1M 
They took me by the Ears, and with ftranpe force 
Held me to the Earth, then laughd and dilappear'd. 
Caſſ. O howlT love deſtruftion with a Method ___ 
Which none diſcern, but thoſe that weave the Plot : 
Like Silk-worms we are hid in our own Wefr, © —- 
But we ſhall burſt at laſt through all the Strings; . 7 
And when time callscome forth iu a new Form | 
Not Inſefts to be trod, but Dragons wing'd. - 
Theſſ. The Face of all the Conrt js ſtrangely alter'd : 
There's not a Perſia FT can meet but ſtares 
As if he were diſtrafted. Oxyartes 
Statiras Unckle openly declainyd 
Azeainſt the Perjury of Alexander, 
Phil. Others, more fearful, are remov*d to Suſa, 
Dreading Rexana*s Rage, who comes Pth Rear 
To Babylon, 5p 
Caſſ. It glads my riſing Soul =— 
That we ſhall ſee him rack*t before he dies * 
I know he loves Sratira more than Life, 
And on a Crowd of Kings in Triumph born 
Comes, big with Expectation, to enjoy her. 
But when he hears the Oaths which the has ta'ne, 
Her laſt adien-made publick to the World, .. 
Her vow*d divorce, how will remorſe conſume him £ 
Prey, like the Bird of Hell, npoit his Liver ? 
Pol. To hawk his Longing and delnde his Luſt, 
E more than Death, *tis Earneſt for Damnation. | 
Caſſ. Then comes Roxana, who muſt help our Party ; 
I know her jealons, bloody, and ambitions. © ©, .'' © -- 
Sure *twas the likeneſs of her heart to mine, 
And Svmpathy of Natures caus'd me Iove her : 
*Tis-fixt, F muſt enjoy her, and no way 
So proper as to make her guilty frſt. | 
Pal. To ſee two Rival Queens of different humours, 
With a variety of Torments vex him. . CEnter Lyſ. Hep. 
Caſſ. Ofthat anon-; bat roms 
And the yoong Favourite ; fort; fort your ſelves, 
And like to Other mercenary Souls 
Adore this Mortal God, that ſoon muſt bleed. 
Lyſ. Here I will wait the King's approach, and ſtand 
His utmoſt anger if he do me wrong.- 2 
Heph. That cannot be, from/Power ſo abſolute 
And high as his. ; "EW 
Lyj. Well, yon and I have done. | 
Pol. How the Court thickens ! | C Trumpets ſourd. 
Caf. Nothing to what it will, —— Dves he not come. | © a 
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To hear a thouſand thouſand Embaſſies,” - E 

Which from all parts to Bebyle? ate” brought, . 

As if the Parliament of the whote World had met 
Had met ; and he came on a -God; to give... .,.__.. 
The infinite Aſſembly glorious 2udlence. | 


Enter Clytus, A Ariſtander EF Robes: with, 4 Wand, | 


crif Haſte Reverend C/ yen, _ haſte, and ſtop the King 
. He is already-entred :* then the Preſs 

of - ci thatattendſo thick about him,..... ,. .. 

Keepall that wou'd approach at certain diſtance. i | 
Ar. Though he were hen”d with Deities de ſpeak! to him 

And turn him back from this bigh way to Death: ... 
Cly. Here place your ſelf within his Trumpets ſound. ES IS 

Lo, the Chaldear Prieſts appear, behold > 0-AT AY 

The ſacred Fire, Nearchus and Eumenes | 

With their white Wands, and dreſt. in, Eaſtern Robes,.. 

To ſooth the King, who loves the Perſiag mode : 

But ſee the Maſter of the World appears. 


Enter Alexander, all kneel but _ 


Heph. © Son of Jupiter, live for. ever. — 
Alex. Riſe all, and thou my ſecond: ſelf, my Loye-: S 
O my Hepheſtion, raiſe thee from the Earth 
Upto my Breaſt, and hide thee in my Heart, 
Art thou grown cold ? why hang thine arms at- diſtance ? 
Hugg me, or elſe by Heaven thou lov!ſt-menot.  . 
Heph. Not love. my Lord? break not the Heart you franwd 
And moulded up to ſuch an Excellence ; _ -_ 
Then ſtzmp*d on it your own Immortal Image. 
Not love the King ? Such 1s not Woman's Love, 
So fond a Friendſhip, ſuch a ſacred flame, 
As I muſt doubt to find in Breaſtsabove,: © . - 
Alex. Thou doſt, thou lov*ſt me,,Crawn of all. my Wars. 
Thou dearer to me than my Groves of Lawrel, 
| know thou lovPſt thy Alexander more 
Than Cres doth the King : :no tears Hepheſt:on, 
[ read thy Pallion ip thy. Manly Eyes ; 
And glory in thoſt Planets of my Life J., | phos dl 3 
Above the Rival Lights that ſhine | in Heaven. 7 OT ET i ETNS. 
Ly/. 1ſee that Death muſt wait me, yet Ple on. 
Alex. Vle tell thee Friend, and mark it all ye Princes: 
Though never mortal Man arriv*d to ſuch 
A'heightas 1; yet I wou'd forfeit 8ll ; 
_Caſt all my Purples, and fy conquerd Crowns, 


\ S 


., 4LEXU4NDER'the Great..” > 
And dye to ſave this Darling of my Soul. Fo EY ack 
Give me thy Hand, ſhare all my.Scepters while 
I live ; and when my hour ef Fate is come, * je) 
Lleave thee, what « Go meriteſt more than I, the World. 
Ly/. Dread Sir, I.caſt nte at your Royal Feet. 
Alex. What, my Lyſimachws, whoſe Veins are rich 
With our 1lluſtrious Blood ? My Kinſman, riſc ; 
Is not that Clyrws ? -F4-v;; Y 
Clyt. Your old faithful Souldier. © | 
Alex. Come to my hands, thus double Arm the King : 
And now methinks I ſtand like the Dread God, | 
Who while his Prieſts and I quaff*d ſacred Blood, 
Acknowledg?d me his Son. . My Lightning thou; 
And thou my Mighty Thunder, — -1- have ſecn 
Thy glittering Sword outfly Celeſtial Fire: :- 
'And when Fcry?d, be gone, and execute,,: 
Pre ſeen him run ſwifter than ſtartiog Hinds, 
Nor bent the tender Graſs beneath his:Feet,: . 
Swifter than Shadows flee: ing ore the Fields, ,. 
Nay, even the Winds, with all their Stock of Wings, 
Have puffd behind, as wanting Breath to reach him. 
Df But if your: Majeſty ——— }.- 
Clyt. Who would not looſe | 
The laſt dear drop of Blood IS was a King ? 
Alex. Witneſs my Elder Brothers of the Skie, 
How much I love a Souldier. — Q my Clyrw, 
Was it not when we paſs'd the Granicw * 
Thou didft preſerve me from unequal force ? 
It was when Spithridates and Rbefaces, | 
Fell both upon me with two dreadful ſtroaks, 
And clove my temper?d Helmet quite in ſunder ; 
Then 1 remember, then thou didſt me Service : 
Ithink my Thunder ſplit him to the Navel. 
Cly. To your great Self you owe that Victory, 
And ſure your Arms did never gaia a nobler. 
Alex. By Heaven they never did, for well thou knoweſt, 
And 1 am prouder to have paſgd that Stream, 
Than that Ldrove a Million o're the Plain. 
Can none remember ? Yes, I know all muſt, 
When Glory, like the Dazling Eagle, ſtood 
Perch'd on my Beayer in the Granick Flood ; 
When Fortun's ſelf my Standard trembling bore, 
And the pale Fatcs. ſtood frighted on the Shore, 
When the Immortals on the Billows rode, 
And I my ſelf appear*d the Leading God. 
Ariſt. But all the Honours which your Youth-has won 
' Are loſt unlifs you fly from: Babylon : Lt 
Haſte with your Chiefs, ro S»ſa take your way, ot; ot 


16 The RIVAP. QUEENS. Ore 


Fly for your Lite, deſtructive is your fy. 
This Morning having view*dthe angry Skie,  * 
And mark*d the Prodigies that crete high, 4 
To ouc bright God 1 did for Succour  :W 
Burt, Oh —- 

Alex. What Fears thy Reverend Boſome ſhake 1 ?. 
Or doſt thou from ſome Dream of Horrour wake? 
If fo, come graſp m2 with thy ſhaking Hands. 
Or fall behind, while I the danger ſtand. 

Ariſt. To Oroſmades Cave 1 did repair, 
Where I atton*d the dreadful God with Prayer : 

But as I pray?d, I heard long Groans within,  - 

And ſhricks, as of the Dami*d that howl for Sin - 

I knew the-Omer, and I fear to ſtay; © 
Bur proſtrate on the trembling Pavement lay : 

When he bodes Happineſs, he anſwers mild, 

*T was:ſoof old, and the great{mage ſmiPd ; 

But now in abrupt 'T hunder he reply'd 8 © 
Loud as Rent Rocks, or roaring Seas he ery, 

All Empires Crown, Glory 'of Babylon, Y 
Whoſe Head ſtands wrapt in 'Clouds,zmiſt tumble down. 

Alex. If Babylon muſt fall, whatis't tome? 

Or Can1I help immutable Decree ? 

Down then vaſt Frame wich all thy Lofry Towers, 

Since ”tis ſo order?d by Almiglity Pomess; x - 

Preſs'd by the Fates, unlooſe your golden Bars, 

'Tis great to fall the Envy of the Stars. 


2 


Enter Perdiccas, Meleager. 


Mele. O Horrovur! 
Perd. Dire Portents ! 
Alex. Out with *em then, 
What, are ye Ghoſts, ye empty ſhapes of Men ? Pp. 
If ſo, the Myſterigs of Hell unfold, 
Be all the Scrowls of Deſtiny unrowl'd : ? 
Open the brazen Leaves, and kt'it come ; 
Point with a Tunder-bo!t your Monarch's Doom. 
Perd. As Meleager and my Self in Field, 
Your Perf1i2u Horſe about the Army wheel : 
We heard anolſeas of a ruſhing Wind, 
And athick ſtorm the Eye of day did blind : 
A croaking Noiſe reſounded thronph the Air, 
We look'd, and faw big Ravens battling there : 
 Fach Bird of Ni 1ght appear'd himſelf a Cloud, 
They met and foughr, and their Wounds rain®d blac'; bl« 
Afele. All, as for Honour did their Lives expoſe ; 
Their Talons claſhd, and Beaks gave.mighty blows, 


Whilſt 
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Whulſt dreadful ſounds didour ſpar'd fnfaafaibi7 1 ng hoot? when hers nf 
As of ſmall Thunder, or hugeScythign;Haili >: 1 ones foe ao 

Perd, Our Augurs ſhook, when with .aliorrid-groahy;; 
We thought thar all che Clonds- had tumbPd 'downg ATE 
Souldiers, and Chiefs, who can the wonder telco 7 1» 0 
Strook to the ground, promiſcuouſly fell z: 14; 1; 21. } 3't >. 

While the dark Birds, each -pond'rous as Shields .-. 7 +... 

For fifty Furlongs hid thefazak. Fields :;; {i - 1 oo 

eAlex. Be witneſs for me, all ye Powers Divine, 

If ye be angry, *tis no fault of mine; »'.. > * 

Therefore let Furiesface me, with a Band :-: | 
From Hell, my Virtue ſhall not make'aſtand; * 

Though all the Curtains of the skie- be drawn, 

And the Stars wink, young Ammon ſhallgo on ; 

While my Sratira ſhines; I cannot ſtray, 

Love lifts his Torch to light meon my way, 

And her bright Eyes create another-Day. 

Lyj. E're you remove be pleagd, dread Sir, tg bear 
A Ptince ally*d to you by Blood, ' 

Alex, Speak quickly. _ 

Lyſ.. For all that I havedone for you in, War, 

[ beg, the Princeſs Pariſarss. $a 

Alex. Ha, -2S 2.1 116 3 44-007 
Is not my word already paſt ? Hephbeſt;av, :. 

I know he hates thee, but he ſhall not have her; 

We heard of this before. Lyfunachns, 

I here command, you nouriſhno deſign, 

To perjudice my Perſon lean 
L love, and will prefer toallthe World. 

Lyf. 1 never faiPd ro gbeg your Majelty, _ 

Whit you commanded what was in my power, 

Nor cowd Hepheftion fly more {wilt to ſerve, . 

When you commanded us to ſtorma, Town; , | 
Or fetch a Standard from,thg Enemy : . . tak | 
But when you charge me not to love the Princeſs; =w— 
I mult confeſs, I difobey you, as ;j«: : ,-; + 11 wg ne | 

l word the Gods themſelyes, ſhould they-commang. | 

Alex. You ſhow, brave Sir , hear me; andithen be-dumb;, 

When by my order, curlt Cals/thenes,  . ..., 
Was as a Traitor doom'd to {ive iatorments : 
Your pi:y ſped him in deſpightofme, \.. . -- - 
Think not I have forgot your infolence -. '+ 
No, though I pardon?d it, yet. if ngain., 


Thou dare'ſt to croſs me with another:Crim?, - orgy £1 * 11 
The Bolts of fury ſhall be doubled on: thee, { ,91440d 1% 30 i1 
In the meantime think not of Pariſarzs 5 . 11.37 1 4.0 ih. yi 

For if thou doll, by Jupiter Ammonyy oo nnd yarto ent” 


n | By | 
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By my own Head, and by King: Philip?s Soul, -' - 


Fle not reſpect that Blood of mine thou-ſhar'ſt;7'! 20 + 115” 


But uſe thee as the vilcſt Macedonian. - 144 
Lyſ.. T1 doubted not at firft but 1:ſhou?d meet - 


Your indignation, yet my SouPsreſoly?dy * 1 f - * r 


And Iſhall never quit ſo brave a prizey-i {Vl 
While 1 candraw a Boy, orlifra Sword:: -/* *; 


Alex.. Againſt my life, ha? was it ſo ?.'how now | -* © 


"Tis faid that Iam raſh, of haſty humonr 
But I appea] tothe Immortal Gods, 
fever petty poor Provincial Lord 


Had temper like to mine ? My Stave,whom 1 ! rt (ia 20 


Con'd tread to Clay, dares utter bloody threats. -- 


Clyr. Contain your ſclf, dread Sir, the noble Princez” 


I ſee it in his Countenance, would dye," 
To jaſtific his truth, but love makes many faults. 


Ly/. I meant his Minion there ſhould feelmy Arm, * 


Love asks his blood, nor ſhill he live to laugh ©. 

At my deſtruction. DL 
Alex. Now be thy own Judge, 

1 pardon thee for my old Cly:nz%s ſake; 

But if once more thou mention thy raſh Love, 

Or dare?ſt attempt ap 16H precious Life, 

Plc pour ſuch ſtorms of-indignation on theb, | 

Philotas rack, Caliſthenes diſgrace; Cop . 

Shall be delight to what thou ſhalt endure, —-- 


J} 


Enter Syſigambis, Pariſatis. : 


Heph.. My Lord, the Queen comes to congratulate-' | 


Your ſafe arrival. ; | 
Alex..O thou beſt of Women; © 
Source of my joy, bleſt Parent of -my Love- 
Sy/.. Permit me kneel, and five thoſe adorations 
Which from the Perfian Family areidue: 
- Have you not rais'd ns from our ruines high, 
And wlien no Hand cow help, nor any Eye/ - ' * 
Behold'us with a Tear, yours pittied me bl 
You, like a God, ſnatch ?d us from forrow*s Gulphy 
Fixt us in Thrones- above our former Rare, - -- * 


Par. Which, when a ſoul forgets, advanCtfonobly, - * | 


May it be drown'd in deeper miſery. 


Alex. To meet me thus, was- generouſly one 3 fol Ph 


But ſtill there wants to crown my Happin 

Life of my Empire, Treaſure of my Soul !:” - 
| My dear Seatira!. O that Heavenly Beam, 
Warm of my Brain, and Fixer of my Heart ; * 


>, 


» 
- * \ 
£ 


* WW 4a”'d 


KS 
a 1 


4/ 


1 "4 PF # 
"Cf? » 4 
S [!} & #7: DA 


"ALE XANTIE KR. #48 Greer. 


Had ſhe but ſhot to ſee me, hat ſhe met meg!» 2507 201 157 1 474415 10] 


By thistime I had been among{ti 'Godst 2 F1! 


If any Ecſtaſie can make ahogs © tto whatnd hind 97; 1) 
Heay eng; | Auay: 4. 


Or any Rapture hurle us to the IN 
Cly:t. Now, who ſhall dare to tell himi the Queens Vow? ' / 


Alex. How fares my Love ? ha, — neitheranſwer me?! | 


Ye raiſe my wonder, Darkneſs overwheknme ©? > FOWETUES 


If Royal Sy/ſigambis dogs not weep,”+ oo 37 
*. pie toldias fee 


Trembling, and Reffoury'- pit 
Is ſhe not well ? what, none, none, anfyyeeme ?- | 
Or is it worſe ? Keep down ye riſing Stghs,” © © | 
And murmurin the hollow hy hom oh 206 2 HheF7 22 
Run to-my Heart, and gather 'morefad wind; © 
That when the yoice of Fat#ſhafcallyou forth, ' '''- * | 

Ye may ,at one ruſh, front the Seat of Life; © 

Blow the Blood out, and burſt me like a Bladder. 


Ss oat 


Heph. 1 wov'd relate it, burth "couthge — nA 
Ace. he bedead;—Thar its impoltble; - A 


Aud let none here affirm it for þigSoul 8 © 
For he that dares but think ſo tata Lye," 
Ple have hisbody ſtraight empal'd heforeme ; © 
And glut my Eyes upoa his bleeding Eatrails, 
Caſſ. How will this Engine ofuntuty Paſſion . br 
Roar , when we haveraryd him tothe month . with" Poyſoa hk: 
Alez., Why ſtand you all, as yon were rooted here <3 
Like ſenſeleſs Trees, while tothe ſtupid Grove * 
I, Like a wounded Lion, 'groan my grieſs, TY 
And none willanſwer,——what, not my Fepheſtion? 
If thou haſt any love for Alexander, abi 
Ifever I oblig'd thee by my care 
When my quick ſight-tas watcl®d'thee in the war; ©, 
Or ifto {ce thee bleedI ſent forth cryes, ' 
And, like a Mother, waſld thee with my tears. 
If this be true, ifI deſerve thy Love, © 
Eaſe me, and tell the cauſe of my diſsſter. 
Heph. Your mourning Queen, (which I had told before, 
Had you been calm,) has na _Diſcaſe bur Sorrow, 
Whick wasotecafton'd firſt by jealous pangs: 
She heard, (for what<en ſcape a watchful Lover? ) 
That you at S#/a, breaking all-your Vows, - a 
Relaps, and conquer'd by Roxarna's Charms, 
Gave up your ſelf devoted to her Arms. © | 
Alex. | know that ſubtle Creature in my-Riot, 
My Reaſon gone, {educ*d me to her Bed; © 
But when I wak*d Fſhook the Circe off, - 
Though that Enchantreſs held me by the Arm, 
And wept, and gaz'd with all the force of: Love ; 


"4 If © 


. . k % 
n ag? weY 
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Nor griev?d I leſs for that which:k bag! | 7; 95} 03 30 
Than when at Thais ſuit, enragd wit *I DNS 1990 os v2 2192 yal 


" ”i” - 
Fit do #44 }X 


I ſet the fend Perſepolis on Fire. Eo ny ater vat 
Heph. Your Queen Statiratook it to beat PS EIEET> 
That, in the Agony of Love, ſheſwore og 02 bras IE OW et cel 
Never to ſec your Majeſty.agaln z + _ LOR Lott 10d 
With dreadful Imprecations ſhe; nfirm?d... wr Driow ya Slit oY 


Her Oath, and I much fear that ſhe will kee ap oe El oh 

Alex. Ha! did ſhe ſwear ! 245 0 oh Frans Qty; "7 
Ple not believe it, no, ſhe is all ſoftneſs, - | C9 ag 
All melting, mild, and calm as a rock*d Infant, - 3 ow 3 in 
Nor can you wake her into crycs 6 Heaven. 46 wot of ciommir bra 
She is the Child of Love, and ſhe yyas i ſmites.. :- 7 

Pay. I, and my weeping been Wears :- ig ol nol 46. 

Syſ. And with ſuch herceneſs ſhe did. aggravate. ;; jw 7 oY 
The foulnefs of your fault, that: I cou'd tk 1 , 
Your Maj-ſty wou'd blot her, from your breaſt. - oy 

Alex. Biot her? forget her? An JP from my boſame | 
For ever, loſe the Star that guilds m EE Re at oencuTet bak 
Guide of my Days, and Goddeſs, of 4 "BG 7 ce 
No, ſhe ſhall ſtay with me 3jn ſpight of: Vows, | on 
My foul, and body both are twiſted with her: | © 
The God of Love empties his golden Quiver, 

Shoots every Grajn of her jato my heart; . /-- - | 
She is all mine, by Heaven F feel her, here... 
Panting, and warm, the deareſt; O Starara ! | 

Sy/. Have patience, Son, ind truſt to Heayen and Mes... 
If my authori:y,. or the remembrance | 
Of dead Darius, or her Mothers Soul 
Can-work upoi "her, ſhe again 'is. yours. 

Alex. O, Mother help me, help your: wounded San, : 
And move the Soul of my offended Dear ; - | ERIN 
But fly, haſte, e*re the ſad Proceſſton*s made, | | p 
Spend not a thougit in a Reply. — Be gone, 

It Shen wo?'d have me live and Pariſatis, 

Hing thon abont her Knees, waſh?em with tears + 
Nay haſte, the breath of Gods, and Elequence = 
Of Angels go along with you — 'O my heart! f Fxeunc 6yC. — Par. 

Ly/. Now let your Majeſty, who feel the Torments, 

And fharpeſt Pangsof Love, encourage mine.. 

Alex. Ha. —— 

Clyt. Are youa Madman ? is this a time 2. 

Ly/. Yes, for I ſe he cannot be unjuſt to me, 

Left {Omething worſe befill himſelf. 
Alex. Why doſt thou tempt me thus, tothy undoing ? 
Death thou ſhould{t have, were jt not courted ſo; 
But know to wy confuſion, that my word, 
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 ALEF4 wb R Kbq Pifatyr 
Like woke les not a rever 


PLES in Chains thou ſhalt behold, the Nuptials 


ben. — GuaRds TAKE HI Prfomer- or nn EE” 


lo org « 8s 5. 7 
Lil l hi” dy? » in my Pals blood.* : 
- Alex: 4-char N———— 
The dignity of Kings is now concern'd, 
And 1 will fin@xway 6 tamethisBeaſt.: pert] wm 
Clyr. Kneel, for 1 ſee Lightmng' in his yo. 


Lyf. 1 neither hope nor ask a pard'n of hum ; : 
Bur if he ſhou'd reſtore my; Sward, 1; wou'd, + : 
With a new violence, run agaio{t my Riyal..- 

Alex. Sure we, at laſt, ſhall conquer this fierce q_—_ 22114 365” 
Hence from my fi ſight, and bear him to a __ WU 
Perdicas give this Lion to a LiongjftC de); 4 i£;x:ne0tcd ; 
None ſpeak for him, fy, ſtop his Moyth, away... 1; 7 2donehd | 

Cly. Tie King's extreamly moy*d.. Y | 

Em. 1 dare not ſpeak. !!: : 

 Clyr.. This comes of Love and Wamen, tixamatucs; "IP 
Yet were I heated now-23th. Winegl.ſhou?d, 

Be preaching to the King for this raſh Fool. 

Alex. Come hither Clyz«e, and my dear Hepheſtion ; 

Lend me your Arms, help, for Pm ſick o*th ſudden : 


- % 
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ot - 


I fear betwixt Statira*s cruel Loyes, -x<t, CA 24 

And fond Roxana*s Arts, your, Kingwillfall, | 6-03. 2-353. 
Clyt. Better the Perſian 6g + -—e HL 3505 927 0072 UOy | 
Heph. Look up, my Lord, and bend:gor [thus yourtea, TE" 2977 | 

As if you wov'd leave the Empire -of the World 291; huri-260T 


Which you with Toil have won... ot 6, 
Atex. Wow'd I had not, = 
There?®sno trne joy in ſuch unweildy Forune, ..-$-50 
Eternal gazers laſting troubley makez © i {lr | 
All find my ſpots, bat few my brightneſs take. 
Stand off, and give me als, ——> 
Why was I borna Prince, oclaim'd a. God ? 
Yet have no _— to look abroad 2 
Thus Palaces.in pro ipect bar the: Bye, 
Which pleasd and free, wou'd ore the Cottage fly © 
O're fowry Lands to the gay diſtant Sky. 
Farewel thcn Empire, and the Racks of Love ; 
By all the Gods, I will to Wilds remove, 
Stretch'd like a Sylvan. God on Graſs lye down, 
And quite forget that ere ah wore a. Crown... 
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ACT 11k PISOENE " all 1 5 


a4) 111931192 VION @&f (4 117) (I BL © 

Enter Fumenes, Philip; Theflatus, perdicoag rw 4 6+ 
Lyamathus.' —_ gil 4 9<t 1 IG ; 19900} «* ix. 
: 040 I Ck F207 DO 7 "ot Tv; 


Arewell, brave Spirit, m—— cine aboves - tit on Fuuilt oi] 26 18 
Lin ps 4d - 
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* Saws, 


ms © 


Commend us to Philotal; the 'relt > Mp AT 
Ofour preat Friends,ic! | 5575!) -1it3 29npilcs, 6! f p< pl eV SIUO SIA 
Thefſ. Perdiccas, you arepxpw whl E 03 mit fd bot org or mot 5H 
In truſt, be thankful for your noble Oſfice#' i 5 07 1191] +...4 9915 14.55 ad 
Perd. As noble as you ſentefjeeme; ' Pagivo Ht res AR. 
This arm that Theſſalus were {o imploy7d; il 1 eG HD Et 
Lyſ. Ceaſe theſe untimely jars, farevel to all, JO 44525 6 3 
Fight for the Kingzas Thavtidant, afdthen © © 2 970.13 e: Yoo «16 19 
You may be worthy of a Death life mite.” re, D906 1 915 07 33 j 
41 cul T 4191 OJ YN! IST 93 
Nas DO Patifitis,"* a2 179) 7 
| - 43'D 3IE 034-10 LA)! n_ L.A TVUY Aid AM 


_ Por. Ahmy Lb where are yait potng. 3% eG Ss 341630 15511 
Whither ? to be devoured ? O barbltrGug/PfineeT (20/1 
Cou'd you expoſe your LifotoXxheKin 2 Rapeſ! * ak, MR 17 19200] Het 
And yet remember mimnewys ty'd xvod | Me 20] oF_qu 3250, wv 

Ly/. The Gods preſerve gouorevfronythe Hs 82.2121 L1 
That threaten me; live, Madam, t@ enjoy 4 47 


A nobler Fortune, and forget this wretch : p44 4, DVR - 3 
I ne*re had worth, nor is it 201 vfliovcolr 5D. re 3s Ed SELTISIS NS 
That all the blood which I-ſhall looſe this day: vo 477518; 223% BY 42011 
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Shou'd merit this rich ſorrow-from WRULEREs 
Par. The King I know 1s beat to thy Deſtruction 20g if 6. 
Now by comment they forc'd hefronk lis Rnev$ £92 ii 112 Yi» 


But take this ſatisfaction in thy death, : 135: = £ Of T&T.320 

No Power, Command, my Mother”s, Siſter's: work, gt ty dE Rob DL 

Shall cauſe me toJurvive thy cul Lofs, 2:0 107 -- Bo PER T OVG ve 
Ly/. Live, Pruncefs, live; how@re che Kingdſdains meg CULERTIE 

Perhaps urarn'd, and fi ghting for your fake, - | 

I may perform what ſhall :maze the World; { / 0) wt neon) ot, 

And force him yet to give you toimy-Arms. RINSE B91 19.0 28 

Away Peraicc as, — dear Eumexes; tako- +1 -\/ - 44 - ILHG 40200 redhat 

The Princeſs to your Charge. [ Exeunt. Pcrd. Ly. Cards, 


—_ O cruzity ! 

. Lead me, Enumenes, kead me from the Light, 
AV dd. may vw -ait till 1 his rvine hear, * 
Txcnlic? my Soul © meet jm in the Air, 
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Phil. See where the jealous proud Rox #14 TOES, - CH yr 05 05 
A haughty Vengeance gathers up het: brows”! | : 3 yr 266 3:0 
Theſ. Peace, they have raiy'd her romw Entls yadſerve : 210791 rft:© 6, 


Enter Roms, Calder algin "62 2902 HY 90% 
QAM UNH NL I 1TH 
Rox. O you have ruin'd me. 3 fatbemats, IHE ale 1 
Said you ſo paſlionately, is poſiible* - * _ bao Y Sr = 012-1 ;\ 
So kind to her, and ſo unklfdto me? 0 Lo fo, 
Caſ. More than your utmoſt Fanty cart = OE OILY 77 
He ſwouned thrice at heating ofher Vow,” * #7: 9 1s My ST ors il 560422 
And when our Care as oft had bro Rick Life, bag 43. Ef, VC 130 £9) 
He drew his Sword, and offer*d av MSVbteaſt:s / II's is ce9i2L6; 
Pol. Then raiPd on you- with ſuch*tmi ard 6 GrROU Of +. 
Rox. Away, be gone, and givey WhitlWwingPF 203 1437 fie; {201 
Or I will blow you up like Duſt ;«2yaiitit 470 © _— f3,cnog. im By 
Madneſs but meanly repreſents my toy}, + f OR b*gow ben 21 wi 012. 
Roxana and SHarira, they are Names-*" 0] 40 thhs vm e3 IQ! Un 903 its Til 
That muſt for eyer jar ; eternal eX 30! toms UNS 4 013-1 © Fit 
Fury, Revenge, Diſdain, and tedignation-” - 1-1 ' 2m: _— \x9 
Tear my ſwolPn Breaſt, make way for fire an £2 10 7: 
4 yon is burſt, , debate mo 1 | 
he ſtorm is up, and my hot ea 
Splits with the Rack, while Paſſions like Res 
Riſe op to Heaven and put ont all the Stars:”: 
What ſaving hand, O what Almighty': arvy.*: 
Can raiſe me ſinking? 


Caf. Let your a, art ſave 7 
"Tis in your power7 WA Bi 
Let all thc Stars go out, 
_ hen brigh ay that ooap | $2117 JOft 0 hok Got Þ? 
ake like the Moon, on, TE Fceliphh © FEE GLTSH 
And we with all the Inſtrument of War Qed Tn 12! HTN 
Trumpets and Drums wi , 
Pal. Me 24k RI BIT TO 290013 gy « 
That fits the Spirit *0f a Pi Wola t TRETIDEO IT 
Let not Medea's dreadful ve ce ſand” Jil. s MER SHR 20, 
A Pattern more, but draw your own fo fiercey. - ff 
It may for ever be Original. 1204 
Caſ.. Touch not, bur daſk with ſtrokes ſo bravely. hol, aP 
*Till you have forn'd a face of ſo mych horrour, * 244) THEE 0072 1 
That ga ga ping Furies may _ friplited back ;; ILOUT 1G LO! 
That Envy may devour ber for' Madr ds, 
And ſad Medifas Head be eld = 
Rox. Yes, we will have Reven$8 


For there is nothing you ls Ay off 0 
Bur comes far ſhort, neg of what 77 . 
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When in-my nonagel at Zogaia liv ds 3 bio. eo! as a4 2rotir 2: 2 Yar 
Amongſt my ſhe-companions | wou?d rejons! .- Mis Stags tf wo fois 4 
Drew *cm from 1dlenel$candf3)&2learts; 151 big oyor 587 95894 etl 
Of coiniog looks, and laying ſnares for Lovers ; . 
Broke all their Glailes. . agd.thei 5 $ £8 [Org + : 
Taught*em, like Amazons, td by ant Cee eRRXOA x7 


Wild Beaſts in Defarts, and to.  Malhexpmens x 


i5 7 rye - J; JH 1566-4 EI " 
Caf. Her locks, her words, her ev'ry motion" 1F me, + Fo 
Rox. But when I heard of Accent OOF "Pol on gr. 


How wiih a handfull he had 
Spoil'd all the Eaſt, their Queens $015 ae 
Yet with what Chaſtity, and 
He fawy their Beauties, and with p Pi Tor 1 nn create 
Methought I hung u rd we O37 + 2% or fr der 
And wiſfd him FE a Dn" "o BREE 5. _ : 
Left all my ſports,the Teo now if —_—S EIS. 
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And fighs uncalld wou'd from my bots TE - wy rode oe; ah, 
And ail the night, as my Adraſte told _ argon ts Jeng { Ba LE 
In ſlumbers groan'd and murmurd, 00%, REIGATE * 
Caf. Curſe on the name ! but I wil a9Þ FEMOV'e... g x 
That bar of my Ambit OO 9 ale INN 
Rox. At laſt to Zogaia this F-CAL "mM A” 9? fr NL EE 
And cover'd o're with Laurels togg: LLY.3 301 ©" 7 ang ct, 
A: nightI by my father”s « onlenftogls 1. ©. OIMET its; Doll ds ei, 
With fifry Virgins waiting at a yg 2058: be HEE Praprn £2 
But oh how glad was 1 to hear cnghand MA ret 0b ot ns 
To feel the preſſure of his Gong : 1h8 
And taſte the dear, the falſe-prote . "or ns 
Caſ. Wormwood & Hemlo m_—_ 7 
Rox. Gods! that a Man.ſhg Wo eo 
What ſaid he not whey: in khey EF, Pr ©, OE gr 
He claſp'd my yielding Bogya221 IMS... = WE eo ani 
When with his fiery Lips deFou cn ne, "09, 22608 OE TR TAS 39 
And moulding with his, 2098, A1J$$350b] ca | = 
He ſwore the Globes of Heaven and.E; Gs 
To thoſe rich Worlds ; and talk, and: Es +: : 
And made me ſhame the Morning wich n 
Caſ. Yet afcer this prove alle. : Fw 
Pol. Horrid Perjury ! | No en nn 
Caf. Not to be matgh'd:..-- Ct 227orf iT EF ove, I 
Pol, O you muſt tn revenge... fi | Ty PRIME ret any pos, 
Caf. A Perſon of your Spirit be ghys {1 fijghres WENT Ent a 
For whoſe defire all Earth ſhould b cg licmles eats ages 
Rox. And ſhall the Daughter of. 5a 


old bja? yr NL NE Ae 
That puny Girl, that Ape of my Ambitign.? . + PEP I 
That cry*d for Milk when I was a = 
$h:ll ſhe, mace up of watry Elements; -. /... rt 


ail'h." 


ALEXANDER the Great. 


A Cloud, ſhall ſhe embrace my proper God ? 

While I am caſt like:Lightning from his hand ! 

Nol1I muſt ſcorn to prey on common things; 

Though hurPd to Earch by this diſdainful Jove,. 

Ewill cebound to my own Orb of Fire, 

And with the wrack of all the Heav*as expire. 

Caſ. Now you appear your ſelt; 

Tis noble anger. | 
Rox. May the Illuſtrious bloud that fills my womb, 

And npens to be Perte&t Godhead born, 

Come forch a Fury, may Barſma's Baſtard* 

Tread it to Hell, and rule as-Soveraign Lord;. 

When I permit. Sratira to enjoy 

Roxana”s right, and ſtrive not to deſtroy. 

Enter Syſigambis, Statica,.in mourning. 

- Caf. Behold her going to fufill her Vow ; 

Old Syſigambts whom the King, engagd, 

Reſiſts and awes-her with Anthority. | 35 | 
Rox. ?T was raſhly vow?d indeed, and I ſhow'd pity her«. 
Sy/. O my Statzra, how has paſſion chang?d thee ! 

Think if thou drive the King to ſuch extreams, 

What in his fury may he not denounce 

Againſt the poos. remains of loſt Darixs, 

Stat. I know, I know he will be kind to you, 

And to my monrning Siſter for my fake, 

And tell him, how with my departing breath 

IraiPd not, but ſpoke kindly ofthis perſon, 

Nay.wept to think of our divided-Loves, 

And ſobbing fent a laſt forgiveneſs to hinzs. 

Rox. Grant Heawn, fome eafe-to: this diſttatted wretch ? 
Let her-not linger out a life in torments, CLIO. 
Be theſe her laft words, and at oncodifpatch cher. . 

Sy/. No, by the Everlaſting fire 1: ſwear, , 

By my Darius Soul, I never -more 

Will dare to look on Alexazder's face, 

If you refuſe to ſee him. \, 

Rox.. Curſe on that cunning tongue, - Efear-ticr now. 

Caſe. No, ſhe's teſoly?d. 

Strat: T caſt meat your feet, 

To bath*cm with my tears; or if yowpteaſe, 

lelet out life and waſh *em with, my blood , 

But ſtill conjure you not to-rack ny#* Soul, 

Nor hurry my wild thoughts to perfect madneſs. 

Showd now Darizs awfull Ghoſt-appear, 

And my pale Mother ſtand beſceching by, 

t- wou?'d perſilt to &ath, and keep my Vow. 

E 
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Rox. She-ſhews a certain bravery of ;Soul, 
Which Tſhow'd praiſe in any but myRival. | 
$5) y/. Dye then, rebellious wretch, thou art not now - 
zat ſoit belov?d, ner dolt thou ſhare my blood. 
Go bi: de thy baſcneſs in thy lovely Grot, 
| Ruine thy Mother, and thy Royal Houſe, 
Pernicious Creature! ſhed the innocent . 
Biood and Sacrifice to the King's warth _ 
The lives of all thy pzople ;;, fly, be goney | * 
And hide thee were bright Viriue never Be S 
The day will ſhun thee, nay the Stars that view .. 
Miſchiefs and Murders, deeds to thes NOT new, - 
Will ſtartar this ; — Go, go, thy crimes deplore,. | 
And never think of S) ſigambis mores, : Ext : 
Rox. Madam, I hope you will a Queen forgive, 
- Roxana weeps to ſee Statiragrive t 
How noble 1s the brave reſolve you-make, 
Toquit the world for Alexander”*s ſake ? 
Vaſt is your mind, you dare thusgreatly dye, 
And yield the King to one{0 nean'as [-. 
Tis a revenge will make the. Vitor ſmart | 
And much I fear your death will break his:heart. 
' Stat, You counterfeit a fear, and know too well 
How much your Eyes all Beauties elſe excell - Ui ee 
- Roxana, who though not a Princeſs: born, "19 196) OR 1-1 
In chains cou?d make the mighty Vitor manrn. richer 
Forgetting pow'r when. Wine had made him warm, 
And ſenſeleſs, yet even then you knew tocharm : 
Preſerve him by thoſe arts that cannot fail, 
Wile Ithe loſs of what 1 lord bewall. - . 
Rox. I hope your Majeſty will give me leave 
To wait you to the Grove, where you wou'd grieve; 
Wherelike the Turtle, you the loſs will moan 
Of that dear Mate, and murmur all alone. 
Stat. No, proud Triumpher o're my falling ſtate, 
Thou ſhalt not Kay to fill thee with my Fate - 
Go to the Conqueſt which your wiles may boaſt, 
And tell tie workd you left Srarzra loſt; 
Go ſeize my faithleſs Alexander?s hand, 
Both hand and keart were once at my command : 
Graſp his loy?d neck, dye on his fragant breaſt, | 
Love him like me, which cannot be expreſt, | 
He mult be happy, and you more then bleſt, Vis [+ C ? 
While I indarkneſs hide me from the day, "N04 
That with my mind I may his form ſurvey, $ 
And think ſo leng, till I think life away. 


| : Rox, 


Rox. No, ſiekly Virtue, 004; i © T7 
Thou ſhalt not think, nor thy Loves loſs hemoan, 
Nor ſhall paſt pleaſures through thy fapcy run 
That were to make thee blelt as.l can be, * | 
But thy no thoughtl muſt, I will decree; |; : 
As thus Ple torture thee till thou art.mad., -.:-; 
And then no thought to purpoſe cag þe had. _. _ 
S: at, How frail, how cowardly is woman's mind 2 
We ſhriek at Thunder? dread the ruſtlipg wind, 
And glit0ring Swords the brighteſt,eyes will blind... :/ 
Yet wien ſtrong Jealouſie enflames the! Sayl; ,, + - {+ | 
The weak will roax; and Calms to Tempeſts roul. 
Rival, take heed, and tempt me not toofar , ' 
My bloud may boyl, and Bluſhes ſhew a-war. 
Rox. When you retire to your Romantick Cell. 
P!e make, thy ſolitary Manſion Hell, | 
T+.ou ſhalt not reſt by day nor ſſeep by night, 
But ſtill Roxana ſhallthy Spixis fright - +. 
Wantom in Dreams, if thou dar*{t dream of bliſs, 
Thy roving Ghoſt may think. to ſteal a kiſs, «+ 
But when to his ſought Bed, thy wandring air ( 
Shall for the happineſs it wiſhid;repair, _ 
How will it groan to find thy Rival there ? 
How ghaſtly wilt thou look, when thou ſhalt ſee, Fa 
Through the drawn Curtains, that Great:man and me, ; - - 
Wearied with laughing joys, ſhot to the Soul, TT” 
While thou ſhalt-grinning ſtand, & gnaſh thy teeth,and,howl: 
Srat, O barb'rous rage! my tears I cannot keep, | 
But my full Eyes in ſpight of me will weep. +... 
Claſping each other, ſhaded*or'e with Lawns, ...: 
Shall be the daily Preſents I will ſend, 
To help thy ſorrow to her Journeys end. . 
And when we hear at laſt thy hour draws-nigh, 
My Alcxander, my dear Eoveand L, i ;. 
Will come nd haſten on thy ling*ring Fates, 
And ſmile, and kiſs thy Soul out,through the Grates. 
Stat. Tis well I thank thee *thou haſt wak*d a rage, 
Whoſe boijing now no temper can aſſwape : 
| meet thy tides of Tcalouſie:with.more, .. | 
Dare thee to dwell, and daſh thee ore and ore, ;,1- +, 
Rox. What Wouw'd you dare 2. | 
Stat, Whatever yorfdare do, ., | 
My warring thoughts the  bloudieſt traQts,perſue, 
Iam by Love a Fury made, like.you : ; : 
Kill or be kilPd thus aCted, by:deſpair.... 
Rox. Sure the diſdairPd Statira docs not dare. 
+ 


Tt #1 LP | ' ? J 


Rox. The King and I in vaxjousPictures drawn, Jes, 
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Stat. Yes, tow*ring proud Roxara, but I date. 
- Rox. | tow'r indeed ore thee ; 
Like a fair Wood, the ſhade of-Kings I ſtand, 
\Vhile thou ſick Weed doſt but infect the Land. 

Stat, No, like an Ivy I will curl thee-ronnd, = 
Thy ſapleſs Trunk of all its pride confound, c 
Then dry and wither'd, bend thee to theGround, 

What Sy/izambrs yireats, objected fears, | 
My Siſter's ſighs, and Alexander's tears, 
Cou'd not cff-C, thy Rival rage has done ; 
My Soul, whoſe ſtart at breach of Oaths begun, C 
Shall to thy ruine violated Ten... | - | 
Ple ſcethe King in ſpigkt of allI ſwore, 
Though curſt, that chou may?*ſtnever ſee him more, 


Enter Perdiccas, Alexander, Syſigambis, Artendants, Cr 


Perd, Madam, your Royal Mother, and the King. 

Alex. O my Statira ! O my angry Dear ! 

Turn thine Eyes on me, I wou'd talk to them : 
What ſhall I ſay to work upon thy Soul ? 
Where ſhall I throw me ? whether ſhall I fall 2 

Stat. For me you ſhall not fall. 

Alex. For theel will : 

Before thy feet Ple have a Grave dug up, 

And periſh quick; be buried ſtraight alive: 

Give but as the Earth grows heavy on me, 
Atender look, anda relenting word ; 

Say bur *twas pity that ſo Great a man, 

Who had ten thouſand Dcaths in Batrels' ſcap'd, 
For one poor fault ſo early ſhou?d remoye, 

And fall a Martyr to the God of Love. 

Rox. Is then Roxana's Love and Life ſo poor, 
That for another you can chuſeto.dye, | 
Rather than live Ge her? what have I done 2? 
How am] alter*d fince at Sa laſt | 
You ſwore, and ſ{eal'd it with a thouſand kiſſes, 
Rather than loſe Roxana?s ſmalleſt Charm, 

You wou?d forgo the Conqueit of the World ? 

Alex. Madam, you beftcan tell what Magick drew 
Me to your Charms, but let it-not be told 
For your own fake; take, take that Conquer*d World, 
Diſpoſe of Zrowns and Scepters as you pleaſe, 

Let me but have the Freedom for an hour, 
To make account with this wrong*d Innocence. 
Stat. You know my Lord, you cid commit a Fault, 
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 E ask but this, repeat your Crime no more. 
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Alex. O-never, never; 

Rox. AmT1 rejected then ? 

Alex, Exhault my Treaſures, 

Take all the Spoils of the far conquer*d nates ; 
Burt for the eaſe of my afflifted Soul, 
Go where never may behold thee more. 

Rox. Yes, I will go, ungrateful as thou art ! 
Bane to my Life ! thou torment of my days ! 
Thou murderer of the World ! for as thy Sword 
Hath cut the Lives of thouſand thouſand Men, 
So will thy tongue undo all woman-kind. 

Burt Ple be gone; this laſt diſdain hath cur*d me, 

AndI am now grown ſo indifferent, 

I could behold you kiſs without a Pang 

Nay, take a Torch and light you to your Bed : 

But do not truſt me, no, for if you do, 

By all the Furies and the Flames of Love, 

By Love, which 1s the hotteſt burning Hell, 

Ple ſet you boch ou fire to blaze for ever. [_E xt, 

Stat, O Alexander, is it poſſible ? Good Gods, 
That Guilt can ſhew ſo lovely ! —- yer I pardon, 
Forgive thceall, by thy dear life I do. 

Alex. Ha ! Pardon! ſaiiiſt thou, Pardon me ? 

Sy. Now all thy Mor::er's Bleſſings fall about thee, 
My b-ſt, my moſt beloy*d,' my own Statira. 

Alex. | it then true thac thou haſt pardow'd me ? 
Andis i: given me thus to touch thy hand, 

And folc thy body in my longing arms ? 

To gaze upon thy Eyes, my happier Stars ? 

To taſte thy lip, and thy dear balmy breath, 

Wile ev*ry ſigh comes forth ſo fraught wi.h ſweets, 
*Tis Incenſe to be offer*d to a God, 

Stat. Yes, dear Impoſtor, *is'moſt true that I 
Have pardon'd thee ; and ?cis as true that while 
I ſtand in view of thee, thy eyes will wound, 

Thy tongue will make me wanton as thy wiſhes ; 
And while I feel thy hand my Body glows : 
Therefore be quick, and take your laſt adien, 
Theſe your laſt ſighs, and theſe your parting tears ; 
Farewel, farewel, a long and laſt farewel. 

Alex. O my HepheFtion, bear me, or I ſink. 

Stat, Nay, you may take, — Heav*n how ry heart throbs, 
You may, yon may, if yet you think me worthy, 
Take from theſe trembling Lips a parting kiſs. 

Alex. No, le: me ſtarve firſt ; —— why, Statira, why ? 
What is the meaning of all this ? —— O Gods ! 

I know the Cauſe. my working Brain divines. 
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You'l ſay you pardomn'd but with this reſerve, 
Never to make me bleſt, as I have been, 
To ſlumber by the ſide of that falſe man, 
Nor give a Heav*n of b:zauty to a Devil. 
Think you not thus ? ſpeak Madam. 
Sy/. She is not worthy, Son, of fo much ſorrow : 
Sp:ak comfort to hum, ſpeak, my dear Statira, 
I ask thee by thoſe tears ; Ah canſt thou ere 
Pretend to Love, vet with dry eyes behold him! 
Alex. Silence more dreadfull then ſevereſt ſounds - 
Wouw'd ſhe but fpeak, though Death, eternall Exile 
Hung at her lips, yet while her tongue pronounces, 
There muſt be Mufick even in my undoing. 
Stat. Still my lov?d Lord, 1 cannot fee you thus; 
Nor canlI ever yield to ſhare your Bed, 
O l[ ſhall find Roxane in your arms, 
And taſt her kiſſes Jeft upon your lips : 
Her curs*d embraces have defiPd your body. 
Nor thall I find the wonted ſweetneſs there, 
But artificial ſmells, and aking odours. 
Alex. Yes. obſtinate, 1 will ; Madam, you ſhall, 
You ſhall, in ſpight of this reſiſtleſs paſſion, 
Be ferv*d ; but you muſt give me leaveto think 
You nzver lov?d : — O cou?d I ſee you thus ! 
Hcll has not halfthe tortures that you raiſe. 
Clyt. Never did paſſions combat thus before: 
Alex. O I ball burlſt, 
Unicſs you give me leave to rave a while. 
Sy/. Yet ere deſtruction ſweepus both away, 
Relent, and breaz through all to pity him. 
Alex. Yes, I will ſhake tis. Cupid fronrmy arms, 
If all he rages of the Earth can fright him ; | 
Drown him in the deep bowl of Hercules ; 
Make the World: drunk, and then ljke «fol, 
When he gave pallage to the ſtrugglng winds, 
I'le ſtrike my ſpear into the reeling Globe 
To let 1t bloud; ſet Babylon in a blaze, | 
Anl drive this God of flames with more conſuming fire, 
Stat. My preſcnce will but force him to extreams . 
Beſides, ?tis death to me to ſee his pains - 
Yet ſtand reſolv*d never to yield again; 
Permit me to remove, 
Alex. 1 charge ye ſtay her; 
For if ſhe paſs, by all the Hell I feel, 
_ Your Soule, your naked Gholts ſhall wait vpon her. 
O turn the! Turn! thou barb*cous brightneſs, turn ! | X 
Hear my laſt words, and fee my utmoſt pang : 44-6 
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But firſt kneel with me, all my Souldiers, kneel, . [ Alkud. 
Yet lower, —proſtrate to the Earth z— Ah Mother, what © PAS 
Will you kneel too ? Then let the Sun ſtand till = 
To ſee himſelf outworſhip'd ; not a face | 
Be.ſhewn that is not waſldall o're in tears, 
But weep as if youi here beheld me lain, 
Sy/. Haſt thoua heart ? or art thou Savage turn'd ?. 
But if this poſture cannot move your Mercy, 
I never will ſpeak more, -- ---—- 
Alex. O my Sratira! ; 
I ſwear, my Queen, ll not out-live thy hate, 
My Soul is ſtillas death : — But one thing more, 
Pardon my laſt Extremities, — the tranſports 
Ofa deep wounded Breaft, and all is well. 
Stat. Riſe, and may Heayen forgive you all, like me. 
Alex. You are too gracious z — Cly:ws, bear me hence- 
WhenlT am laid in Earth, yield her the World. 
There*s ſomething here heaves, and is cold as Ice, 
That ſtops my breath, — Farewell, O Gods! for ever. 
Stat. Hold off; and let me run4nto his arms, 
My deareſt, my all Love, my Lord;my King ; 
You ſhall not dye, if that the ſoul and body 
Of thy Sratira can reſtore thy Life : 
Give me thy wonted Kindneſs, bend me, break me 
Wi: h thy Embraces. 
Alex. O the killing Toy 
O extaſie ! my heart will Pack my breaſt, 
To leap into thy boſome ; but by Heaven 
This nigh: I will revenge me of thy Beauties, 
For the Jear Rack I have this day-endur?d : 
For all the ſighs and tears thatT have ſpent, © 
Pll have ſo many thouſand&burnihgLoves'; '- 
So ſwell thy Lips, ſo fill me with thy ſweetneſs, | 
Thou ſhalt not ſleep, nor cloſe thy wandring Eyes: + L A 
The ſmiling hours ſhall all be lov'd away, , _ 


Well ſurfit all the Night, andlanguiſh all the ee EO” Ine 5. 
Stat. Nor ſhall Roxana ——— ' OTTER 
Alex. Let her not be nam'd. 7k —_ TICS OR IG. 2 1007s 2 


O Mother ! how ſhall I requitoyour oodriafy 9 he 200 COONS WP. 
And you, my Fellow-Warrivurs/that couwd weep” TEM 
For your loſt King : -— But I invite you all; - - > 
My Equals io the Throne as in the Grave, | Ns 
Without diſtinction to the Riot come, | PP DT ORE Cf0 
To the King's Banquet,= 

Clyt. I beg your Majelty 
Would leave me out. | 
Alex, None, none ſhall be excugd'; 


FOES Il. 
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 *All Revetl out the day, *tis my Command 3; 8 


Gay as the Perſian God our ſelf will ſtand, 

With a Crown'd Goblet in our lifted hand. 

Young Ammon and Statira ſhall go round, 
While antick Meaſures bea.. the burdew?d ground, : 
And to the vaulted Skjes our Clangors ſound. 


ACTI IV. SCENE I. 


———_— 


Enter Clytus in his Macedoniam Habit ; Hepheſtion, 
Eumenes, Meleager, &c. i Perſtan Robes. 


Elyt. F Way, I'will not wear theſe Perſian Robes ; 
Nor ought the King be angry for the reverence 
I owe.my Countrey, ſacred are her Cuſtomes, 
Which honeſt Cly:ws ſhall preſerve to death. 
O let me rot in Macedonean rags, 
Rather than ſhine in Faſkions of the Eaſt. 
Then for the Adorations he requires, - 
Rolt my old body in eternal flames, . 
Or let him Cage me, like Caliſthenes; 
Eum. Dear Clytus be perſwaded. 
Heph. You know the King 
Is God-like, full-of all the richeſt Yirtues- 
That ever Royal heart poſleſsd ; yer you 
Perverſe, but to one humour will oppoſe. him. 
Clyr.. Call you it humour ! *tis a pregnant one, 
By. Mars there's venom ir-it, burnang pride ; 
And though my life ſhow?d follow, rather than 
Bear ſuch a hot ambition in my bowels, 
Pd rip?em vp to give the poyſon vent. . 
Mele, Was notthat Jupiter whom we adore 
A Man,.but for his more than humane aCts, 
Advanc't to Heay?n, and worſhip's.for its Lord ! 
Heph. By all his Thunder and his Soveraign Power, . 
Ple not believe the Earth yet ever-felt- - 
An Arm like Aexanders ; not that God 
You nam*d, though riding in a Car of Fire, 
And drawn by flying Horſes wing'd with Lightning,.. 
- Cowdin a ſpace more ſhort:dogreater deeds, 
Drive all the Nations, and:lay waſte the World. 
Clyr. There's not a Man of War amongſt you all. 
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That loves the King like me} yet Ple not flatter, 
Nor ſooth his Vanity, *tis blamable, 
And when the Wine works, Clyrs thoughts will ont. 
Heph. Then go not to the Banquet. 
Clyr, I was calPd, 
My Minion, was I not, as well as you ? 
Fle go; my Friends in this old Habit thus, 
And laugh, and drink the Kings Health heartily ; 
And while you bluſhing bow your Heads to Earth, 
And hide %em in the duſt, Ple ftand upright, 
Strait as a Spear, the Pillar of my Country, 
And be by fo much nearer to the Gods, —— 
Bur fee, the King and all the Court appear. 


Enter Alexander, Syſigambis, Statira, Parifatis, &c. 


Par. Spare him, O ſpare Lyſimachus his Life ; 

I know you will, Kings ſhowd delight in Mercy. . 
eAlex. Shield me, Stazira, ſhield me from her ſorrow, 
Par. O ſave him, fave him, ere it be too late ; 

Speak the kind word before the gaping Lyon 

Swallow him up ; let not your Souldier periſh, - 

But for one raſhnefs whic _— did cauſe. 

Ple follow thus for ever on my knees, 

And make your way ſo ſkippery with tears, 

You ſhall not paſs. — Siſter, do you conjure him. 

Hex. O Mother, take her, take hep from me, [. kneel, 

Her watry eyes aſſault my very Soul, 

They ſhake my belt reſolve. — 

Stat. Did not I break = 

Through all for you ? nay, now my Lord you muſt. 
Sy/. Nor wow'd I make my Son ſo bold a Prayer, 

Had I not firſt confalted for his Honour. 

Alex. Honour ! what Honour ! has not Statira faid it ? 

Were the King of the blue Firmament, 

 Andthe bold Tz:ans ſhowd again make War, 

Though my reſfiſtleſs Arrows were made ready, 

By all the Gods ſhe ſhowd arreſt my hand. 
Fly then, ev*a thou his Rival fo beloy?d, 
Fly with old Clyems, ſnatch him-from the Jaws 
Ofthe devonring Beaſt, bring him adorn'd 
To the King's Banquet, fit for loads of Honour.. | 
L Exennt Heph. Enm. Par. 
Stat. O my lov'd Lord tf let me embrace your knees, 
I am not worthy of this mighty paſſion : 
You are too good for Goddeſſes themſelves ; 
No Woman, not the Sex; is m_ a Grain 
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Ofthis illuſtrious Life of my dear Maſter. 
iy are you ſo divine to cauſe ſuch fondneſs ? 
That my heart leaps, and beats, and fain wou'd out, ; 
To make a dance of Joy about vour Feet. 
Alex. Excellent Woman ! no, tis unpoſlible 
To ſay how much TI love thee : — Ha! again ! 
Such Extafies life cannot carry long z 
The day comes on ſo faſt, and beamy Joy 
Darts with ſuch fierceneſs on me, Night will follow. 
A pale Crowwd head flew lately glaring by me, 
Wirh two dead hands, which threw a Caryſtal Globe 
. From hig), that ſhatter'd in a thouſand pieces. 
Butl will loſe theſe boding Dreams in Wine ; 
Then warm and bluſhing tor my Queen's Embraces, 
Bear me with all my heat to thy loy'd boſome. 
Stat. Go, my beſt Love, and chear your drooping Spirits ; 
Laugh wi:h your Friends, and talk your Grief away, 
While in the Bower of great Semirams, 
I dreſs your Bed with all the ſweets of Nature, 
Andcrown itasthe Altar of my Love 
Where I will lay me down and ſoftly mourn, 
But never cloſe my Eyes till your return. [ Ex. Stat. Syſi. 
Alex. Is ſhe not more than mortal man can with ! 
Diana's Soul caſt in the fieſh of Venw 7! 
By Fovc *cis ominious our parting is z 
Her face look*t pale too, as ſhe turn'd away : 
And when I wrung her by the Roſie Fingers, 
Methought the ſtrings of my great heart did crack. 
What ſhould it mean ? Forward, Laomedon. 


Roxana meets him, with Caſl: Polip. Phil. and Theſl. 


Why Madam gaze you thus ? 4415, 
Rox. For a laſt look, [ She holds bis hand. 
And that the memory of Roxana's wrongs | 
May be for ever printed in your Mind. 
Alex. O Madam, you muſt let me paſs. 
Rox. I will. ' 
But I have ſworn that you ſhall hear me ſpeak, 
And mark me well, for Fate is in my breath - 
Love on the Miſtriſs you adore to death : 
Still hope, but Lfraition will deſtroy ; 
Languiſt for pleaſures, you ſhall ne*re enjoy. 
Still may Sratira's Image draw your ſight, 
Like thoſe deluding Fires that walk at night ; 
L.cad you through fragrant Grots and flowrie Groves, 
| And charm you through deep Graſs with feeping Loves ; 


That 


%% 
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That when your fancy to its height does riſe, 
The lightyou lov*d may vaniſh from your eyes | 
Darkneſs, Deſpair; and Death your wandring Soul furprie. 
Alex. Away ; lead, Meleager, to the Banquet. E 
Rox. So unconcern®d ! OI cou'd tear my fleſh; 
Oc him, or you, nay all the world to pieces. 
Caſ. Still keep this Spirit up, prelerve it tilt, 
Loſe not a grain, for ſuch Majeſtick Atomes 
Firſt made the world, and muſt preſerve its greatneſs. 
Rox. I Know I am whatever thou canſt ſay ; 
My Soul 1s pent, and has not elbow room ; 
"Tis ſwelPd with this laſt ſlight, beyound all bounds 4 
© that it had afpace might anfwer ro 
Its infinite deſire, where I might ſtand 
And hurl the Sphears about like ſportive Balls. 
Caſ. Weare your Slaves, admirers of your fury 
Cemmand Caſſander to obey your pleaſure, 
And I wilt on, ſwifc as my nimble Eye -_ 
Scales Heav®n when I am angry with the Fates. 
No Ape, nor Sex, nor dignity of blood. | 
No tyes of Law nor Nature, not the life 
Imperial, though guarded with the Gods, 
Shall bar Caſſander*s vengeance; he ſhall dye. 
Rex. Ha! ſhall he dye? ſhall I conſent to kill him ? 
To ſee him claſp*d in the cold arms. of death, 
Whom I with ſuck an eapernefs have loy'd ? 
Do not bear his Image in my womb? 
Which while I meditate, and roul revenge, 
Starts in my body like a fatal pulſe, ; 
And ſtrikes compaſſion through my bleeding bowels; 
Pol. Theſe ſcruples which your love won'd ratſemight paſs, _', 
Were not the Empire of the world confider*d: CAD RE i U; 
How will the glorious Infant in your womb, RE TUE Ov 
When time ſhall teach his tongue, be hound to curſe you, 
If now you ſtrike not for Coronation ! 
Caf. If Aexandey lives, you cannot reign, 
Nor ſhall your Child ; old Syſjzambrs head _ 
> Will not be idle : — ſure deſtruttion waits: 
Both you and yours ; let not your anger cool, 
But grve the word ; ſay, Alexaxder bleeds, | | 
Draw dry the. veins of all the Perſian Race, . 1": 2 
And hurla ruine o're the Eaſt, *tis done. + 7” OY SEES 
Pol. Behold the Inſtruments ofthis great work. __ 
Phil. Behold your forward Slave. © © 
Theſ. Vle execute: * if ETBELE Spoke 
Rox. And when this ruine is accompliſt'd, where 
Shall curſt Roxana fly with this dear load ? T 202 3 Hotoetug 
F 2 Where 


Ns CAM ſue. | 
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Of all the Succellors of this great man ? 


Where ſhall ſh2 find a refuge from the arms | 


No barb'rous Nation-will receivea guilt .,,.... 
So much tranſceading theirs, but driveme out: . 
The wildeſt Beaſts will hunt me from their Dens, 


And Birds of Prey moleſt me in the Grave. 


Caf. No you ſhill live, pardon the ijnſolence 


Which this Almigty Love enforces from-me, 
You ſhall live ſafer, nobler-than before, _ 
In your Caſſanaer?s arms. 


Rox. Diſpgrac'd Roxana, whither wilt thou fall ! 


I nere was truly wretched till this moment 
There's not one mark of former Majeſty, 
Toawe my Slave that offers at my Honour. 


Caſ. Madam, I hope yow'l not impute my paſſion 
To want of that reſpect which I mult bear you ; 


Long I have Lov'd 
Rox. Peace, moſt audacious Villain ! 
Orc I will ſtab this paſſion in thy throat. 
Whar, ſhall I leave the boſom of a Deity - 
To claſp a clod, a moving picce of Earth, 


Which a Mole heaves ? fo far art thou My me. - 
olly. 
Rox. Nor dare to meet my Eyes, for if thoudoſt, 


Caf. Your Majeſty ſhall hear no more m 


Wich a Love-glance thy plots are all unrayelÞd, 


And your kind thoughts of Alexander told, 
Whoſe life, in ſpigh of all his wrongs to me, 
Shall be for ever ſacred and untouch*d. 


Caf. I know, dread Madam, that Cafſanders life 


Is in your hands, ſo caſt to do you ſervice. ' 


Rox. You thought, perhaps, becauſe I Prativd charms 


To gain the King? that I had looſe deſires : 


No, *tis my pride that gives me height of pleaſure, 


To ſee the man by all the world admir'd, 
Bow?d to my boſom, and my Captive there : 


Then my veins ſwell, and my arms graſp the poles, 


My breaſts grow bigger with the vaſt delight, 
?Tis length of Rapcure, and an age of Fury. 


Caſ. By your own life, the greateſt oath 1I ſwear, 


Ceſſander*s pallion from this time'is dumb. 
Rox. No. if I were a wanton, I wou'd make 

Princes the Victims of my raging fires: 

I. like the changing Moon, wow'd haye the Sta 


rs 


My followers, and mantled Kings by night: ... ©. 


Show'd wait my call ; fine Slaves to quench my flaine, * 


Who leſt in Dreams they ſhould reveal the deed; - 


Still as they came, ſucceſlively ſhowd blecd, _ * 


Caſ. To make attonement for the bigheft crime, 
I beg your Majeſty will take the life | i 
Of Queen Starira as a Sacrifice, , ' --/; -: 


Rox. Riſe, thou haſt made me apple expitation. 3 


Yes, yes, Statira, Rival thou muſt dye 

I know this nigtt is deſtin*d for my Tuine, 

And Aexaxdcrfrom the glorious _—_ 

Flys to thy arms. TH 
Phil, The Bowers uf Sopingas are made... og) 

The Scene this Nighc of their new kindled, "24 | 
Rox. Methinks I ſee her yonder, O the torment ! 

Buſie for bliſs, and full of expeRation : :- | 

She adorns her head, and her Eyes give new luſtre ; 

Languiſhes in her Glaſs, tries all her looks:; 

Steps tothe Door, and liſtens for his. comin 
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Runs to the Bed, and kneels, and weeps _— bi qi 


Then lays the Pillow eaſie for his head, 
Warms it with ſighs, and moulds it with her killes, 
O [ am loſt, torn with Imagination ! 
Kill me, Caſſander, kill me 1oftantlys.. _._.... _.. 
That I may haunt her with a ACueEA Devils. 
Caſ. Why dye ſtopto end her while you may * 
No time fo proper as the preſent now : 
While Alexanaer fealts with all his Court, 
Give me your Eunuchs, half your Zogaign Slavesz 
T'le do the deed, nor ſhall a Waiter *fcapey |: 7 . 
That ſerves your Rival, torelate the News. I 
Pol. She was committed to Exmenes charge. 
Rox. Eumenes dyes, and all thiat are abour her : 
Nor ſhall I nced your aid, yow'l love again + 
Fle head the Slaves my ſelf, with this dragn 40887: 
Tocarry death that?s worthy of a Queen, . | 
A common Fate ne*re ruſhes from my. and, . 
*Tis more than Life to dye by my Command. . 
nd when ſhe ſees, 
hat to my arm hetuine ſhe muſt owe, * © 
Her thankful By will ſtrait be bended low, 


' .Herheart ſhalt : ts 
Caſ. Gothy waysj'Se orns to bin. 
Beneath a God : - — we m milſth Korn He gh 
We intend, who knows, ay: ſcorer. 4-1. * Lf 
Pol. It muſt be ated fide nly; to Night | Jy 


Now at the Banquet Phzlip holds his pag *# 
Phil. And dares to CXECUre, - 5 40Y ti TY 


Caſ. Obſerve in this GERI pin Death — "EW 


It holds a Poyſon. of itt 
Shou?d vEſculapins driak It, wy j hours” 
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( For then it works ) the God himſelf were mortal. 
I drew it from Nonarrss horrid Spring, | 
A drop infus*d in Wine, will ſeal his death, 
And ſend him howling ts the loweſt ſhades. = 
Phil, Wou?d it were done. 
Caſ. O we ſhall have him tear 
( Ere yet the Moon has half her Journey rode Y 
The World to Atomes ; for it ſcatters pains 
All forts, and through all Nerves;Veing;/Arteries, 
Even with extremity of Froſt-it bazns%' ' 4 + 
Drives the diſtracted Soul about her houſe, 
Which rans to the all Pores, the doors of Life, 
'Till ſhe is forc*t for air to leave her Dwelling. 
Pol. By Plit os ſelf the work is wondrous brave. 
Caf. Now ſeparate, Philip and Theſſalus SOTTnt 
Hafte to the Banquet ; at his ſecond call, 
Give him the fatal draught that crowns the Night, 
\While Polipercon and my ſelf retire. 


[ Exennt ones ro eas 1 


Yes Alexander, now thou pay*ſf'a me well; 

Blood for a blow is Intereſt indeed : 

Methinks I am grown taller with the Murder, 

And tanding ſtrait on this Majeſtick Pile, 

[ hit the Clouds, and ſee the World below me. 

O tis the worſt of racks to a brave Spirit | 

To be born baſe, a Vallal, a curſt Slave : 

Now by the Project lab'ring in my brain, 

'Tis nobler far to be the King of Hell, ©* 

To head Infernal Legions, Chiefs below, 

Tolet *em looſe for Earth, to call *emr 1n, -aSh 
And take account of what dark Deeds are owe OPENS x 
Than be-a.Subject-God in Heaven unbleft, +. * - + 


Aud without Miſchief have eternal Reſt, . . _ Exit. | 
The Scene ab, Wy Alexander, i. een 20 ON \ hn one wo 2 
POLE: his Gil randers dra Ogg 4k ' 3) Any Fa 
fees, in MM, — T7 3 nl 


Alex, Toour — and gur fair Quicen's Rs 
All drink 1t deep, and while it yes about, —T_ 
Mars and Bellona joyn to make us Muſick.” rok OS 2: EEG 
A hundred Bulls be offeiad tothe Sun] LITE TS. en 
White as his Brams. —— Speak the" bip vdicg of TAU ny (noo NET 
Beat all our Drums, and blow our Silyer, [rumpets,, EG; Ml 
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Till we provoke the Gods to aft our pleaſure LEGIT 4 62317 
In bowls of Netar and replying Thunder.” - + 5 od whule thy drinks 


Enter Hepheſtion, Clytus, leadino in Lyſtmachus in bis 
Shirt bloody, PerUiccas, Orard. 


Clyt. Long live the King, and Conquſt crown his azms 
Wich Laurels ever green ; Fortune”s h1s Slave, 
And kiſlts all that hghtupon his fide. = 
Alex. Did not I give command you ſhou'd preſerve 
Lyſimachus ? > aq: 
Heph. You did, | | | 
Alex. What then potrtend thoſe bloody marks * 
Heph. Your mercy flew too late ; Perdiccas had, 
According to the dreadful Charge you gave, 
Already plac'd the Prince in a lone Court, 
Unarm'd, all but his hands, on which he wore 
A pair of Gauntlets ; ſuch was his deſire, 
To ſhew in death the difference hetwixr 
The blood of the eAaciades, and common mcn 
Clyt. At laſt the Door of an old Lyons D.n 
Being drawn vp, the horrid Beaſt, appcard .- 
The flames which from. his Eyes ſhot gloomy red, 
Made the Sun ſtart, as the SpeCtators thought, 
And round *cm calt a day of blood and death. 
Heph, When we arriv*d, juſt as the valiant Prince » 
Cry?d out, O Par:iſarr, take my Life, 
Tis for thy ſake I go undaunted thus 
To he devoured by this moſt dreadful Creature. | 
Cly:. Then walking forward, the large Bealt deſcry-. 
His prey, and witha roar that made us pale, 
Flew fiercely on him ;.but the aRive Prince 
Starting aſide, avoided his firſt ſhock, 
With a flight hurt, and as the Lyon turn?d, '- 
1 hruſft Gauntlet, Arm and all, into his throat, 
And with ercul:an force tore forth by th? roots 
The foaming bloody tongue ;z and while the Savage, 
Faint with that loſs, ſunk to the bluſhing Earth 
To plough it with his teeth, your conqu'ring Souldier 
Leap'd on his back, and daſffd his skull to picces; 5h 
Alex. By all my Laurels *twas a God-like a, av» 46 a{2I; 
And ®tis my Glory, as it ſhall be thine; | DEE. ones 
That Alexander cowd not pardon thee. : 
O my brave Souldier !think nor all the Prayers 
on he _—_ cou'd move my Soul a& 
IKe what thou halt perforned ; grow to my breaſt, ©. .. ' | £mbracet bow 
Ly/: However Love did barry my wild as; 21.2 40) SEAN 
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When I was cool my fev*riſh blood did. bate, 
And as I weat to death I bleſt the King. 

Alex. Lyſimachus, we both have been tranſported, 
But from this hour be certain of my heart ; 
A Lyon be the Impreſs of thy Shield, | 
And that golden Armour we from Porcus won 
The King preſents thee ; but retire to Bed, 

Thy toils ask reſt. 

Ly/ſ. T have no wounds to hinder 

Of any moment; or if I had, though mortal, 

Pd ſtand to Alexander*s health; call all 

My Veins were dry, and fill *em up again 

With that Rich Blood which makes the Gods Immorta!: 

Alex. Hepheſt:0n, thy hand embrace him clofe ; 

Though next my heart you hang the Jewel there, 

For ſcarce I know whether my Queen be dearer, 

Thou ſhalt not rob me of my Glory Youth, 

That muſt to Apes flouriſh - - Pariſatis 

Shall now be his that ſerves me beſt in War. 

Neither reply, but mark the Charge give, 

And live as Friends. Sound, Sound my Armies Honour ; 
Health to their Bodies, and Eternal Fame 

Wait on their Memory, when thoſe are-aſhes ; | 
Live all you muſt, *tis a God gives you Life. [ Sound, 


[ Lyſumachus offers Clytus 4 Perſian Robe, and he refuſes it. ] 


Clyt. O Vanity ! 
Alex. Ha ! what ſoys Clyt: ? 
Who am..I ? 
Clyt. The Son of Good King Philip. 
Alex. No, *tis falſe, 
By all my Kindred in the Skies 
Fove made my Mother pregnant. 
. Clyt. I ha? done. 


Here follows an Entertainment of Indian Sinyers and 
Dancers : The Muſick flouriſhes, © 


Alex. Hold, hold, Clytw, take the Robe. 
Clyr. Sir, the Wine, , | 
The Weathers hot ; beſides you know my humour. 
Alex. © tis not well, Pd burn rather than be 
So ſingular and froward. 
Clyt. So word I 
Burn, hang, or drown; but ina better Cauſe, 
P] drink or fight for Sacred Majeſty, 


. 
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With any here. — Fill me another Bowl ; 
Will you excuſe me? 
Alex. You will be excus*d ;; 
But let him-have his humour, he is old. | 
Clyr. $o was your Father, Sir, — This to his memory. 
Soun4 all the Trumpets there. 
Alex. TFney ſhall not ſound 
Till the King drinks ; —— by Mar 1- cannot take 
A moments reſt for all my years of Blood, 
Bur one or other will oppoſe my.pleaſure. 
Snre I was form?d for War, eternal War ; 
All, all are Aexander”s Enemies ; 
Waich I cou?d tame ; ——-= yes, the Rehellious world - 
' Showd feel my wrath : —— But let the ſports go on. 


The Indians Dance. 


Lyſ. Nay Clytus, you that cowd advilc 

Alex. Forbear 4 : 

Let him perſilt, be poſitive, and proud, 
Sullen-an1 dazl'd, amongſt the nobler Souls, . 

Like an Infernal Spiric that hack ſtole 

From Hell, and mingled with the laughing Gods. 

Clyt. When Gods grow hot, where's the difference 
"T'wixt them and Devils ? — fill me-Greek Wine, yet fuller, 
| For I wan: Spirits. 

Alex. Ha ! let me hear a Song. 

Ciyt. Muſick for Boys : — Clyrus word hear the proans- 
Of dying perſons, and the Horſes neighings 
Or if I muſt be tortur?d with ſhrill voices, 

Give me the Crys of Matrons in ſack?d Towns.” 

Heph. Lyſimachis, the King looks ſad, let. us awake him s 
Health to rhe Son of Fupiter Ammon, | 
Ev'ry man take h1s Goblct in his hand, 

Kneel ali, and kiſs the Earth with adoration. 

Alex Sonnd, ſound, that alt the Univerſe may hear; 
T14t I co. ſpeak like Jove, toteit abroad 
Tine kindnd(s of my People. Riſe, © riſe. 

My hands, my arts, my heart is ever yours. 


[ Comes fro his Threne, all iſs hizhand, 7 


Clyt. ] 1d not kiſs the Earth, nor muſt your hand, 
Iam, unworthy, Sir. 
Alex. I xnow thou art; | 
 Thov envieſt my great Honour : — Sit, my Friends, 
Nay, I mult have room : — Nowlet ns talk 
_of War,for what.more-fits a Souldicr's Mouth 2? 
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And ſpeak, ſpeak freely, or ye do not love me, 
Who think you was the braveſt General 
Toat ever led an Army to the Field ? 
Heph. T think the Sun himſelf ne're ſaw a Chief 
S9 truly great, ſo fortunately brave, 
As Alex:nder ; not the fard Alciacs, 
Nor fierce Achilles, who did twice deſtroy, | 
With their all- conqu*ring Arms, the famous Troy, 
Ly/. Such was not Cyrus. 
Alex. O you flatter me. 
Clyt. They do indeed, and yet you love *em for it, 
But hate old Clyezs, for his hardy Virtue. 
Come, ſhall I ſpeak a man more brave than you, 
A better General, and more expert Souldier ? 
Alex. T ſhowd be glad to learn, inſtruft me, Sir. 
C!zt. Your Father Philip, —I have ſeen him March, 
And fought beneath his dreadful Banner, where 
. The ſtoureſt at this Table would ha? rremb[Pd. 
Nay frown not, Sir, you cannot look me dead, 
When Greeks joyn'd Greeks, then was the tug of War, 
The labour*d Baitle ſweat, aud Conqueſt bled. 
Why ſhou?d I fear to ſpeak a truth more noble, 
Then &re your Father Fupicer Ammon told you 
Philtp fought men, but Alexander women. : 
Alex. Spite ! by the Gods, proud ſpite ! and burnig envy ! 
Is then my Glory cometo this at laſt, 
To vanquiſh women ? Nay he {::1d, the ſtouteſt here 
Wou?d tremble at the dangers he has ſecn. | 
In all the fickneſſes and wounds I bore, 
When from my reins the Javelins head was cut, 
Lyſumachus, Hepheſtion, Cpcak, Perdiccas, 
DidI tremble ? O the curſed, Lyar ! | 
Did I once ſhake or groan ? or bear my ſelf 
Beneath my Majeſty, my dauntlef(s courage ? 
Heph. Wine has tranſported him. 
Alex. No, *tis plain, meer malice ; ——— 
1 was a woman too at Oxyarace, 
When planting at the walls a Scaling-Ladder, 
I mounted ſpite of ſhowrs of Stones, Bars, Arrows, 
And all the lumber which they thunder?d down, 
When you beneath cry*d ont, and ſpread your arms, 
Thar I ſhou*d leap amongſ? you , did I ſo ? 
* _ Lyf. Turn thediſconrie, my Lord, the old man ravd. 
Alex, Was I a woman, witen like Aercury 
L left the walls to fly amongſt my Foes ? 
And like a baited E.jon, dy'd my ſelf 
All over with the blood of thoſe bould Hunters : 
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Till ſpent with toil, I battePd on my knees, 
Pluckd forth the Darts that made my ſhield a Forreſt, 
And hurPd *em back with moſt unconquer*d fury. 

Clyt. *Twas all Bravado, for before you leapt, 

You ſaw that I had burſt the Gates in ſunder. - 

Alex. Did I then, turn me like a Coward round 
To ſeek for ſuccour ? Ape cannot be ſo baſe, 

That thou wert young again, I wow'd put off 

My Majeſty to be more terrible, | 

Thar like an Eagle I might ſtrike this Hare 
Trembling to Earth : ſhake thee to duſt, and tear 
Tiy heart for this bold Lye, thou feeble dotacd. 

Cly. What, do you pelt melike a Boy with Apples ? He toſſes Fruit at 
Kill me, and bury the diſgracel feel. him as they riſe. 
I «:20w the reaſon that you uſe me ſo, 

B:cau'el ſav*d;yourlife at Crannicus, 

And when your back was turn'd, oppos'd my breaſt 
To bold Rheſaces Sword ; you hate me for”r,. 

You do, proud Prince. X 

Alex. Away your breath's too hot. (ſlings him from him, 

Clzt. You hate the Benefactor, though you took 
Tie Gif , your life, from this diſhonour'd Clyrys, 

Which 1s the blackeſt, worſt ingratitude; 
Alex, Go, leave the Banquet ; thus fax forgive thee. 
Cly:. Forgive your felf for all your Blaſphemies, 

Fhe riots of a moſt debauctlvd, and blotted life, 

Philotas murder ——— 

Alex. He) what ſaid the Traytor ? 

Lyſ. Eumenes, let us force him hence. 

Clyt. AWay. nl; 

Heph. You ſhall not tarry : 
Drag him to the Joor. | 

Clyr, No, let him ſend, me if I muſt be gone, 
'To Philip, Attalus, Caliſthenes, = ; 
To great Parmento,and to his {laughter'd Sons, - | "0q - 
Parmento, who did many brave exploits , YC WO; | 
Without the King, — the King without him nothing, _ 

Alex. Give me a Javelin. ( takes one from the Guards, 

Heph. Hold Sir. 

Alex. Off Sirrah, leſt 
At once I ſtrike it through, his heart and the. 

Ly/. O ſacred Sir, have but a moments patience, . -- 

Alex. Preach patience toanother Lion z— what, 

Hold my arms ?1I ſhall be murder*d here, 

Like poor Darius, by my own barb*rous Subjes. 

Peraiccas, found my Trumpets to the Camp, | 

Call my Souldiersto the Court ; nay haſte, 
| ELLE. G 2 


— 
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E9r there is Treaſon plotting *pgainſt wy life, | 


Ly/. 2 Let's all dye, ©re think fo danr'd a deed. kneel, 


Alex. Where is the Traytor ? d 
Clyt. Sure there's none-about Fol ; - 
Bur here ſtands honeſt Clyras; whom the King 
Invited to his Banquet. 

Alex. Be gone and ſup with Pizilip, C jirthes rm 
Parnmento, Atralus, CaliSthenes ; | * throuoh. 
And let bold Subjc&s learrby thy ſad Fate, 5 
To tempt the patience of a man above ?em, | 

Clyr. The rage of Wineis drowr'd in guſhing blood . 
*O Alexanader,] have been to blame, 
Hate me not after dcath, for I repent 
ThatlI urg*d your nobleſt, ſweeteſt nature. 

Alex, What's this Thear? ſay onmy dying Souldicr. 

Ciyt. I ſhowd ha? kilPd my ſelf, had T but liv'd 
To be once ſober : - Now-1 fall with Honour, | 
My own hand word ha? brought foul death;O pardon. [ajes 

Alex.Thenl am loſt, what has my Vengeance done ? 
Who is it thou haſt flain ? Clytrs ; what was he ? 

Thy faithful Subject, worthicſt Counſeller, 
Who for ſaving of thy Life, when ' 
Thou fought*ſt bare headed at the River Granike, 
Has now a noble Recompence; for ſpeaking raſhlys 
For 2 Forgetfutneſs which Wine did work, 
The poor, the honeſt Cly:z thon haſt Nain ! 
Are theſe the Laws of Hoſpitality ? - 
Thy Friends will ſhun thee now, and ſtand at diſtance, 
Nor dare to ſpeak their minds, nor eat with thee, 
Nor drink; leſt by thy madneſs they dye too. 
Heph, Guards, take the body hence. 
Alex. None dare to touch him, 
For we mult never part : cruel Hepheſtion, 
And Lyſimach»s, that had the power, . * 
Yet wou'd not hold me. ' ES 
Lyſ. Dear Sir, we did. 
Alex. I know'it ; 
Ye held me like a Beaſt, to Jet me go 


With greater Violence : - O you have undone me ! 
Excule it not, you that coud-ſtop a Lion, © 

Cow'd not turn me ; you ſhou'd haye drawn your Swords, 
And barr'd my rage with their advancing Points ; 

Made Reaſon glitter in my dazPd'Eyes, 

Till I had feen what Ruine didattend me - 


That had becn noble, that had ſuew'd 2Friend.-- 
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'Clytus wowd ſo have done to fave your Lives, 
Lyſ. When men ſhall hear how highly you were urzd —— 
Alex. No, you have let me ſtain'my riling Vertue, 

Which elſe had ended brighter than the Sr : 

' -Death, Hell, and Furies ! you have funk my Glory : 

O1 am all a blot, which Seas of Tears, 

Andy Hearts blood, can never waih away ; - 

Yet *tis but juſt I try, and on the Point 

Scill reaking, butt my black polluted breaſt. 
Heph. © facred Sir. this muſt not be. 
Zum. Forgive my pious hands. 
Lyſ. And mane, that dare diſarm my Maſter, 
Alex. Yes cruel men, ye now .can ſhzvv your ſtrength, 

Here?s not a Slave but dares oppoſe my Jultice ; 

Yet I will render all endeauours vain 

That tend to fave my Life :.—— hcre l will lye [ falts 

Cloſe to his bleeding fide, thus kifling him, 

Theſe pale dead lips that have ſo oft advisd me, 

Thus bathing ore his Reverend Face 1n 1 cars, 

Thus claſping hls cold body in my arms, 

Till Death, like him, has made me ſtiff” and horrid. 
Heph. What ſhall we do ? 

Ly/. 1 know not, my wounds bleed afreſh | 
Wich ſtriving with hin, Perdiccas,lends your Arm, SE-x.Per, 
Heph. Call Ariſtander hither, Lyſ. 

'Or Mcteager, let's force him from the Body. 


Cries without, Arm, Arm, Treaſon, Treaſon, 
Enter Perdiccas bloody. 


Perd, Haſte, all take Arms; Hepheſtion, where's the King ? 
Heph. There, by old Clyrs ſide, whom he has ſlain. 
Perd. Then miſery on miſery will fall, 
Like rowling billows to advance the ſtorm. 
Rile, ſacred Sir, and haſte to aid the Queen, 
Roxana filPd with furious Jealouſie, 
Came with a Guard of Zogdean Slaves unmark'd. 
And broke upon me with ſuch ſudden race, 
That all are periff'd who reſiſtance made : 
I only with theſe wounds through claſhing Spears 
Have forct my way, to give you timely notice. 
Alex, What ſays Peraiccas? Is the Queen in danger *? 
Perd. She I” unleſs you turn her Fate, and quickly ; 
Your diſtance from the Palace asks more ſpeed, 
Andthe aſcent to th” flying Grove is high. 
Alex. Thus from the Grave | riſe to ſave my Love, . 
All draw your Swords, with wings of Lightning move 


When 


- 
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When I ruſh on, ſure none will dare to ſtay, | 
Tis Beauty calls, and Glory ſhews the way.. E xeunt. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


i... 


nn EI 


Statira zs diſcover'd ſleeping an the Power of Semiramis. The Spirits of Qreen 
Statira her Mother, and Da ins, appear ſtanding on each ſide of her, with Dac- 
gers threatning her, 


They Sing. 


Dar.JS Innocence ſo void of cares, 
That it can undeſturbed ſleep, 

Amidſt the noiſe of horrid Wars, 
That make Immortal Spirits weep ? 

Stat, No boding Crows, nor Ravens comes. 
To warn her of approaching doom ? 

Dar. She walks, as ſhe dreams, in a Garaen of flowers, 
And her hands are employ'd inthe beautiful Bowers : 
She dreams of the man that is far from the Grove, 
And all her ſoft Fancy ſtill runs on her Love. 

Stat. She nods Ore the Frooks that run purling along 
And the Nizhtingales lu her more faſt with-a Song, 

Dar, But ſee the ſad end, which the Gods have decreed. 
. Stat, This Poniard®s thy Fate. 

Dar. My Daughter muſt bleed. 

Cher. Awake then, Statira, awake, for. alas you muſt dye : 
Ere anhour ve paſt, you muſt breath out your laſt, 

Dar. And be ſuch another 4s ], 

Stat, As 1, 
Chor. Ana he ſuch another as 1. 


Statira ſola. 


Stat. Blefs me ye Pow*rs abcve, and guard my Virtue! 
EF ſaw, nor was? a Dream, 1 ſaw and heard | 
My Royal Parents, there I ſaw *em ſtand ; 
My eyes beheld their Precious Images: 
I heard their Heavnly voices; where, O where 
Fled you fo faſt, Dear ſhades, from my embraces ? 
You told me this, — This hour ſhould be my laſt, 
&nd Il muſt bleed 5 —— Away, is all Deluſion! 


ALEXANDER the Great. 
Do not I wait for Alexander*s coming ? 

None but my Loving Lord can Enter here; 

And will he kill me ? — hence, Phantaſtick ſhadows. 

And yet methinks he ſhould not ftay thus long . 

Why do I tremble thus? if I but ſtir, 

The motien of my Robes makes my heart leap. 

When will the dear man come, that all my doubts 

May vauiſh in his breaſt ? that I may hold him 

Faſt as my fears can make me, hug him cloſe 

As my fond Soul can wiſh, giye all my breath 

In ſighs, and kiſles; ſwoun, dye away wich Rapture 7 
But hark I hear him: ( 20oife wichin, 
Fain I would hide my bluſhes 

I hear his tread, but dare not go to meet him. 


Enter Roxana with Slaves, and a Dazrer. 


Rox. At length we have conquer?d this ſtupendtovs height, 
Theſe flying Grov.s, whoſe wonderful aſceat 
Leads to the Clon''s. | 
Stat, Tien all the Viſion's true, retires, 
And 1 muſt dye, loſe my dear Lord for ever : 
Th it, that's the murder. 
Rox. Shut th2 Brazen Gate, 
And make it faſt wich all the maſſie Bars - 
T know the King will fly to her relief,” 
Bur we have time enough : — where is my. Riyal ? 
A ppear S:atira, now no more a Queen, 
R-xana calls, where 1s your Majeſty ? 
Stat And what is ſhe who with ſuch Tow?cing pride, 
Wouw'd awe a Princeſs that is born above her ? 
Rox. I like the Port Imperial Beauty bears, 
It ſhews thou haſt a Spiric fit to fall 
A Sacrifice to fierce Rovana's wrongs. 
B: ſudden then, put forth theſe Royal Breaſts, 
Where our falſe Maſter has ſo often languiſh%d, 
That I may change their migic innocence 
To bloud, and die m? inadeep revenge. 
Stat, No, barb*rous woman ! though I durſt meet deat} 
As boldly as our Lord, with a reſolve 
At w'ich thy Coward heait wou'd tremble : 
Yet [diſdain to ſtand the Fate you offer, . 
Aad therefore fearleſs of thy dreadful threats, 
Walk thus regardleſs by thee, ; | 
Rox. Ha! fo ſtately! 
This are will fink you. 
Stat, No, Roxana, no; 
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The blow you give will ſtrike me to the ſtars, 
But ſink my murdreſs in Eternal rune, 
Rox. Who told you this ? 
Seat. A thouſand Spirits tell me :- 
There?s not a God but whiſpers in my ear, 
This death will crown me with Immortal Glory ;. 
To dye fo fair, ſo Innocent, ſo young, 
Will make me Company for Queens aboye, 
Rox. Preach on. 
Stat. While you the burden of the Earth, 
Fall to the Deep ſo heavy with thy Guilt, 
That Hell it felt muſt groan at thy reception ; 
While fouleſt Fiends ſhun thy Society, 
And thou ſhalt walk alone, forſaken Fury. * 
Rox. Heaven witneſs for me, I wou'd ſparc thy Life, 
If any thing but Ate:canaer?s Love 
Were in detate ; come give me back his heart, 
And thou ſhalt live, live Empreſs of the World. 
Stat. The World is lels than Alexander?s Love, 
Yet cowd I five it, ?tis not 10 my Power 2 - 
Tis I dare promiſe, if you ſpare my Lite, 
WhichlT dif irin to beg, he ſhall ſpeak kindly. 
Rox. Sneak! is that all ? 
Stat. Perhaps at my Requeſt, 
And for a Gif. ſo noble as my. 1 ite, 
Beſtow a Kiſs. 
Rox, A Kiſs! no more ? 
Stat. O Gods! 
What ſhall Ifay to work her to my End ? 
Fain I would fee him : yes, a little more,” 


Embrace you, and for ever be your Friend. _ 
Rox, Oh the provoking word! Your Friend ! Thou-dy'& :. 


Your Friend ! ; What, mult I bring you then together 7 

Adorn your Bed, and {ce you ſoftly laid ? 

By. all niy Pangs, and labours of my Love, 

Tis has thrown of all that was ſweet and gentle ; 

Therefore 
S;a.. Yet hold thy hand advanc*d inair ; 

i lee my death is written in thy eyes; 

1herefore wreak all thy Luſt of Vergeance on me; 

Waih1n my Blood, and {teep thee in my gore ; 

Fced like a Vulture, tear my bleeding heatt. 

But O Roxaza ! that there may appear 

A Glimpſe of Juſtice for thy. Cruelty, 

A grain of Goodneſs for a maſs of Evil, - 

Give me my Death in Mexarnder?s preſence. 


Kox., Not for th? Rule of Heayen;— are you ſo cunning ?. , 
| VWiat: 
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What, you wou'd have him own YOu As, a er: -2l Las 9il 911 32! a2 
Take your Farewel, ang & era nl Is L 10 19910 Y.\N 
As might call back your Soul? aw 2 ould 211 ef ood W 
Now, and when Death has Dy acl, imb OTE n13+T 
Ple have thy body-thrown into a Well, . 4... bu = rey Ty 


Buricd beneath a heap of Stques for ever. - Fs \ __ 
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Slav. Madam,the King with all his Hs mn  Gares” | 

Are forcing ope? the Dogrs, he threatens thouſang deapbs: «. 1. . - - + 

To all that ſtop his entrance, agd Lbeljgve ot and a <a 

Your Eunuches will obey kim. TAY EST code 
Rox. Thenl muſt haſte. fab; og gon 
Stat. Woat is the Riog ſo nearer  ENeE 

And ſhall 1 dye ſo tamely, thus defenceleſs ? = 

O ye good Gods ! will you not help Wh Weahncs #.” IAA 
Rox. Tuey are far off « fabe hagfr 4: DES 
Stat. Alas ! they aie iadecd., | 4 a 
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Emer" Alexander, Caſſander, Polyperchonz 
Guards and Attendant 5, | 


Alex. O" Horpy! thou ſhalt reign the Queen of Dad So FT 

R,x. 12D, it 1Ke, henold my boſoine fivetls lomeet thee z -. ovnem bak 
Tis 111] Cf thine, Lf Veins that fa anions 1. 5113 een bo Er 
An | can orave whatever Fate you by 511 ten 

Alex. Call our Phyſitians, haſte, Vle. give an Empire. ; 
To fave her : —— Oh my Saul, alas Starira ! + TP ; 
T:neſe wounds, — Oh Gods. , rechea my peomie'd; 98h bite 17 cs | 

Star. My crn21 Love, my. n pn! oe 4c 
Wou'”« [Thad dy'd before | yon Re fy gs was 3-4-4 L4MS gs Ted 
For now I ask my Heart'a ang Quets 4 "EN IIA 
Whac muſt I loſe my Lite, my Lord, for ever? INE 11590 wh 

Alex. Ha ! Villains, are they mortal 7 — what retize Þ, .- - .. 
Raiſe you dad Spirits from mee wa THO Jp, 199; cl; A -obet IX7 
Say ſhe ſhall live, and I wt Ky ou;K = oliv 1 ty RY 
Give me this one, this Þ0 - CAITLL 1 76: nina bx Yrs "Mir 
And I will pardon you = Athe Weoun | 199 Abo 1+ 0D 
Which your Arts widen, all Diſcaſes, -— I | 
Which your damn*d Drugs hrow through Ts” ro SERA 

Rox. Rend not your temper, ſee a. E SEE "2159 51 4: 
uae, the bloody pkealpre which | Tough ught, 3. - k 107 2 2487 0 ) 
She dyes 
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Mw: And dart thou Monſter, ciak to pac! pups — 
Stat. My Life is on the wing, my,Love, my. Lord, _ ; 
Come to my AGING take the laſt adicu. 7 fea > ws = _ 
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Here fet me lie and languiſhout my Soul. 


Alex. Anſwer me, Father, wilt thou' take her art peedt 2 


What, is the black, ſad hour at laſt arrivU, 
That I muſt never claſfr her Body more po 
Never more bask in her Eyes-fline again, 
Nor view the Eoves that play*d in thoſe dear beams, 
And ſhot me with a hooks d-thouſand ſmiles. _ 
Stat.. Farewel, my dear, my life, try moſtfov'd Lord, 
I ſwear by Oroſmades, *tis ore pleaſure, | 
More fatisfa&tion thar Fthus dye yours, 
Than to have liv'd -arfbthers:'—— Grant me on 
Alex. All,all; but ſpeak, that I nay Execute. 
Before I follow thee. 


Stat. Leave not thiFatth 7 a3-3202200 


Before Heaven calls you : Spare Roxara's Life, 
*Twas love of you that cays'd her give me death; 
And, O ſometimes, anudſt your Revels think 

Of your poor Queenyand ere the chearful Bowl 
Salute your Lips, crown it with one rich tear,” 


And I am happy. en ADE, 


Alex, Cloſe not thy Eyes ; 
Thingsof Import I have.to fpeak before 
Thon taOlt thy Joupney - — tell the Gods, Pm coming 
To give?eman acconnt of Life and Death, 
And many other hiffted thouſand olicies, Job 
That much concern the Governmentpf Heaven. + — 
O ſhe is gone! thetalking Soul is mſte! 
She's huſh'd, no voice,” ho mulick now'is heard ! FE 
The Bower of Beguty js more ftifithan death; | 
The Roſes fade, amd the metodious'Bird | EA 
That wak'd their fiytets, has eff %n now for ever." 

Rox. *Tis certatondw you never ſhalt enjoy hier ;- 
Therefore Roxana may have leave to hope- 
You will at laſt be kind for all my Sufferings, 
My torments, racks, forthis laſt Ureadfhl Murder, 
Which furious Love of thee did bring upon me. _.. 


Alex. O thou vile Creature !Hear flive from my fghts. bet [ 


And thank Statira that thou art dftve':' 

Elſe thon hadſt periſt'd ; yes, I woy?d he rent. 

With my juſt hands that Rock, that Marble heart ;\ 

' I wow'd Low div*d thren ghSens _ tofind ir,” 
To tear the crael Quarry ; th | 


Rox. O take me to Jos A i Htemy tak, J0ld 2112 eff 


There is fo much Divinity about you, | 
I tremble to-approach x yetfiet&s: my hold, - 
: Nox wiltl leave the facred Robe; for ſack 


 Tove you; ſpight of all you IS bord R 


1; every thing that touches that bleſt Body rt fl 0 TH 1 
Vle kiſs it as the Relique ofa God, | 
And Love ſhall gralp it with theſe dying hands. + 
Alex. O that thou wert a man, that 1 might drive 
Thee round the World, and ſcatter thy Contagion, NES 3 
As Gods hurl Mortal Plagues when they are angry. 4 et L3G 
Rox. Do, drive me, hew me into ſmalleſt pieces, 
My duſt ſhall be inſpir'd with a new fondneſs ; 
Still the Loye-motes ſhall play before your Eyes, 
Where ere you go, however you diſpiſe. | 
Alex. Away, theres not a glance that flies from thee, 
But like a Baſitis&, comes wing?*d with death. 
Rox. O ſpeaknot ſuch harſh words, my Royal Maſter, 
Look not ſo dreadful on your kneeling Servants © - 
But take, dear Sir, O take me into Grace, 
By the dear Babe, the burden of my Womb, 
That weighs me down, when wou'd follow faſter. 
My knees are weary, aud my force 1s ſpent': - 
Odo not frown, but ciear that angry brow ! 
Your eyes will blaſt me, and your words are bolts 0 
That ſtrike me dead ; the little wretch I bear, 
Leaps frighted at your wrath, and dies within me. 
Alex. O thou haſt touch'd my Soul ſo tenderly, 
Thar 1 will raiſe thee, though my hands are ryine. 
Riſe, cruel woman, rife, and have a'care, | 
O co not hurt rat unborn Innotence, 
For whoſe dear ſake I now forgivethee all. 
But haſte, be :gone, fly, fly from theſe ſad eyes, 
Fly with thy Pardon, leaſt I call it back 3 
Though [ forgive thee, I muſt hate thee ever. 
Rox. I go, 1 fly, for ever from thy fight. 
My mortal Injuries have-curn*d-my mind, 
' And L cou'd curſe my ſelf for being kind. 
If chere be any Majeſty above, 
Thar has Revenge in ſtore for perjut*d Eove, 
Send Heaven the ſwifteſt ruine on his head, 
Strike the Deſtroyer, lay theVidctor dead ; 
Kill the Triumpher, and avenge my wrong Wy 
3 


In height of Pomp, while he is warm and young, 

Bolted with thunder let him Tuſh along. 

And when in the laſt pangs of Life he lies, 

Grant I may ſtand go darthim with my eyes; _ . 

Nay, after death | EET | 

Perſue his ſpotted Ghoſt, and ſhoot him as he flies. [| Ext, 
Alex. O my fair Star ! I ſhall be ſhortly with thee ; 

For [ already feel the ſad effects : 

Of thoſe moſt fatal Imprecations. 

H 2 


What 


ky ThewIdTYALs QUEEN 


What mearſs this.deadly dew upon my Forehead ? 


Y, Or, 


My heart too heaves. ps 
Caf. It will anon be ſtill ——. .. - [aſide 
The Poyſon works. C , q 
Pol. Ple ſee the wild effect _ - © F.4d. 
E're I remoye,.and gorge me with Revenge. _ _.. a? 1 


Enter Perdiccas and Lyſimachus:. 


Perd. I beg your Majeſty will pardon me, 
A fatal Meſſenger; +, ., ;», 
Great Syſjgambs hearing.Statira'g deaths: 
Is now no more. + 77 464 | 
Her laſt words gave the Princeſs tothe brave 
Lyfimachws 7, but that which moſt will ſtrike you, 
Your dear Hepheſtion, having drank too largely 
At your laſt Feaſt, is of a Surfet dead.. Tho: 
Alex. How, dead }Hepheſtion dead ! alas the dear: 
Unhappy Youth ! — But he ſleeps bappy, | 
} muſt wake for ever :—- This ObKct, this, 
This face of fatal Beauty, _ 
Will ftretch my Lids with vaſte, eternal tears. — 
Who had the Care of poor Hepheſtion's Life ? 
Lyf. Philarda, the Arradian Artiſt. 
Alex. Fly, Zeleager, hang him on a Croſs: 
That for Hepheſtion, 
But here ltes my Fate ; Hepheftion, Clytus,, 
All my ViRtories for ever folded up: 
In this dear Body my Banner?s loſt, 
My Standard*s Trinmph's gone. 
O vhen ſhalt I be mad ?- Give order to | 
The Army that they break their Shields, Swords, Spears, 
Pound theis bright Armour into duſt away ; 
Is there not cauſe to put the World in mourning ? 
Tear all your Robes : he..dies that is not naked 
Down tothe waſte, all like the Sons of S6rrow, 
Burn alt the Spires that ſeem to kiſs the Skie 3. - 
Beat down the Battlements of every City - 
And for the Monument of this low?d Creature.. 
Root up thoſe Bowers, and pave *em all with Gold ; 
Draw dry the Ganges, make the 1ndzes poor ; 
To build her Tomb, no Shrines nor Altars ſpare, 
But ftrip the ſhining Gods to make it rare. __ Exi. 
Caf. Ha! whithey now ? follow him,Polyperchox. Ex.Pol. 
7 find Caſſander's Plot grows full of Death ; 
Murder 1s playing her great Mafter-pizece, 
And the fad Siſters fiveat, fa faſt I urge %r.. 


| AFL EXAND ER: the. Great--. 
O how I hug my ſelf for this Revenge ! . 

My fancy*s great in Miſchief ; for methinks 

the Night grows darker, and the lab*ring Ghoſts, 
For fear that I ſhould find new torments out, 
Run o're the old with moſt prodigious ſwiftneſs, 


I ſee the fatal Fruit detwixt the Teeth, 
The Sieve brim-full, and the fwift None ſand ſill. 


Enter Poliperchon. 


What, does it work ? 
Pol, Speak ſoftly. 
—"Caſ. Well. 
Pl. It does 3 6 2.4 
I follow*d him, and ſaw him ſwiftly walk | 
Toward the Palace ; oft times looking back, 
With watry Eyes, and calling out, Statsra. 
He ſtumbÞ'd at the Gate, and fell along ; 
Nor was he rais*d with eaſe by his Attendants, 
But ſeen'd a greater load than ordinary, 
As much more as the Dead out-weigh the Living. 
Ca/.. Said he nothing ? 
Pol. When they took him up, 
He fighd, and entred with a ſtrange wild look, 
Embrac'd the Princes round; and faid he muſt 
Diſpatch the buſineſs of the World in haſte. 


Enter Philip and Theſſalus- 


Phil.” Back, Back, all ſcatter : — with a dreadful ſhout * 
{heard him cry, Lam but a dead man. 
Thef. The Poyſon tears him with that height of horrour, 
That I could pity him. 
Pol, Peace ; where ſhall we mcer ? 
Caſ. In Saturn*s Field. 
Methinks I fee the frighted Deities, 
Ramming, more bolts in their big-belly*d Clouds, 
And firing all the Heavens to drown his nolle. E 
- Now we ſhould laugh..—— But go, diſperſe your ſcl yes, 
While each Soul here, that fills his noble Veſlel, 
Swells with the murder, works with ruine o're : 
And from the dreadful deed this Glory draws, 
We kilPd the greateſt man that ever was. 


The Scene draws, Enter Alexander and all his At tendants. 


Alex. Search there,nay probe me,ſearch my wounded reins; 
: F : Ly/. 


Lyſ. We haveſearch'd, but find no hurt. 
Alex. O lam ſhot, a forked burning Arrow 
Sticks croſs my ſhouldiers, the ſad Venome flies 
Like Lightning through my Fleſh, my Blood, my Marrow. 
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Lyſ. This muſt be Treaſon., 
Perd, Wou'd I cou'd butgueſs. | 
Alex. Ha! what a change of torments I endure'? 
A bolt of Ice runs hizzing through my-bowels, 
*Tis ſure the arm of Death, give me a Chair ; 
Cover we, for I freeze, my teeth chatter, 
And my knees knock together. 
 Perd. Heaven bleſs the King! 
Alex. Ha! who talks of Heaven? 
{ am all Hell, I burn, I burn again, | 
The War grows wondrous hot, hey for the Tygris ; 
Bear me, BYcephalus, amongſt the Billows : 
O ?tis a noble Beaſt ! I would not change him 
For the beſt Horſe the Sun has in his Stable : 
For they are hot, their MangersFull of coals, 
Their Mains are flakes of Lightning, curls of Fire, 
And their red tayls like Meteors whisk about. 
 Ly/. Help all, Eumenes, help, I cannot hold him. 
Alex. Ha, ha, ha, I ſhall dye with laughter. 
Parmenio, Clytus, doſt thou ſee yon Fellow ? 
That ragged Souldier, that poor tatter®d Greek ? 
Sce how he puts to flight the gaudy Perſeans, 
With nothing but a ruſty Helmet on, through which 
The grizly briſtles of his puſhing beard 
- Drive *%em like Pikes, - Ha, hay ha. 
Perd, How wald he talks ? 
Lyſ. Yet warring in his wildneſs, ( come : 
Alex. Sound, ſound, keep your Ranks cloſe, ay row they 
O the brave dinn, the noble clank of Arms |! 
Charge, Charge apace, and let the Phalanx move. 
Dariu comes, ha ! let me in, nonedare 
To crols my fury ; —Philotas is unhor&d ; — Ay,”tis Dar 
T ſee, I know him by the ſparkling Plumes, . 
And his Gold Chariot drawn by ten white Horſes : 
But like a Tempeſt thus I pour upon him. 
He bleeds, wi. h that laſt blow I brought him down; 
He tumbles, take him, ſnatch the Imperial Crown. 
"They fly, they fly, — follow, follow, 
Vittoria, —— O lect me ſleep. 
Perd. 1.ct*s raiſe him ſoftly, and bear him to his Bed. ' 
Alex. Hold, the leaſt motion gives me ſudden death ; 
My vital Spirits are quite parch*d, burnt vp, 
And all my ſmoaky Entrails turn'd to Aſhes. 


Vitteria, Viftoria, 


ALEXANDER the Great. 


Tyſ. When you the brighteſt Star that ever ſhone 

Shall ſer, it muſt be Night with.us for ever. | 
Alex. Let ms embrace you all before I die : 

Weep not, my dear Companions, the good Gods. 

Shall ſend you-in my ſtead a nobler Prince, 

Ont that ſhall lead you forth with matchleſs Conduct. 
Lyſ. Break not our hearts with ſuch unkind expreſſions. 
Perd, We will not part with you, nor change for Aars.. 
Ate.x. Perdiccas,take this _ q 

And ſee me laid m the Temple 0 

Fupiter Ammon. | | 
Lyſ.. To whom does your Dread Majeſty bequeath. 

The Empire ofthe World ? "GER 
Alex. To-him- that is moſt worthy.. 

Perd, When will you, ſacred Sir, that we ſhould give: 

To your great Memory thoſe Divine Honours, 

Which ſuch exalted Virtue does deſerve ? 

Alex. When you are all moſt happy, and in Peace. 


Your hands, — © Father, if I have diſcharg?d _ [riſes. 


The duty ofa Man to Empire born ; 

If by unwearied Toyl I hayedeſerv?& 

The vaſt renown of thy Adopted Son,. 

Accept this Soul, which thou didſt firſt inſpire, 

And with this ſigh, thus gives thee back again. [. dies, 
Lyſ. Eumenes, cover the falln Majeſty, 

If there be Trerſon, let us find it ont <- 

Lyfimachus ſtands forth to lead you .on,,. 

And ſwears by thoſe moſt honour?d dear Remains. 

He w1ll not taſte the Jays which Beauty brings, 

*Till we revenge the Greateſt, Beſt of Kings.. 


FINES. 


EPILOGUE. to Al-zander the Great. 
HA T ere they mean, yet onoht they to be curſt, | 


Who this Cenſorious Ape aid poliſh firſt : 
Who the beſt Play, for one 70%. Jen. TAR 4 ' 
As Prieſts againſt our Ladies Arts detlaim, | 
And for one patch, both Soul and Body damr.. 
But what does more provokg'the Attors rage, 
« For we muſt ſhow” the grievance of the Stage ) 
Fs, that our Women who adorn each Play, 


Bred at our Coſt, became at length your Prey # 


— A —— ————— — 


O—_— CE OC i ls 0 GY I un en ——-> 


Wile 


Whike green and ſower, like Trees we 'bear "em oll, 
But e! 3a theyre mellow, ſtraight to you they fall : 
You watch'em bare and ſquab, and-let Pem' reft, _ © 
But with the firſt yourg Down, you ſnatch the eſt, + 
Pray leave theſe poaching tricks, if you are mife, © 
Fre we take out our Letters of Repreze. © : 
For we have vow'd to find « ſort of Toys © HOY 217 i © 
Known to black, Fryars, a Tribe of thooping Boys : | 
If once they come, theyl. quickly /pait your ſpore ;; 
There's "not one Lady will receive your Convt \: | 
But for the Youth in Petticoets run wild, 3 bs SEE TLEETE 
IFith oh the archeſt Wacg, the ſweeteſt Child. * 
The panting Breaft, white Hands, and lilly-Feet _ 
No more fhall your palPd thoughts with pleaſure meet, Ly 08 4-+\T 
The Woman im Boys Cloaths, all Boy.ſhall be, . WOULD DION SHS 
And never raiſe your thoughts above the Knee, '' + old 0! nt 
Well, :f our Woman knew how falſe you art,” © f 34 TD 3 92h 
They won'd ſtay bere, and this new trouble ſpmre » | 
Poor Souls, they think, all Goſpel you relate , 
Charm?d with the noiſe of ſettling an Eſtate * 
But when at laſt your Appetites are full,” ' 
And the tir'd Cupid grows, with attion, aull ; - 
You'll find ſometrich to cut off the Entail, © © 
And ſend tm back to us all worn and ſtale. 
Perhaps they'l find our Stare, while they haverangd 
To ſome wile canting Conventicle, chang?d : 
Where, for the Sparks who once end there | 2 


With their curPd Wigs that ſcented all the Arr, 
They'l ſee grave Blockbeads with ſhors greaſie Hair. 
Green- Aprons, ſtec;le-tlats, and Collar-Bands ; 
Dull ſnivling Rogues that wring, not clap their hands : 
Where, for gay Punks that drew the ſhining Crowd, 
And Miſſes that, in Vizard, laughd aloud ; 
They'l bear young Siſters ſigh, ſee Matrons old, 
' To their chop?d Cheeks thetr pickled Kerchers hold ; 
Whoſe Zeal too, might perſwade, tn ſpight to You, 

Our flying Angels, to augnent their Crew : 

While Farringdon their Hero ſtruts abont *em, 

eAnd nOre a damning Critich dares to flout*em. 


FINIS- 


MITHRIDATES 
King of Pontus, 


TRAGEDY: 


Atted at the 


Theatre Royal, 


By their Majeſtie's Servants. 


Written by NAT. LEE. 


Hi motus animorum, atque hee certamina tant 
Pulveris exigui.j aft cormpreſſa quieſcent. | 
Virgil. Georg, I. 4. 
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To the Right Honourable 


CHARLES, 
Earl of DORSET & MIDDLESEX, 


One of the Gentlemen of His 


MAJESTIES 
BED-CHAMBER, &-:. 
My Lord, 


/ 


Hen I'call to mind what I have obſerv'd of your- 
Wit and Judgment, the trueſt and moſt impar- 
tial T ever knew, my thoughts of writing after 
my looſe manner to your Lordlhip are a little 

| daſh'd, and the meaneſt of 'em has'the ſenſe to 
tell me, I ought to be as curious and correCt in a Dedication to 
one Man, as in that of a Play to a whole Nation. There is, no doubt, 
a Tranſport in ev'ry Poet who writes an Epiſtle, but for the moſt 
part they are daz['d with the Eminence of their Patrons, and at' 
beſt we can but call it an Awful Delight. But I profeſs, what thoſe, 
to whom I am diſagreeable, will impute to want of Modeſty, 

I make this Tragedy an Off ring to your Lordihip with as much 

freedom, pleaſure, and perfe& fatisfaftion, as ever Mithridates re- 

ceiv'd when he found himſelf in the Arms of his Faireſt Miſtreſs. 

You ſtand equal with the Greateſt, and your Quality ſhould cayſe 
a Dread in the hardieſt Writers: But on the other 'hand, there'is 

ſuch an innate ſweetneſs of temper, ſuch a moſt-remarkable good- 

neſs in all your Adions, a Character peculiar to you, more than 
any man alive, that the meaneſt, modelteſt of Poets may approach 

you. Methinks, I feel a ſort of chearful ſpringing Pride, when Þ 

fee your Lordſhip ſtand forth ro this laſt Birch, which ſure, if I had 

ever any lovely, is much the Faireſt Child. Happy Fortune mult 
attend it, and Heav'n and Earth be pleas'd where you approve, 

I accoſt you, my Lord, without Formality, and wou'd appear be- 
fore the ſevereſt Judge in the plaineſt Garb, or rather ngkedneſs of 

A 2 thought; 


The. Dedication- 
thought, as ſome, and thoſe not of the leaſt. courage,'go to the. 
moſt bloody Teſt of vatour, atl unarm'd.. Arover-care in things. 
of this nature does often turn. ro affetation, and -what-was meant 
a Guard, proves an Encumbrance: We may ſtiff'+ eur imagina-. 
tions with making 'em too quaint ; and polith, till we are no-. 
thing elſe but gloſs: lam infinitely. mrs ta be as plain as [can, 
nor care I how it pleaſes others, tho-I am ſure it does, that | have 
laid this Play at your Lord{hips fect. All my acquaintance, that. 
wiſh me well, applaud my choice; for I may fafely affirm by the 
judgment of the Town, without being cenſur'd for a Dawber, there's 
not a man whom all men love but you, you are beheld inall the 
Company you Honour, as if you. were the Genrus of that Prince 
who was call'd the Delight of Mankind, and are ador'd with all the. 
Love and admiration which e're the Noble 77s found 'in Rome, 
Zipbares isan imperfeC& Figure. of your ſelf ; I caſt him in_ your 
Mould, and faſhion'd him, as well as my weak Fancy eor'd, to that 
Perfetion the Court ſo univerlally allows you : Whert & deſignit 
to. draw him for the Ladies, endearing, fott, and paſliagately lo- 
ving, I thought on you, and. found the way to: Charms '*er, And - 


*tis moſt certain, he who obliges thoſe Fair Critickyw be. of his 
Party, has the ſureſt Cards . ever. Poet. plaid : F cannot bur 
own the Honours they have done, me, and entreat your Lorth- 
ſhip to ſecure 'em my Friends. 'There is yet a greater Honouy L 
woud beg of your. Lord{hip, and ſo important, | cannot. name ir 
without apprehenſion : Mithridates, being in your hands, defires . 
to.be laid at the Feet. of the Queen. Her Majeſty, who is the: Sub- 
Iimeſt Goodneſs, and moſt merciful Vertue that ever bleſt aLand, 
has been pleas'd to grace him. with her Preſence, and promis'd: it 
again with ſuch particular praiſes, the- effects of her pure Bounty, 
that ſhou'd he nat expreſs. his .Gratituge, almoſt to Adoration, he 
wou'd deſerve another Fate; when he is next, repreſented, than 
what he has hitherto receiv'd.. | T 

| have indeavour'd in this. Tragedy to mix- Shake/pear with 
Fletcher , the thoughts of the former, tor. Majeſty and true. Roman 
Greatneſs, and the ſoftneſs and paſſionate expreſſions of the. latter, 
which makes up halt the Beauties, are never to be match'q: How 
have I then endeavour'd to be. like 'emm?2 O faint Reſemblance / 
- As Pizarro ſays of the Mexicans, 


. F : 


—— And thoſe who now remain, <4 
. Appear but as the Shadows of the Slais. 


_ The Deditatidn, 

; Irmay be objettaI' brake thegrder nth bogianing: df/the - 
Third nt rc ty Acts;P eluate; wRooane"/tb kevin, re uſe 
fended at fs over-figin; may fortheir fatith Gon kave/e out; 
andthe Play will be entire. I; -apply m7-:{clf re: your! Lbadfiiny 
2s Montairn does v2 lis Reader i:hus: Chapter of Booksy /F- with. 
ſays he, /ove the man that ſhall trace me For-Ihaveamabg xanes- 
found fault with an Expreſſion, as I pretended was in a Play of. 
my own; and had it damn'd by no indifferent Criticks, tho the - 
immortal Shakeſpear will net bluſh to own it. But I am confidear. 
your Lordſhip will find me out, and I deſire to be ſo found a Re- 
finer on - thoſe admirable-Writers ; the Ground is theirs, and all: © 
that ſerves te make-d fieh Embroidery / I hope the World will- 
do me the Juſtice to think, I have diſguiz'd it into another fa- 
ſhion. more ſuitable to the Age we live in; for if I coud perſwade 
my (elk there were-wothing of mine extraordinary in. the Play,.. 
E.wou'd not have dedicated it to the beſt of Men: 


—— — Mediocribus eſſe Poetts, 
Now Dii, now hownes, non conceſſere_columne: 


Here you .muſt give me leave to telF'the World that Pillars and - 
Altars too ought to be rais'd to your Lordſhip, if the greateſt Ge-- 
nius of Poetry deſerves'em: Your: thoughts, in ſome lele& Poems . 
I have ſeen, are rich and new, as the Golden: American World, 
your Expreilions juſtly ſtrong, your. words Emphatical, as choſen. 
men for an Enterprize of Glory : As it was obſerved of the Army 
of Alexander the Great, every Souldier look'd likea Commander, . 
and every Commander like an Alexander; fo in your.admirable 
Draughts, all things are ſo excellent, we know not where to fix ; 
we ſtand on Hills of ſo vaſt a breadth, that the Valleys are not ſeen; - 
it. looks like Heaven all about us, and Fancy is Toft inttremfmire - 
Beauty of the Proſpe&t : Your Writing dazles with clearneſfs. and; 
Majeſty ; you draw, like #Zo/bin, without. Shadows, 


ui Genus humanum ingenio ſuperavit, & omnes - 
Preſtrinxit ſtellas,. exortus uti Aftherius Sol. 


Your Images are ſo great, we look like Dwarts-beneathi-you;: 
and then fo lwely reprefented, tho of dead; low ObjeRs, anima-: 
ted by your Genus, 

Credas frmulacra movers 
Ferrea,.cognatoque. viros ſpirare metallo,.. - What. 


The Dedication. 

-: What Ere you ſtamp is Royal, other-Pretenders. to Satyr: but 

file and wath,: they live by the Clippings of your Wit; and dip 
their Silver in your Bath, to make it paſs for Gold. Self-preſer- 
vation bids:me fay no more of your Lordhips Poetry, leſt I dam 
my. own, who aim at nothing ſo much, as the Honour of being 


. 


thought by your Lordſlup, 


' Your moſt Humble, Obedient, | 


and Devoted Servant; 


NAT. LEE, 


Perſons Repreſented; 


Mithridates, King of Pontus. 6 Mr. Mobun."* 


Ziphares, | M. Hart. 
_— ; his Sons 5 : +. \M. Goodman;.:' \ 
005" General under Ziphates. \ = _ BY 
Pelopidas Winterſbul... 
pn 5a 5 two Courtiers. Fo © MM. Powell: 
Aquilius, a. Roman Captive. 4%.) Me Clarksr k 
Another Roman Officer. ' \ Mk Wi ſhire." p 
Iſmenes, Page to Ziphares: | _ 


Monima, Contracted to Mithriddates. Mis Collie. K 
Semandra, Dau ghter oO Archilaus. hes Bowel." Fo 
Prieſts, and 
Attendants, 
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"PROLOGUE. | 


"Tot careful Leaders, when the Trumpets call 
Their Martial Squadrons on, to ſtand or fall, 
Tofs'd with more doubts, than careful Poets are 
When vent rous Wit for - ally does prepare ; ; 
When ing ae 7 05 
And the fouriſh-cal Pro bh 
Here you, like dreadful W. arriours, ol te - 
And, in full Council, try all Writers Wit. 
To ſome, for Senſe Renown 'd, our Authors bow.; 
And what you Doom, for a iuft Fate. allow : 
But.:fate far teſs ſuch Fudges Poets dread. 


\ 


Than thoſe” Raw Bljdes who will not let * -__ Plead; 
Bat, ere they can-be heard, cry, ſhoot * em dead. | 
Theſe Pyrats, that both arms and. Wits debafe.; 
Who Fields, and Poems with their Spleen, diſgrace, $ 
Poets andWarriours both ſhoud have m Chaſe: 
Theſe-Libetlers whe nobleſt Fights deſpiſe, IC) 

Tet, when a Pan but flaſhes, fput their Eyes. 

Who write Lampoons, and - vilely get a Name | 

By others Tifamy, and live oy ſhams?.; 

Fifes, 


o be the Powder-Monkeys of true Wit : | 
Mmiths, like Apes, what's ill from heads they drain, 
And live «por the Vermin of a brain. 

' -Neglefling theſe, and trufting to your aid, 

. To Beauty our laſt Vows, like yours, are made : 
Beauty, which ftill adorns the op' ning Lift, 
Thich Cxlar's Heart vouchſafes mat to refy oft 

To that dlong nv red tf this day ; 8-8-4 
For, by wyug Poer, was Bid to ſay, he 1-4 | 
In the "ut draught, twas meant. Ne Ladies Phy. 


re,-#f the juſteft Senſe, wot fe , : $ 1 _ 


King of Pontus. 


ACT hb SE CENKES 
The Outer part of the Temple of the Sun. 
A noiſe of Muſick and tuning Vaices is heard. 


MIT HRIDATES. 


= _ — 
I— — 


Enter Pharnaces, Pelopidas. 


Phar. O Night, to Night, this fatal Moment, now 
Our dreadful Fathec's Nuptials are preparing, 

And I muſt loſe bright onima for ever. | 

Ambition too Is bari*d, Scepters, and Crowns, 

And atl the golden Quarries now are loſt.. 

Zipheres, O Ziphares | happy Brother, 

'Thou haſt d lodg'd me by thy late Exploits, 

"And now uſurp'tt my Father's Breaſt alone. 

Curs'd be the Pow*sr that bleſs?d: thee” on thy way 

To overthrow Triarius ;, Curs'd the Stars 

That gliccer*d round thy Head, when:by thy Arm 

' So many Tribunes and Centurions fell, 

As made Rome groan, and. broke Lacullus heart. 
Pelop. Hear me, my Lord. 
Pol. This Morning, on a Mountain --;' 

Above the Clouds, his Triumph, was perform'd 

And | aſlilted at the Sacrifice. |:. 

Why gave | not this Body to the Flames, 

To be devour'd among the: tortur?d Slaves, 

Rather than liv*d to'ſee his Coxqueſt Crown'd ?. 

I ſaw it; O, Pelopidas, theſe Eyes --- p »h 

Saw Mithridates, with a Torch, give Fire > C1 22! 

To the vaſt Pile, which like a Pyramid 1:5y 91.0 kg 

Roos high upon the Hill, as that on Earth, - 1:09} 16: £09 
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2 MITHRIDATES 
Pelop. Will you but give me leave ? 
Phar.. | law the- blaze | 
Of his immortal Honour, heard the ſhout 
Of all the Court, which did-torment the Air 
To that degree, that Birds fell round us dead ; 
And that thin Region, where we ſcarce cou'd live 
When firſt we did aſcend, became ſo fat : 
With the-rich, Steam of Blood, and boyling Gold, 
And flowing Gwvs, that we, were for©@d remove: 
Nay, / bcheve, the glutted Gods themſelyes 
Were almolt choak'd with the prodigious Odoprs. 
- Pelop. Yet have you done ? 
Phar. To tie green Nepriins then, 
Becauſe at Sea old Archilaws had 
Been Conqueror wita my Brother, in their Names 
An OfPicing was decreed ; .a Chariot all 
With Emeralds ſet, and filPd with Coral” Tridents, 
Was with a hundred Horſes, wild as Wind, 
From off the top of thzt moſt difinal place 
Plung'd to the bottom of the ſlimy Deep. 
* Pelop. Let me intreat you call your Reaſon home, 
And liſten to your faithful Servants Counſel : 
You cannot hate your Brother more to Death, 
Than I his Friend, the General- Arch:lans: 
R'as got the ſtart of me in the King's favour; 
And tho?, without being vain, I think my (elf _ 
The better Souldier, he by Policies 
Has puſl”d me from the Dignities 7- bore. 
The: Lion's outed by the Fox. | : 
Phar. But with full cry 
Let us unkennel him; rather rebel, 
Than bear it thus : ? Tis mine, ?tis- thy concern : 
Nor let the Name of King, or Father, awe us. © 
A Miſtreſs, and a Throne { moſt ſpecious Titles- 
The God. of Battel rages in my Breaſt; 
And as at Delphos, when the glorious Fury 
Kindles the Blood of the Prophetick Maid; 
The bounded Deity does ſhoot 'her out, 
Draws every Nerve thinas a Spider's Thred, 
And beats the skin out like expanded Gold : 
So, with the meditation of the Work 
Which my Soul bears, 1 ſwell'almoſt to burſting. 
Pelop. In all the many changes of my Life 
I have not known one equal yet to yours; 
At other times ſo moderate, ſo true - 
A Soveralgn o're your ſelf, you feem'd to want 
Thoſe Paflions for your Slaves, 'who Lord it now. 


Mz of YPONTUS. 2 
Phar. T am huſh'd, if thon' haſt onght of comfort,” ſpeak | 

Pelop. This Night your Father has decrecd to og 
The Daughter of Paley. 

Phay. VVhat can hinder?” '._ +55: 7 15973 261 

Pelop. Nothing; yet mark: My- Brother Tryphon is © 
High-Pcieſt o'th*Sun, whom" alt-the reſt obry : 

Him have 1 wrought, that when the Nuptial Rites 
Begin, ſome ſtrange Preſages "ſhall fall out, 
Diſorders unexpected, to foreſhew 

The Gods are much offended at the Marriage. 
How this may work with one of mighty Faith 

In holy Fables, one of various humour, 

VVhom every day new Beauties ſet on Fire, 

Be you the Judge. : 

Phar. Methinks it has a-Face ; | | 
Burt yet there's wanting what | coud have wiſh'd : = 
Had it been Farus like back?d with another : 

VVhen Mithridates frighted from his Queen, 
VVarn'd by falſs Oracles, ſhou'd have retir'd 
Perplcx'd, yet ſtrugling with the pangs of Love; 
Then to have laid a Beauty to: his longing; * 

Some fair unknown, proud of her gaudy Bloom, 
T*have quench'd his thirſty wiſhes, that /had been 
A Maſterpeice ! But let him marry her, 

Sure Death ſhall wait upon his. laughing Fymen ; 
And when the God has given her to his Arms, 
Fate with .unerring force ſhall part*em- eyer; 

Pelop, Yet raging? ?Tis as you have ſaid, and' more! 
More than excelling Miſchief cou'd invent, 

That is not beſt. VVe have already rais'd him; 
Arndravar, my Lieutenant General, | 
Scorn'd by.. your Brother, whom he, therefore. hates, 
Firſt form'd the Plot... 'Old. 4rebilans?s, Daughter, 
The fair Semandra, Miſtreſs' to Zipheres, . 

Is deſtin'd to be made your Father's Prey. 

Phar: Exce!llent Engine! now thou work'ſt inde2d; 
Thou haſt hit the, Vein, the -Life-blood of his Heart-- 
I cannot ſee ought in the extent of Art, 

Or Nature, that can mend. it; | O: Ziphares, 15/1020 
Still Conquer, riſe -with Triumphs, high as Heav'n, 
So ſuch a Bolk as this be ſure to wait thee. 


Enter Andravar. 


But ſee the brave Lieutenant ! come to my' Arms, x tor 4917 

And tell me, ſhall Semandra be the King's f 313 A yen « 
Anar. | think, my Lord, that I may ſafely ſwear it. 
2 


*% MITHRIDATES 
Phar. Thy bluntneſs merits praiſe, and ſays, thou'rt fir 
To ſerve my beſt revenge, Love, or Ambition. 
Andr. Great Mithridates, whom I well have ſtudy'd, 
Tho he has weather'd forty Winter Fields, 
Yet riſes in his vigor, ventures more, 
Nor feels decay of ſtrength; none Learn'd as he 
In Nature*s Garden ; whence to his Conſtitution | 
Moſt excellent, he adds ſuch helps by Art, 
That by his looks he might be thought Immorts!. 
The World, too, knovzs he is as Amorous now 
As when the firſt Sighs heay*d his youthful Breaſt, 
And his firſt Tears bedew?d the Shrines of Love. 
Phar. The Conſcquence ? 
Andar. He often has been pleas'd 
To make me honour'd with his private thcnghts. 
Whereon my General and. | agreed, 
Knowing your love to Monima, 
And hatred to your Brother, with one blow 
To drive the buſineſs that ſhon'd Crown your wiſhes- 
Therefore I daily. fili?dd your Father's Ears | 
With praiſes of Semandra, raisd his wonder, 
Deſcrib'd her dreſs, and each particular grace; 
Her Eyes, her Hands, her -Lips, with all their beauties ;- 
And have ſo fir?d him, that there only wants 
A view to perfect all; and that will be 
To Night. 
Phar. How know'lt thou that ?. 
Anar. I learnt it all 
From a She-flave that waits upon Semarndra, 
Who told me, that ' Ziphires, with conſent 
7 Archilaus, w ou'd beg her of the King, 
en he this Night ſhou'd Aonimma Eſpouſe. Sc gp 
Nor doubt, but when: he once has ſeen <65IP OP oe 
The Charms of bis new Queen will yaniſh. Hark, 
The facred Muſick ſounds / The King and Qiren are coming. 


Enter Archilans, Ziphares, Semandra. 


See, your Brother, Semandra and her Father. 
Phar. O my lab'ring Breaſt / how hopes and fears 
Toſs my wrack'd Heart, like a poor Bark, abont/ 
"But ſoon the Calm will come, or 7 muſt periſh in the Tempef.. 
: -LExeunt Phar. Pelop. and Andr. 
ET'h. By Heav'n, my Love, thou doſt diſtract my Soul ; 
T here's not a Tear thiat falls from thoſe dear Eyes, 
But makes my Heart weep Blood -O my Father 
All is not well: 7 found her in the Morning, : 


| CE Not 


King of PONTUS. 
Not like a Bride, with all her Maids about her, 
Half-ſmiling, now half-ſerious with her thoughts, 
Of what muſt come; nor warm, nor bright, nor bluſhing; 
But, Oh the Gods! -I found her on the Floor, 
In all the ſtorm of grief, yet beautiful, 
Sighing ſuch breath of ſorrow, that: her Lips, 
Which late appear'd like buds, were now o'ce-blown, 
Pouring- forth tears at ſach-a ſlaviſh rate, 
That, were the World on Fire, they might have drown'd 
The wrath of Heay*n, and quench*d the mighty ruine. 
Arch. Nothing, my Lord —*tis alt but Virgins fear - 
Marriage.to Maids is like a War to Men, 
The Battel cauſes fear ;* but the ſweet hopes 
Of winning. at the laſt ſtill draws e*m on. 
Sem. Alas, my Lord! [LWeeping.. 
Ziph. What, but. alas 7: no more? when by the Hand 
I led her to the Temple, thus ſhe ſigh*d, 
And hung vpon me. If thou truly loy'ſt me, 
If I may credit my Semandra's tears, 
Think ?em not drops of Chance like other Womens, 
The Weather of their Souls, The Chryſtal bubbles 
Which they can make at will; Oh ſatisfie 
Fhe Ilongings of my breaſt, and tell thy ſorrows. 
Sem. That I do love you, Oh, all yon Hoſt of Heav'n 
Be VVitneſs? that you are Dear to me, | 
Dearer than Day to one whom fght' mult leave, © 
Dearer than Life to -one that fears to dye ; 
O thou bright Pow'c bz Judge, whom we adore, 
Be VVitnefs of my Truth, be VVitneſs of my Love - 
But yet I fear 
Ziph. That fear, give me that fear, Semanara . 
Produce it in the vglicſt form it has, 
If ought that is deform'd can come fromthee. 
Sem. | ſhall, myLord, fiace you are pleagd tohear mes, 
Unfold my doubts, the cauſe of all my Tears. 
Firſt then, 7 muſt complain of my hard Stars, 
That did not dart kind Luſtre on my Birth ; | 
For tho? at preſent, while your young Blood boyls, - 
Your Reaſon cannot get th2 Rein of Paſſion, 
Yet it will come, when long poſleſſion cloyes you, | 
Then you will think; what Queens you might have had, 
With Kingdoms for their Dower ; perhaps you may. 
Prove ſo unkind, to tell me of it too; NOS, 
Or, if you ſhou'd not, yet your Eyes wou'd ſpeak——= T[Wieprng-.- 
Enough to break the heart of poor Semanara. 
Ziph. Why doſt thou ſtab me with the tenderneſs ' - 


) 


Of thy falſe fears, and mek me into mourning f” | Tia 


6 MIFHRIDATES 
Tis moſt unſcaſonable on our Wedding-day 
To be ſeen thus : 1 know thou canſt not doubt me. 
No, thou moſt lovely of the fairer kind, 
Think not” a Crown Can ever, Change .my Virtue. 
Ah, who” wou'd leave the warmth of this lov'd Boſume 
For the cold carcs which black Ambition brings ?. 
Sem. Spight of ill-boding Dreams, unlucky Omens, 
You muſt, you ſhail, you ought to be beliey'd. 
And, if | weep again, It is for joy 
That 1 this Night ſha]l be your happy Bride. 
Ziph. Oh Mithridates, mighty as thou arr, 
Betore whoſe Throne Princes ſtand dumb as Death, 
With folded Arms, and their Eyes fix*'d co Earth; 
Dihonour brand me, If 1 wou'd not chuſe 
A private Life wita her whom my Soul loves, 
Rather than live like thee, with all thy Titles, 
The King of Kings, without lier. 
Arch. Pray, wy Lord, 
Defer till Mid-night theſe ſtrong Extaſes, 
Fate yet may put a ber betwixt our hopes, 
And then the lois will bz, more hardly born. | 


The Scene draws, diſcovering the Inner part of the Temple. Mi- 
thridates holdrmg Monima by the Hand; his Queens, Con- 
cuvines, Sons and Daughters attenamng. Three Roman 
Captains, L, Caſſius, Q, Oppius, and Mannius Aquilius bound 
in Gold Chains, with many other Slaves ſtanding at diſtance. 


Aith. Not yet, O Rome, great Tyrant of the World, 
Haſt thou ſubdu'd the 4ſiar Emperor. 
In thy deſpigat I hold my glory {till, 
Still tread upon the Necks of conquer*d Kings, 
Still make thy Conluls tremble at my Name, 
And in one mighticſt Word to ſum up all, 
A Word which, like a Charm, might raiſe the Ghoſts 
Of Pyrrbus, and the experienc'd Hanmbal 
To envy, and be dazled at my deeds; 
A Word, a Name, that comprehends all Honors, 
All Titles, Riches, Power, all Majeſty, 
la ſpite of Rome, I'm AMithridates ſtill. 
Aquil. The Nations muſt confeſs, that Alexander 
Cou'd not more dreadful to the Eaſt appear, 
Than you: ev'na Rome wou'd buy her peace with Joy, 
Cow'd. you; at reaſonable- rates afford 
Your Royal Friendſhip, tho? by your command, 
Moſt dreadful to 7aliar Memory, Ef, 
In one dark Day, damn'd in the Book of Fate, 


King of FONT US. 
A hundred thouſand. murder*d Rowan fell. 
Mith. Dareſt thon, fomenter of theſe Wars, to talk?” 

Thou purple Source of all theſe bloody: ſtrearns, 

Which bave for more than thirty years o*ceflow'd 
The Aſian Banks, and dy'd. Expbygtes: red #: 

Dareſt thou, Commiſſioner in: chief, to put _ 

The Earth in Arms, and ſet the World on flame. 

Once think of Peace? Now, by the Fire-robb'd God, 
Thou ſhalt have puniſhment that fits thy Crimes. 


Aquil, The braveſt muſt ſubmit, when Fortune frowns. 


Mith, D:ſire of Wealth, the Luſt of ſhining Dirt, 
And Palace Plunder, caus'd thee with Arm'd Legions 
T'invade a King, whole Father was Rome's Friend. 
But, by the aſlerted Juſtice of my Cauſe, 

The help of Heav*n, 'and of my own, Right-hand, 
I conquer'd thee, and thon art now my Slave. 
Guards, ſtrait convey him to the Market-place,. 
Take off his wealthy Chains, and melt%*em down; 
Tien, for a terrible Example to 

All ſordid Wretches, Souls made up of Avarice, 
Pour down his Throat the rich diſſolved Maſs, 
And gorge his Entrails with the burning Gold: 

Atom. Not, my dear Lord, upon your. Nuptial Day.- 

Mith. Oa any Day, my Queen, to do a :ſuſtice 
VVhich all the Gods,. and all good men muſt like. 
For Lucins Caſſius, and for Quintus Oppins, 

A milder Deſtiny's in ffore.. Away with him. 
Ard now proceed we to the ſacred Rites, 


* Aquil, Yet, e'ce you joyn, hear me, proud Emperour,.. 


Hear what 'the Fates have put into my breaſt : 

I ſe my Death, by Roman Arms,. reveng'd 1 

And what Lacullus had fo well begun, 

Pompey ſhall end Pompey, thy glory?s ruine. 

This hour that gives 'me Death, ſhall. be. the laſt. 
Of all thy quiet : Swift domeſtick jars 

Shall overtake thee ; thou ſhalt add more blood: 

To that already ſhed from-thy own Bowels :. 

And when at laſt ſubdu'd in all thy 'Wars, . 

Spoild of thy Queens, thy Sons-and Daughters (lain, . 


Thou ſeek*ſt ſome corner of thy conqger?d Empire”. ; - 


To hide: thy abandon'd Head in; then. the load 
Of all thy woes ſhall come, one whom thon leaſt 
Shalt fear, long nouriſh'd in thy implous breaſt, 


Shall ſtab thee to the heart, and end :thy- days. .- +>] + 
That this, all this,- and - more may: light upon theez-.; -// 


I pray the GoJs; and ſo the Furies ſeize thee. . 
- Mith. Away, to Death with the Prophetick Fool. - 
os [Ex, Guards with Aquilius 


_ ws 


Tryphon 


F MITHRIDATES 
Tryphon, begin, and let the Altar ſmoak | 
With ſuch rich -Viftims, -to. the well-pleas*d Gods, 
That they may ſmile from Heav'n, and give us joy. 


-Here- follows the Entertainment: After which, the King and Queen 
return from the Altar to' ſit in ſtate. An Image of Vittory de- 
ſcends with two Crowns in her hands; but on a ſudden the En- 
« genes breas, and caſt the Image forward on the Stage with ſuch 
Violence, that they dafh in pieces. Mithridates ſtarting up. 


Aith. Ha! whence? how: fell this 'out ? Now, by my Arms, 
' Our Nuptials are not plcaſing to the Gods, 

*I'is for ſome fault of mine, O AMonima, 

Taat Heav*n denies thy beauties co my boſome : 
Thus, when we did approach the hallow*'d Vault, 
A Prophelying Piicſt, with ſtart-up Hair, 

With rolling Eyes, and Noſtrils wide as Morths, 
_ -Stopt us i'th* way, and ſaid, we were no Match. 
As well the Nobleſt Salvage of the Field 

Might tamely couple with a fearful Ewe, 

Tigers ingender with the timorous Deer, 

VViid muddy Boars dchle.the cleanly Ermin, 

Or Vultures fort. with Doves, as I-with thce. 
*Iis a croſs thought, and much diſturbs me here. 

M:n. Command me dye, e'ce give your Majelly 

' Cauſe of the leaſt diſlurbence, O, my Lord ! 
Thiak you, that I wow'd lye within your Arms 
To hear you ſigh, ard give me Tears for Love ? 
Or think you, tis to Empire I aſpire? 

Ratker diſmiſs me from your Breaſt, the Haven, 
Where / had hoarded all my happineſs, 
And caſt me out to a wide Sea of weeping» _ 

Mith. How e'ce the Pow*rs above ſhall deal with me, 
Racking my heart with what they have ſet down, 
Thou art our Queen. | - 

Mon. O, *tis an empty Name, 

A ſenſeleſs ſound, except 7 am your Love : 

I find, / find. that I am loſt for ever. 

I have but flept, charm'd with a golden Dream, 
And now am wak'd to beggery' again. 

Why did you take me from my Father*s Wing ? 
Who, tho? a petty Pcince, was yet a World 

Of warmth to me; why did you tempt me forth 
With burning Love, and the :bright Comet, . Power ? 

Mith. Fright not"thy tender | heart -with falſe ſuſpicions ; 
I will be ever thine : But give- me leave 
A little to digeſt with ferious thoughts, 


King of P ON-T'U S; 

" The anger of the Heay*ns  Anaravar. 

Andr. My Lord? | 2 Eo 
Phar. They whiſper, General. [To Pelop. 
Ziph. coming forward. Stars, by your leave | 

Il Omens may the guilty tremble at, 

Make every accident a Prodigy, 

And Monſters frame where Nature never err'd; 

May the ſear'd Conſcience ſtart at falling Meteors, 

And call the ſchreme of every hooting Owl, 

Or croaking Raven, Fate*'s moſt dreadful. Voice : 

For me, I laugh at *em; - ſhou'd | now the Heava 

Flame with a thouſand Fires, ne're ſeen before, 

And Thunder beat the Winds from- every corner, 

Not for the Calm of all the Uniyerſe 

Wou'd I-put off my Joys a moment longex. | 

Stand back, my Love; and, whef 1 call, come forth : 

A minute makes us bleſt, or wretched eyer. 


[Comes to the middle of the Stage, and kneels. 


Mith. Is there in all the ſpace of our wide Empire 
Ought of that moſt ineſtimable value 
To make Zlſphares t kneel ? 
Ziph. There is, my Lord, 
Thus to adore you. 
Mith. O, Celeſtial Powers / 
Mark me your Subject out for all misfortunes, 
The Curſes of the ' Rowan Mannius fall 
Heavy upon me; Fortune's giddy Wheel, - 
Which we have fix*'d with our Majeſtick weight, 
Turn round with me, when, 7 deny him ovght 
That he can ask with Honour : Riſe, my Son. © 
Ziph.” riſing. Since on the great Requeſt which 7 ſhall make, 
The peace or trouble, of my Life depends, | ep: 
The torment* or the pleaſure of my Soul, _ 
Eternal griefs, or everlaſting joys, 
I wou'd recal to your ,remembrance, Sir, 
The - toils and hardfhips which my early Valour 


Has undergone, the many- Fields I have. fought, _. ME HEg 
And Conquer'd too; and as of old the Romans, ... -. id 
Who ſought the Conſulſhip, tnade 'bare their breaſts, -... SES” 
Lac'd with long Scars, an@ ſtudded o'ce with Thruſts, + par” 


The Noble Wardrobe of the Scarlet War;.. . 
1 wou'd, with bolder mention "of my —_ "a KEE 
Diſplay my Wounds to move your Royal Favgurs oe 
And offer, to the A t # ſh I z00 } _ enT 
All my heart holds for ſealing of yolit:pr miſe.” + of oa 
a7 ts T_T * © Mith. 


* 
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XMith. O, had'ſt thon fought ſo poorly as thou ſpeaFſt 
Thy AQtions, all the Lawrels which lye.green . | | 
Upon thee, ſtreight wou?d wither, and be duſt. 

To mention but thy laſt, thy laft of 'Wars, 

Which eva the breath of Majeſty: makes vile, 

$0 much below thy Valour is all Langnage—— 

 Ziph. The glory of that Battel is your own. 

Mith. To thee we owe the day, our life and Empire; 

When ſix Centurions bore me from my Saddle, 

And laid me groveling, for the violent Horfe | , 
To tread my Soul ont ; how did my.brave Zipbares 
Break through their walls of Steel, Teap ore the Ratniparts 
Of the dead bodies that had fenc'd me in, 

On his own Courſer mounting me to life. 
Pious even in the mouth of $lapghter, while 

On foot himſclf, he with his Battel-axe . 

Bore down the Legions, dtove wh6te Troops' before him, 
And brought their Eagles drooping from the Field! 
Demand, 7 ſay, as& me moſt Royally, 

I will be laviſh to thy vaſt Ambition, _ 

And Crown thy wiſhes like a glving God. 

Ziph. ln thankfulneſs 7 bend me td the Earth, 

Once 1aore fall proſtrate to your Majeſty,, 

And pray the Gods to give you length of days. 
Come forth, come forth, my Faireſt ; break, my .Day; 
Appear, and Charm, dazle the whole Aſſetnbly. _ 
* [Semahdra comes. forward. 


Hith. A wonder ! Ha! hy 

Ziph. She isz. my Lord, the Boaſt, 6-1-6 
The lovely Chance-work, Maſter-piece of Natiife; 
Who bluſ'd to ſee what her own hands had made; 
As if miſtaking Moulds, ſhe nnawates | 
Had cat Semandra in * Fortn Divine... 


Sem. Theſe praiſes, breath'@ fe6oj 'atly (Lips but yours... 
Lord of my Life, and Idol: of my Toks.. 7 ba, 1 OÞ Foc as 
Wou'd make me fink with ſhame, or ſcorn the Flatteret 
But as they come from you, from that loy'd Mouth, © Co 
The tender Off 'rings of your fond Deſires, | © oi 

I take 'em all, and dye upon T_T” 1D GEES C903 

To the driven: Air my fiying. Soul .is faſten'd; OE 
Each word, each. ſyltable you ſpoke is mines 
Yes, 1 am fair,'a Queen, a Goddeſs, any thing _ 
That my dear Lord is pleas'd to have: me be, | 

ith. She talks —_— 7... : 3 ng; es 

- Ziph. And with ſs $66d..4 Gtace; - OO OO LH 
That nothing but her. Wit can Charm beyond it! © 

Late in the Camp 7 laiguiſd qith a Fever, © © | 

"OM -- > 


Ring of PONTUS. 
And ſure had dy*d, but for 'this fair Phyſician ; 
Who in the midſt of all my fiery pains, 
VVhen Art was at a loſs, and 1 lay gaſping, 
VVou'd quite beguile my ſufferings with her Songs, 
Her welcome Pity, and her ſoft Endearments : 
Now, laying her Chaſte Cheek, cold with her Tears, 
To mine, ſhe wou'd abate the raging fire ; 
Now, with warm ſighs kindle. my fading ſpirits, 
And when I fainted, with a Kiſs recal me. 
Mith. By Heav*n, ſhe weeps, and I cou'd drink the. Dew. 
Phar. He takes the .poyſon; faſt as I cou'd wiſh. 
Pelop. And Prince Ziphares forces her upon him. 
Arch. Hold, you have ,gone ;too far; ſpeak to the purpoſe. 
Ziph. Ambition therefore was not my Requelt 3 | 
In Colchis or in Boſphorus to Reign: 
Leave to my Brothers all your Empire; and 
To me, this only Beauty for. Reward. 
Mith. Reward Wert thou on Azithridates Throne, 
Poſle(s?d of all his Kingdoms, were thine eye _ 
Like his who guides the day, and thou cou'dſt call 
In all thy Journeys what_thou ſaw?lt thy own; 
Her eyes would match thy luſtre: All thy glories 
Wow'd be but ſhadows, when this Face appear'd. 
Zipb. They wou'd, my Lord. E] 
Mith. They wou'd, my Lord ! Yet more; 
By all my Royalties, a God might. wed her, 
And i be. a/, gaiger. by. the beauteous Bride. 
Ziph. Such as;ſhe is — os 
Mith. Not Heav?a it ſelf can mend -her. 
Had I as many Tongues. as / have Languages, 
Skill'd in all Speeches of the babling. World, 
And cou'd at once ſpeak to as many-Nations, 
With ſuch a grace as might make Athens bluſh. 
By Mercury, and by the Father of 
The Muſes, I ſhou'd never ſpeak ,Semandra- 
Men. O, he is gone! his yow'd fidelity 
Is gaz'd away / 
Aith. Tell me her Birth, Zrphares : 
She muſt be more than-Royal. 
 2iuph. Fate, thy worſt: - | 
Let me be dumb for eyer from, this ,moment. 
Arch. ln me your, Majeſty may pleaſe to read 
Her Father : What 7 want in: Dignity, | 
Be pleagd to fill up with my Services 
Mith. Thy Daughter ? | 4 
Arch. Yes, my gracious Lord, my Daughter. 
Aiths .O pity that ſo fair a ar ſhowd. be 
2 
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The Child of Night; that ſuch a ſtream of Cryſtal 
Shou'd have her Spring ſo mnddy ! 

Thou dy*|t, ttou ſawcy old ambirious Dotard; - 
Who dar'ſt to match thy Lees of blood with ours, 
And daub the Throne of the Immortal Cyrxs. 

Ziph. Hold, hold, moſt awful, give - Ziphares death, 

Impale me, burn me, bury me altye, 

But do not wrong this innocent old man, 

Theſe hairs, which were made Silver in your ſervice, 
O the good Gods? whom fear cou?d never ſhake, 
Your bitter words have caus'd to tremble : See, 
With the diſgrace, he weeps; his Springs of life 
Which had been 'dry for fifty years, this laſt 
Aﬀeont has water'd : wt: 

Oh my poor Father ! 

Mith. Ha | that Name again, 

Thou art no more my Son. For thee, Semandra, 

T hou ſhalt attend our Queen ; to Court, my Fair. 

Where I muſt learn you to forget Ziphares, 

And match you equal to your birth. 

Sem. My Lord Ziphares 
MAith. Look not back. 
Condutt the Queen, Pharnaces. O, Semanara ! 
Tis to your Tears l ſacrifice my Juſtice; 
To them, your Fathers life I'll nox deny, 
Who for Ambition did deferye to die. 
LExennt all but Zipbares and Archilaut. 
Arch. Dotard ! and ſawcy! nay, the Lees of blood ! 
Now, by the Gods, *tis ſprightly as his own: 
O, *tis too much to. bear. -Forgive me, Prince ; 
It breaks the very neck of Loyalty : 
Perhaps, he Whores my Daughter too. But firſt, 
Rather than ſee him wear my glories Spoils 
Thou, my good Sword, that has ſo oft been drawn, 
And dy'd thy ſelf in Roman bowels, to 
The very Guard, for this nngrateful King, 
Be faithful to me, as thou ſtill haſt been, | 
And pierce the heart of thy diſhonour'd Maſter. 

Ziph. Oh, Archilaxs | Oh, my kinder Father ! 

If you are ſtirr'd thus at an angry word, - 

What ſhou'd: / be; I, who am loſt indeed, 

7 who am ſtynn'd, 7 who ſuſtain'd the ftroke 

Of all the anger of the Fates at once ? 

Semandra, O my Love! | 
Arch. Reſtrain your grief, 

' As 1 my rage, and let us think apace, _ 

Tho? for my Davghters Virtue Z wou'd ſtake 


Father. 


 #in7 ff PON'TUS. 
* My Immortal part, -my Fame ſo dearly bought. 
Yet force, which he may uſe, will have its way © 

Conſider that. 

Ziph. Conſider how ſhou'd I 
Conſider, who grow mad with crouding thovghts; 
Where eyery one endeay”ring to be foremoſt 
Stops up the Paſlage, and will choak my Reaſon ? 

' Arch. Once more ſpeak humbly -to- him, 
Perhaps, *tis but a ſudden ſhort-liv'd fit, 

A guſt of Paſſion that may ſoon blow- over ; 
But if you find it rooted in his heart, 

Eat your way through him, to your happineſs ; 
Or periſh,;like your Brother Mithridates. 

Ziph. By Heav'n, 1 think it greateſt happineſs 

Never to have been born; and next to that, 

To die: For who that wears his fleſh can bear 

The curſe of Accidents, a Change like mine? 

I who, ſome moments paſt, wou'd not have chang'd 
Condition} with the bleſſed Gods themſelves ; 

Now in all probability am loſt, 

And ſtand upon the very brink. of ruine. 

Arch. Your Deſtiny's uncertain; Fate, as yet, 
Holds the ScaleWoubrful : Let us haſte to Court, 
Where we ſhall learn which way the Ballance falls. 

Ziph. Not half an hour ago, methought ſecure 
I hugg'd my ſelf, and almoſt cou'd have wept 
In meer compaſſion to th* hard-fated World, 
Thinking how much my ſtate. was happier. - 

Arch. Yet all the while you did not ſpy the danger 
Which crept invihble and undermin'd you. 

Ziph. Alas, 1 did not; without fear I ſtood : 

Like one who, on the Beach, deſcries from far 

A labouring Bark, with which' the Billows war,. 

Pities its ſtate, wiſhing the Tempeſt gon, 

But views not the near Sea come rolling -on -- 

So did with me my unſeen Fortune play, 

Till the Waves came, aud waſh'd me quite away- [Exeunt: 


Fn 


| Enter Pharnaces, and Pelopidas, 
Phar. | hear no, more.;; get-me 2, hundred -Horſe ids <3 


_— 


To be our Guard, I'll bear -her hence, to nights, y-.,_ !-. 
And raviſh her, by all-'the-fire dhat-afts |, + 9 £2 IVY 
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This fearleſs frame, -I will. Declare the diffrence ? 
Is not the Blood of Queens and Princeſſes 
Like other Womens? Souls alike infug'd ; 
Their Banquets richer, and the Drinks they taſte 
The very Spirits of the Purple Vine? 
Yet we mult think ?em cold-as candid. Ice, 
Not a thought ſtarting, free from warm deſires, 
As the bleak Girl upon tne Mountain's top, 
Cover'd with Snow, beaten with - conſbant- Winds, 
That feeds on Herbs and .,Ropts, and dsinks the :Dew. 
Pelop. What, would you have her; fall like mnellow Fruit, 
Whom yet no Sun has. ſhone upon, ap garmth 
To ripen ? *bate a little of this ice. _ 
Phar. P:lopidas, 1 oft . have told - you, -that 
She knew my love, before ſhe ſaw-:my Eather , 
For in the Plugder I ficſt [lighted - on {her :- 
Tho? aficrwards he took my.-beautegus ſpoil, 
As now he does my -Brather's. 1 alledg/d, 
As late I I:d her weeping to her Ghamber, 
My conſtant paſſion, and: his breach of faith, 
All that a love molt violent cqu'd put | | 
Into a Loyer's mouth, like -mige ; but ſhe unmoy?d, 
Inſenſible reply?d, the- Kimg, *twas. poſlible, - 
_ At laſt might kill her [with his -cruelty; 
Yet to the utmoſt moment” of, her hfe 
She wou'd adore him with ſuch ſpotleſs love, 
Such moſt Romantick faith, and, ſuch;;a,deal 
Of whining grief, that in a-rage-1 flung 
Away, and left her: talking to her elf. - 
Pelop. And do you think.this baughtineſs will carry'c ? 
He that will win a moſt exalted Beauty, 
Muſt bend his Soul low, as he bows, his Body, 
Watch every Glance, ; obey her: e*ce!ſhe- ſpeaks, 
Caſt up his eyes at each affe&ed -word, 
And ſwear——Beſtdes her Honour, :Sir, her Honour, 
. Obliges her to ſtand a while at diſtance. 
Phar. *Tis almoſt. empty ; / Honour, "Courtſhip, all 
But gaudy Nonſenſe. O, Pelopidas, 
- Rather than-buy my Pleaſure with-ſuch—baſeneſs, - 
Pde be a Brute: Now, by .my Life, methinks, 
The happier Creature, caſt-before thy eyes z 
The generous Horſe, looſe in a Flow'ry Lawn, 
With choice of Paſture, ' and. of: Cryſtal: Brooks, 
And ll his chearful Miſtreſſes about him, - 
The white, the brown,” the black, Xlie*ſhining-bay, / 
And every dapled Female of the Fields 
Now, by the Gods, for ought-we-know;''as Man < 


| King f FONT US. 
Thinks him a Beaſt, Man: ſeems a Beaſt to him, 
Pelop. Be more confiderate, lefs: rafh- and hot 
| have thought of an expedient to. gain her. 
Phar. Thou art my better Genius, and ſhalt- flouriſh;. 
When Archelaus, like a blaſted' Tree, 
Lies rotting to the ground. 
Pelop. Did Mithridates 
Know of your-Love to Aonima ? 
Phar. He did - 
As publickly  fhew'd -it as Ziphares : 
Yet he who like the ZHeſperian Dragon, / thinks 
The Golden Fruit of Beauty all his own, 
Flew at me as a Thief, who, while he ſlept, : 
Had ſtola his Prize, and made me-pay it back: 
Or ſwore my life ſhon'd be the fatal: forfeit. x 
Pelop. *Tis as I con'd have wiſh'd - thus then, the King;. 
Whoſe Heart Semandra kindles into Flame, 
Cools every hour to- his new-matry?'d Bride, 
And will not Bed her till the Coronation.. 
A meer put-off, wading in deep diſguſt, 
And wiſhing for pretence. to part for ever. 
Phar. Which he ſhall have; this Head of thine: hasthoughtit. 
Pelop. I, and the needful Avdravar, ' ; 
Who feels the Pulſe of his AﬀeCtion.. s 
VVill ſwear boldly, | 
As VVitneſſes who had beth ſeen' and heard 
The jealous Hfonima mrag?d with Love, ' _ - 
But more for what her- vaſt» Ambition-Toſt,- © 
Strove to revive the paſſion that you bore cher ;,. 
But you moſt generouſly oppes'd her Charms, 
V Vhich with unwillingneſs you ſhall cofifeſs,;- 
And beg your fiery Father to forgive her. 

Phar. Pithy, and. ſhort ;- thon' art {the Saul of Counſel: 
Pelop. The very breaking of the buſineſs, throws 
Her into Priſon ; where, white I guard 'the* door, - 
Your Highneſs may, with as much cafe, ' perform | 
Your pleaſure, as your faithful ſeryant though I6- /!: 

Phar, In thanks the vileſt fawning tyiag © _ E: 
man, -/ 


1 


VVaou'd ſpeak. thee fairer *thair Pharilcts 
But let my deeds be gratefel fo my þ © 199169) 
: * eQ(ili:c} FHINOZ B 9%ii 0 Aloo + 
+ Enter. Andtayats _ 
*% 16 . 2 53 T + | "| 
VVhat news, my Andrei 27 (107 490 1G 
. Aadr. Your Guardian-ſpigt? 7 07.92 
Now lays abouz him, ahd-dtviſibly | ! 127-1 + 
Ats wonders ifot yo, uvdding all+the Court + 
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Sem andra weeping, and -your Father burning'; 
Monima, like a Widow'd- Turtke, mourning 3 © * 
Old Archilaus puſhing on his Fate, 

And Amorous. Zipbares, led by love, 

To tumble from che top of all his: hopes. 
Defiance from the Roman Conſul Glabrio, 

{ ſent, . and the third Portick War renew?d. 
But love fo rocks your Fathers dronzy brain, 
That all the Trumpets of the thundring Legions 
Can ſcarce awake him. See where he comes ! | * 


Enter Mithridates attended. 


His haughty courage ſcarce ſubmitting to . 

The weight which prelles him z but, ſtriking out. 
Mith. She muſt be mine, this -admirable Creature, 

Her Charms are now inevitable grown; 

And, while {ſeem to fright her from my Son, 

1 talk and gaze, and dote, to my undoing. 

See her no more ; loſe her with weighty thoughts, 

And drown her in the Ocean of thy Power : 

In vain 7 ſtrive with' cates to. keep her down, 

In vain does buſineſs figk her to the bottom ; 

This Bladder Love ſtill beary her up again. 
Phar. Like a caught Lion, raging in the ſnare, 

He plunges in bis paſſion, ſpends his force, 

And ſtruggles with the Toil that holds bim faſter. 
Mith. See her no more———and. live! lmpoſlible. 

As well 1 might bid Meteors: keep their luſtre, . 

When all the ſhining Exhalation's ſpent 

That fed their ſhort-liv'd glory. 


Enter Monima.. » 370 


Men. O Mithridates |. O my cruel Lord? . 
I come. with all the: violence of grief, 
To take my laſt farewel. _, -;;, 13 

Mith. What means: the Queen: i: nn Tali 91> 4 

Mon. The Queen ! Oiggoekary:of. State?;-:;-1 
' Pageant of Greatneſs / waptred atraiwhites io 1 oy i 
But ſtreight negleted like a common thing: - © WON, I Oey 
1 come, my Lord, to beg {Or Heay?ns;):Your leave, 
ph Royal ns ih retire from Court; | 
And, ſince my Father by .your bounty R&gggaat. yer 2mnc 26 V7 
At Epheſus, 1- there wou'd go to mou) oat an . ao 
| And anguiſh out my wretched Lifg?Nirenaige mi nods 2; 1 yo 

Ah.” VVhy will you add” new! thoubles !tq;.my Boſun, , | -, EY 

BAG Wn” Already 


| hy 


King of PONTUS; 
Already burthen'd with the Wrath of Heav'n, 
By your unneceſſary grief ? 

Mon. From Earth, I fear, 
And not from Heav*n, thoſe Cloudy Cares are drawn. 
Mith- No matter whence, they*re dangerous to partake : 
\ The tender Face of Beauty cannot bear %m ; 
For, if from Earth they come, their Damp will ſtifle; 
And, if from Heav*n, their Influence is blaſting. 
Mon. Were you but kind, my Lord, as once you were, 
What blaſting cou*d 7 fear? what dangers, dreſt 
In all the horrors of moſt dreadful Death ? - 
But you are pleas'd that  ſhould-not complain. 
Andr. Semanara, by your Majeſty*s appointment, N 
Attends without. : 
Atith. Fair Monima, retire: | 
You will oblige me by a confidence ; 
I cannot be, but yours ; Afﬀairs of State $3. v.45 
Now take me from you, . 
Aon. Say, the affairs of Love. 

I wou'd, my Royal Lord, but cannot blame you; 

I feel a Spirit within me, which calls up 

All that is Woman wrong'd, and bids me chide, 

But you are Afthridates, that dear'man_ 

Whom my Soul loves; elſe, were you all the Kings, 

All Worlds, all Gods, 1 cow'd let looſe upon you, 8g 

For thoſe deep injuries which 7 muſt ſuffer; 

Cou'd, like the fighting Winds, diſturb all Nature 

With venting of my wrongs; but 7 am, huſh'd 

As a ſpent Wave, and all my fiery Powers 

Are quench*d, when I but look upon your Eyes, 

Y Vhere, like a Star in water, 1 appear 

A pretty ſight, but of no Influence, | 

And am art beſt but now a ſhining Sorrow, CExit, led by Pharnaces. 
Mith. O Love! if that the Face of ſuch Aﬀection, - 

Snch modeſt Sweetneſs, and ſuch humble Virtue, 

As my Queen bears, fix not my wandring Heart, 

Break, break thy Bow, and burn thy uſeleſs Arrows: 

By Heay'n her kindneſs ſtrikes my troubled Soul. 


Enter Semandra with Andravar. attending. 


But ſee, ſhe's loſt again, Semandra comes, 

VVho drowns like bluſhing Noon -her paler dawn, 
And ſhews like Summer to the Infant Spring. 
Semandra, what, ſtill weeping ? will not- all. | 
The VVealth which the Sun ſees throughout the Eft 


Dry up your Tears ? methinks, an Empire might 
COE'L | ; D - Suffice 
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Snffice for any Ioſs, 1 give you all my Power ; 

And, with it, ſuch a heart, as nought but Love 

' Con'd bow- I throw it bleeding at your Feet. 

Behold, behold, Semandra, while I bluſt, 

The great effects of your Commanding Beauty, 
Sem. Were you yet greater than you are, which ſcarce 

The Gods can make you; tho? no bounds but Heav/n 

Did limit your large Sway ; tho? in your Perſon all 

| The Graces met that ever Man adorn'd, 

The bluſh of Riſing Youth, the Conquering Eyes, 

The Noble Smiles, and thoſe- moſt paſſionate Beauties, 


Which drew my Heart to Idolize your Son; 
1 cou'd not love you. 


Aith. Oh, vamerciful! 
Sem. You ſaid, my Lord, but now, 
You bluſh'd to think of your degraded Power ; 
How then ought 1 to bluſh? 7, who ſhou?d be 
The daily Curſe of your repining Subjets ? - 
1, who am bound by Oaths and ſolemn Vows, 
To love Ziphares ? By my Father's Order, 
And by the tendereſt [nclination too. 
Mith. You ſtrike me dead. 
Sem. Oh, do but think, my Lord, 
How wou'd Mankind, when they ſhall read my Story, 
Tear all the Rolls, or throw *em to the Flames ! 
How wou'd the weeping Maids curſe my rem :nbrance, 
Shou'd 7 for Pride of Power, a Golden Promiſe, 
A gaudy Nothing, prove ingrateful, perjur*d ! 
Leave all the goodneſs of the Earth'to languiſh, 
And break for ever with his matchleſs Virtue ! 
Mith. You have ſaid and I confeſs it to be Heavenly: 
T know, and till / ſaw your Eyes, I loy'd 
The Virtue of my Son; 7 lodg'd him nezr 
My Heart, and ſet him down my Succeſſor : 
But now, Oh hear, and wonder at your Power, 
Spight of his Noble AQs, tho* to his Arm 
I owe my Life, tho*' Juſtice ſpeaks ſo loud, 
And the ſoft Tongue of Nature pleads ſo well, 
1 hate him more than I did ever love him. 
Sem. Alas- wou'd 1 had dy'd when firſt you ſaw me. 
Afith. Had he conſpir'd my Death, uſurp'd my Throne, 
Perhaps / might have doom'd him-to be ſhin, 
Yet ſure I ſhou'd have wept to ſee him die 
But now, fince he muſt Raviſh that loy'd Gem, 
4 prize above the World, tearing you from me, 
Giving me twenty Deaths, and cutting through 
My very Soul, ſhou'd I my Empire give 


LY 
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To buy his Fate, I'de think - it vaſtly fold. 
Sem, Then blaſted be the Form that charm'd your Eyes. 
His Fate! Oh, Gods! then you deſign-his Death, 
To reap the Bloody Harveſt of his Life, 
And, Atrexs-like, to feed on your own Bowels ? 
But know, Proud Monarch, there are Powers who ſee 
And puniſh Crimes like yours : Nor can / doubt 
But tvey will fave from your moſt Impious Rage 
My poor lov'd Lord, the innocent Z:phares. [Weeping. 
Mith. Thoſe Waters more inrage my Jealons Flame, 
And thoſe heav?d Sighs but ſpread my Anger's VViogs ; 
Your Fatal Kindneſs haſtens on his Death 3 
And that untimely Doom which 1 forbore 
To ex:cute, ſeems neceſſary now< 
You give him all your Stock of richeſt Loye, 
Your Tears, your longing Looks, your Smiles, your Groans, 
And over-bleſs him with your- laviſh kindaeſs; 
But niggardly to. me you will not ſpare ' 
A pitying Glance, one Pearly drop to Ranſom 
The Soul of this deſpairing Mthridates. 
Andravar, go, and brzer the Prince to Priſon, ws 
Sem. Stay, Andravarz the King has call'd you back: y* 
See, he repents : Nay, | muſt hold you then, 
And, if you ſtir, you take Semandre with you. 
O, Mithridates | O ungrateful Prince ! 
What was it you did Order ? But behold, 
His Eyes are fix'd upon the ground, he bluſhes 
To think he cou'd ſo monſtrouſly Decree 
To Murder the ſweet hopes of all his Kingdoms, 
The Gods be prais'd for this Serene Repentance 2 
Yet, with the fright, I fear 7 ſhall not ilep 
Till Death does cloſe my Eyes. 
Mith. O riſe, Semandra 
Sem. Never, | never will. 
Oh all you pitying Powers, will not my cryes 
And -piercing Woes move. you to melt his, Soul? 3 
Can you be deaf ? Oh'Cruel Afthridates* 
Did you but know the workings you have made, 
The heavy plight, the panting Paſſions here, 
If you had but a Grain of all that World 
Of Love, you ſwore you had once for Semandra, . 
You cou'd not ſee me thus: Miſery diltcatts 
My Reaſon; ſhowd you turn to a new rage, _ 
(Which I muſt fear, unleſs you Vow to ſave him) 
1 cou'd not bear it; you ſhou'd ſee me fall - _ 
Cold, p le, and with my Deaths Convulſioas graſping 


Your water'd fect, but never more riſe: __. Er RY 
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Mith. Give me your Beauteous Hand; - [ fyear upon it. 
By all thoſe Powers we worſhip, by our Self, 
When e're Ziphares dies, Semanara kills him : 
She ſhall alone have Power to give him Death, 
Or to recal his moſt untimely Fare. 


Enter Ziphares «and Archilaus. 


Thus dearly do 1 buy the Red Impr<ſſion + - 
Which my Lips make ; but take ir, Cake it from me; 
My Blood boils up again, my Spirits kindle, 
Thar lovely Brand has lent my wiſhes flame, 
And | am loſt again in vaſt deſire. 
iph. Semanara! live I once to ſee thee more, 
Tho? in my Father*s Arms? *Tis Heavn, to paze 
On thy aſſaulted Honour ; thus to ſee thee; 
Thus tempted from me with the Charms of Empire, 
Yet not conſenting * No, I'll not think the Werld, 
Laid at thy Feet, l 
Cou'd win thy Faith / | 
Yer, O dread Sir, forgive me; 
If that my boding Heart ſuſpects you more, 
Than all chat Heav*n cou'd ſend down great and charming, 
Or Hell cou'd raiſe vp horrid to: deſtroy me. 
Mith. O Glory! = 
Arch. O, conhder, Sir, on that ; 
Think how the Romans will deſpile your Wars, 
If Love now drive you —— Speak, my Lord : He yields. 
Ziph. Oh, Royal Sir, or if the Name of Father 
Can move you more, by that I will Conjure you; 
By all the Charms of Stratonice's Eyes, 
When firſt they drew you to adore their luſtre; 
By all the Pains you gave her when ſhe bore me ; 
By all the Obedience 1 have paid you long, 
And by the Blood I yet intend to loſe 
In your behalf: Oh grant- me my Semandra. 
Sem. *'Evn by the Paſſion my unhappy Beauty - + 
Firſt kindled in you; but 7 hope is dying, 
Give me Ziphares, give him to my Longings- 
Mith, *Tis done; the Conqueſt is at laſt 'obtain'd, 
And Manly Virtue Lords'it o're my Paſlion : 
It ſhall be ſo; away, thon' feeble God, 
I baniſh thee my Boſom, hence 7 ſay; 
Be gone, or I will tear the Strings that hold thee, 
And ſtab thee in my Heart. The Wars come on ; 
By Heay?n, VII drown thy laughing Deity 
In Blood, a nd drive thee with my brandiſh'd Sword 
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To Rome, I will, yes, to the: Capitol, 
There to reſume thy Godhead once again, 
And vaunt thy Majeſty without controul ; 
But never Reign in Mzthridates Soul. 

Arch. O wonderful effeft of higheſt Virtue ! 
O Conqueſt, which deſerves. more Triumphs than 
A hundred Victories in Battel - gain'd. 

Ziph. You mult, you ſhall be now the Lord of Rome z 
Her Fate ſhall bow beneath your Awful Scepter. 
O let me not enjoy . the Life you. promis'd, - - 
The vaſt poſleſſion of the rich Semandra, 
If 7 ſtrike not Rome?s Eagles to the Earth, 
Take the Imperial Standard, Chaſe their Legions, 
And bring in Triumph all their Leaders bound. 

Mith. Arndravar, haſte, Proclaim throughout the City 
My Son Ziphares General againit -the-Romans.. . | [Exit Andravar- 
Come to my Breaſt once more, my deareſt Son; , 
In ſpight of Love, thou art again my Child - 
Thus, with a Father's bowels I receive thee, 
Thus melcing o'rce: thee with the tendereſt / Nature, 
I pray the Gods to Crown thy Youth' with glory. 

Ziph. Oh Happineſs * Oh. Joy ! Oh bleſled Tears! 
Reward this Goodneſs, Heay'n; for Poor Ziphares 
Is now ſo loſt, he knows not what to ſay. 
Let me devour your hands with filial .dearneſs : 
Were my whole Life to come one heap of. Troubles, 
The Pleaſure of this moment wov'd ſuffice, 
And ſweeten all my griefs with its remembrance. 

Sem. Oh happy hour? if 7 not ſet thee down, 
The whiteſt that the Eye of Time e're ſaw, 
Let me n='re ſmile when Z remember. thee, | 
Nor ey'n in wiſhes offer at:a Joy-- -.. 7 [Shoutins within. 

Mith. Bark ! with lond Cryes-the--Souldiers ſend.their joys : _ 
Go then, with the beſt Bleſſings I. can give thee,: 
Condutt my chearful Subjects.to the Field ; 
Take all the ſighing Virgins-wiſhes with thee : 
Subdue the Conſul, and receive Semanara.  ; - 

Ziph. O do not doubt me, my moſt Royal Lord ;, P 
If now / Conquer not, thus helpt, thus..promis'd, 
Thus prais'd, incourag?d, 'and' thus over.-bleſt, _ TORTS 
3 am the Mark, for all | 
The Synod of the Gods to ſhook theirs Fires at. 

Mith. Semanara, veil your Beauties from my eyes 3 
I wou'd not truſt their Inflnence, - tho? I thank L 
The Pow?rs above ſo ſtrongly Reins my Virtue, 
7 think 1 might, and fear not. a relapſe : 
In: an Apartment, proper for your grief, 
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You ſhall be plac'd, till yours and' my: Ziphares 
Return in Tciumph; where ne eyes ſhall fee 
Your private walks, ror mark” your fecret forrow- 
I. thus divide you, that your meeting may- 
Be yet more grateful. Haſte, my Son, to Battel: 
Be ſhore in parting, for there is no end 
Of Lovei*s Farewels. The Powers above preſerve you. 
| [Exit Mith. with Pelop. and Andy. 
Ziph Farew:l, Semandra; O, if my Father ſhou'd 
Fall back from Virtue, ?cis an impious thought, 
Yet / muſt ask you, cou'd you in my ablence, 
Solicited by Power and Charming Empire 
And threatned too by d-:ath, forget your Vows? 
Cowd you, I ſay, abandon poor .Z:ph-res, / 
Who. midſt of Wounds and Death wou'd think on you; 
And, whatſoe'ce Calamity ſhow?d corre, 
Wou'd keep his love ſacred to his Semandra, 
Like Balm, to heal the heavieſt misfortune ? 
Sem. Your crucl Queſtion tears my very Soul : 
Ah, can you doubt me, Prince? A Faith, like mine, 
The ſofteſt Paſſion that e're Weman wept ; 
But as reſoly'd as ever man cou'd boaſt : 
Alas, why will you then fuſpect my Truth ? 
Yet ſince it ſhews the ſearfulneſs of Love, 
*Tis juſt 7 ſhou'd endeavour to Convince you : 


Make bare your Sword, my Ngble Father, draw. 


Arch. What wow'dſt thou now ? 

Sem. 1 (wear upon it. Oh, 
Be witneſs, Heav'n, and all avenging Powers, 

Of the true love 1 give the Prince Ziphares : 
When I in thought forſake my plighred Faith, 
Much leſs in act, for Empire change my love; 
May this keen Sword by -my own Fathers hand 
Be guided to my Heart, rip Veins and Arteries, 
And cut my faithleſs limbs from this /hack*'d body, 
To feaſt the ravenous Birds, and Beaſts -of prey. 

Arch. Now, by my Sword, *twas a good hearty wiſh ; 
And, it thou play*ſt him 'falſe, this faithful hand 
As heartily ſhall make thy wiſhes gvod. - 

Ziph., O hear mine too. If ere 7 fail in ought 
That Love requires in ſtricteſt, niceſt kind ; | 
May 1 not only be proclaim'd a Coward, 

But be indeed that :moſt' Yereſted' thing. 

May 7, in this moſt glorious War. { make, 

B2 beaten baſely, -evin by Glabrio's Slaves, 

And for a puniſhment loſe bath theſe eyes; 

Yet live and never more behold Semandr 
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Arch. Come, no more wiſhing; Hark, the Trumpets call 
Ser. Preſerve him, Gods, preſerve his Innocence 
The Nobleſt Image of your perfeCt ſelves : | 
Farewel z Pm loſt in Tears. Where are you, Sir ? 
Arch. He's gone. Away, my Lord, you'l never part. 
Zipb. 1 go; but muſt turn back for one - laſt look : 
Remember, O temember, deqr Semaudra, 
That on thy Virtue all my Fortune hangs, 
Semandra is the buſ?neſs of the War, | 
Semandra makes the Fight, draws every Sword : 
Semandra ſounds the Trumpets ; gives the. Ward. 
So the Moon Charms her watry World below; 
Wakes the ſtill Seas, and makes *em Ebb and Flow. 


———_—_——_—_ 
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The Field. 


Enter Tiphares bloody, with Souldiers: 


Ziph. AS theſe, are theſe the Maſters of -the World? 
A. O my brave Friends, how '/haye you fonght to day * 
You. fought, 2s it you all had Miſtreſſes, | 
Who from ſome Battlement beheld your Valour, 
And from your Arms expected all their Fortunes 
Oh, had you heard *%em clap their tender hands, 
Beat their white Breaſts, and rend ' the wond*ring Heav*as- - 
With their ſhrilL cryes, you cou*d not have done more ;. 
Your looks were Baſilzzhs to Roman Blood, AY" 
Your vety Breath was as the furious North, 
And drove the Legions, like the Chaff, before you.. 
Nor was / idlez witneſs the wonnds 7 feel, 
Tho? Glabyio, at diſtance, ſhunn?d the force 
Of my far-darted Javelin, yet it ſtruck 
A Tribune down, and did not uſeleſs fall. 
VVhat more remains, but that we haſte to meet 
Victorious. Archilans, plunder their Tents, 
And loaded with the Lawrel we have won, 
March to Synope, Shouting all the way, 
Eong live the King of Kings, great Afithridates ? 


/ Enter Archilaus, attended. 


Arch. O. Prince! thou. Life,. thou Soul of all the Army,. 
To whoſe dear hand thrice 1 did 'owe my life, : 
VVhen thrice this day my Horſe was killd bencath.me;. 


- 
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'O Renown'd day ! this' one (day of thy* Valon:e © 
Has drown'd in dark Oblivion aff my Wars : 
Like Time it ſelf thy Glory ſhall run on,” © 
While mine, my fifty Iron years of battel, 
Lies ſmeer*d in duſt, and monlder into Aſhes. 

Ziph- Yes, Father, now '/ <vv'd grow 'prond of. Conqueſt, 
Since it muſt give your Daughter to my+ Arms. 

Methought to day, when | had given the word, 
Semandra, Vittory declat'd her telf | 

E're yet a Death by any hand was given: 

Evn now my blood more heats my youthful veins, 
My Cheeks grow redder,” with the expettation © 
Of Love's dear promis'd joys, than when I ftrove 
In flame of fhght, with all my toil upon me, 
To cut my way, and win the famous Field. 

Arch. Grant' me,” *you' Gods, before the hand of Death 
Comes, like Eternal” Night with her dark Wing; | 
To bar the comfortable light for ever _ 

From theſe my -aged eyes; O let me ſee 

A Grandchild of my{Princes Sacred Blood, 

To call him mine,. to fee] him in my Arms, 
To hear his innocent talk, and ſee him ſmile, 
While I tell Stories 'of his Fathers Valour, 
Which he in time muſt learn 'to. imitate - 
Grant me but this, you Gods atd make an end, 
Soon as you pleaſe, of this old happy man. 

Ziph. I feel a gladneſs lightning in my breaſt, 
The kindled joy diſperſes: quickly through me, 

And ſays, E're yet 'the ſetting *Sun | has quenct'd 
His Love in his cold Miſtreſs Bed, 

Semandra ſhall be mine; ev?n all Semanadra: 

The thought is Extaſie / . Theſe Arnis ſhall hold her 
Faſt to my throbbing Breaſt ; theſe raviſh'd eyes 
Gaze till they're blind, with looking on her Bluſhes ; 
Theſe ſtifling Lips fhall ſmother all her Smiles, 
And follow her with ſuch purſuit of Kiſſes, 

That ev*n our Souls ſhall loſe themſelves in pleaſure. 

Arch. Firſt, fend a Flying Mcfſ:oger, with news 
Of our great Victory. | 

Ziph. Ziphares elf 
Muſt be the Harbinger of his own joy : 

Pll go with the beſt-monnted Cavalry, 
While you behind conduct, on eaſie March, 
The weari'd Army. Once-more let me lock 
My Father thus. 
Arch. My teart-bodes happineſs. 
Ziph, *Twere lin to -doubt, ſince Fortune had no hand 
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In what our Swords by dint of Valour wg: 
She to the Brave was ever a curlt Foe; 

But 7 at laſt have bound her to my Chariot, 
By Conquering Virtue to be drag?d along; 
And while her broken Wheel is proudly born, 
She ſhall be forc'd our Triumph to adorn. [CExcunt ſeveratly. 


SCENE: IL 
The Palace-Garden. 


Enter Pharnaces a»d Andravyar. 


Anar. Hen there is hope, my Lord, th? unſetled King 
May yet relapſe, and fall to Love again ? 

Phay. *Tis certain that the 'end will Crown our wiſhes 3 

Late, as 1 pry'd about Semavdrae's Gardens, 

Mad that our Plot a ground, ſo-plough'd to bear, 

Shou'd yield no Fruit, ſtill thoughtful how to work himg 

And watching for ſome-accident to fit | 

Our purpoſe, and redeem the laſt deſign, 

1 chanc'd to ſpy the - fair Semandra ſleeping z 

But, in that poſture, ſhe appear*'d ſo lovely, 

Bold as 1 am, ſhe charm'd me into wonder : 

But ſtraight thy General came to reſcue me, 

Who took the hint immediately, and weat 

To ſee the King. | 
Andr. 1 gueſs the good deſign, 

To draw him on to ſee our” beauteons-Foe, | 
Phar. You have it; and %is more than half effected. 

1 ſaw %em walk: Pelopidasy by his aCtion, 

1 know did kindle him with wondrous praiſe, 

But once to view the bright Semandys ileeping z 

But the King ſtopt, as if he fear'd to go; 

Then ſide-long glanc'd, and figtfd, and walk'd again, 

-Rubbing his hand upon his Face; to hide - 

Tha riſing Bluſhes : But, behold %em here / 


Enter Mithridates, Pelopidas. 
'Mith. What are her Charms to'me'? 


Pelop. *Tis true, they are not; | 
yet, methinks, the fight might draw down Jour-n=——_— 


Yet, I'de not ask you, for the Week, to ſee her "IF 
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But that 7 think you're Mſter of your promiſe : 
] thought your God-like frame, your ſtrength” of mind- 
Not to be ſhook, therefore 1 woo'd you, Sir, 
In curioſity, to ſce a Wonder; 
But, if yor doubt your ſelf. 
Myth, 1 think I need not: 
I think my Vertue is reſoly'd ; but yet, 
I fear, and therefore I will go no farther. 
Pelop. ?Tis well reſoly'd ; and .yet, methinks, *twou'd raiſe 
'Your pity, more than love, to ſee the tears 
Force through her ſnowy lids their melring courſe, 
To lodge themſelves on her re&-murnycing lips 
That talk ſuch mournful things ; when ſtraight a gale 
Of ſtarting ſhghs carcies'thoſe Pearls away, 
As Dews., by Winds, are. wafted from the Flowers, 
Mih. *Tis wondrous: pitiful ; by Heav'n, 1K, is! 
T feel her ſorrow working here ; it calls 
Fire to my breaſt, and water to my eyes, 
And, if I durſt | 
Pelop. If you the leaſt ſuſpect 
Your temper,” if the ſmalleſt Breath of Love 
But ſtir your heart; let me Conjure you, Sir, 
Not to go on: The dazling manner will 
Diſturb your quiet, and confound your Reaſon. 
 _Mith, *Iwill-be as well, tho*l: bezJieve no Power. 
Can change my Virtue, yet-twill be as well 
If yon relate exa&tly what you- ſaw. 
Pelop. Behold her then upon a Flowry Bank,. 
With her ſoft ſorrows lulÞd into a ſlumber, 
The Summers heat had, to her natural bluſh, 
Added a brighter, and more: tempting -red ; 
The Beauties of. her . Neck- and/' naked- Breaſts, ; 
Lifced by. inward ſtarts,. did, riſe: and Fa 
With motion that might put a.Soul in Statues - 
The matchleſs whitengſs .of her foulded Arms, | 
That ſeem'd t* imbrace the - Body ' whence they grew, 
Fixd me to gaze. o'rerall*that Field of Love; 
While to- my. raviſhd = officious winds. | -- 
. Waving her Robes, diſplay*d. ſuch handſom Limbs, .- 
As Artiſts woi'd in poliſh'd Marble give | 
The Wanion Godde{,, ' when-ſupinely laid , . - 
She Charms her Gall:znt God to new enjoyment.” 
Mith. -Something there is figs, maighgily- Ty - DECREE 35t 


?Tis Pity, ſure, it can be only. Pity: +..., -, a T 2a. 
VVho knows;--but hatchet meltjplying, fears, "AE ARON. es 
And crvel griefs, :in-tme: may, give'/her death ? | *, > 


"Twere moſt inhumane therefgte-not to .go, 
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"And comfort her with praiſes of- Ziphares : 
[ll tell her how he Conquers, how he 'comes 
Triumpaant from the Conſ#/*s overthrow, 

To take the Noble VVreaths he has deſery?d, 
Embraces from her Arms; Circles more rich 
Than all the. Crowns my fruitleſs Valour won. 
Yet, ſtay; I will not ſpeak of him : *Twere rude 
To break her reſt , il ſee her, when ſhe wakes. 
Pelop. Then you dare truſt your heart? 
Mith. * I is ſure I dare : | 
By Heav'n, my Friends, [ dare: 7 feel ſuch ſtrong 
Collc&ted Manly Virtue, that Ill on. 

Pelep. Oh, ſacred Sir, tura back : If conquer?d by 
Her Beauties, you ſhowd love again, I know 
Pelopidas muſt bear the blame of all ; 

Therefore, my Lord. 
Mith. Away ; by Heav*n, Vll go. 

Pelop. Oh, "tis impoſlible, if once you: Iov'd 
But you muſt certainly relapſe : 

Therefore your fearful Servant kneels and begs 
You wou'd turn back: Alas, he's conſcious now 
VVhat a groſs fault his fooliſh tongue committed, 
By tempting unawares your Reaſon forth. 

Mith. PII ſee her; yes, it is reſolyd, Pll ſee her, 
VVith all that VVorld of Charms thou haſt deſcrib'd 3 
Therefore ariſe, and lead the way. 

Pelop. Alas, 

My Lord, 7 fear you; but it is your Pleaſure, 
And I'm your Slave. 

Aith. Reply not; but obey- [Exeunt Migh. Pelop. 

Phar. 1 feel a pleaſant expectation breeding; 

His ſtarts, his ſtops: By Mars, he loves her {till : 
Joyn then the much prevailing circumſtance, 

Of Time, and-Place, the abſence of my Brother, 

To make Guilt bold; the loneneſs of her Manſion : 
Both ſtrong Incentives to a violent Lover. | 

Andr. Then Love haſt bleſt you on the other hand, 
Simce, by our ſubtle practices, we brought 
Aeonima to diſgrace z with whom you may 
Divert, till we have gain'd our full Revenge, 

I have the guard of her. 
Phar. I'm glad thou haſt, 
Then, to compleat the ruine of Zziphares, 
] hear his Mother, fearful of &h* Event 
Of this long VVar, and loving him as life, 
VVith Pompey holds private Intelligence, 


And has, to Rome, giv'n all thoſe Caſtles up | 
| , "0 Fs 2 -: 40504 eh 
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Which ſhe had' charge of to preſerve het Son. 


Andr. This, whea occaſion calls, I'll aggravate, 
To mad your Father more /{ But fee, the General: 


Enter Pelopidas- 


Pelop. He's gone; he's ruin'd; quite tranſported with 
The Extalie of Love : I lefe him kneeling 
Cloſe to her fide, winding about his Heart 
Such Nets of Beauty, as muſt hold him faſt ; 
Therefore, when he approaches us for comfort, 
Shewing his griefs, and ſeeking ſhroud for guitt, 
L-t us Incourapge, to our utmoſt power, _ 
What e're his Violeat Love dares put in a&. 


Enter Mtthridates. 


Mith. Torment of heart ? Oh, feeble Virtue ! Hence, 

} blow thee from the Palace to the Cottage ; 

To build in Hearts of Hinds, bleſs their rude hands 

With thy lean recompence of endleſs labour - 

For me, ſince 7 have burſt th? ungrateful Chain 

That held me to thee like a ſhackled Slave, 

I will enjoy what &ce the Gods have given, 

And ſucfeit on the Bzauties of Semanara, 

Oh, my dear Son, my beſt, my owll Pharnaces ; 

By Heay'n, thou never did'* oppoſe my pleaſure, 

As does Ziphares: But V;I caſt him out, 

That Boſom-Wolf, who laps my deareſt blood, 

And lodg thee there; thou wilt not rack me thus. 
Phar. The Gods forbid, But why, Sir, will you bear it ? 
Pelop. I cou'd not think you lov'd her at this rate ; 

Therefore I hope forgotten Virtue yielded | 

To bolder pleafures,. and you quench'd your fires. 
Aih, Drawn by reſiſtleſs Love, 1 put one knee 

To Earth, and gently bowing down my Head, 

Firſt took at diſtance the ſweet-wafted breath ; 

Which blew my flames to ſuch a raging height, 

That ſtreight 7 fell upon her Balmy Lips, 

And glew'd my own fo fiercely, that ſhe wak'd : 

And, ſtarting up, ſoon vaniſh'd from my fight, 

Eeaving me dumb, pale, languiſhing, and dying 

Rent with her Charms, diſtratted with the rage 

Of my deſires, and torn with cruel Love. 

 Pelop. Why ſtopt you there? 7 wou'd have follow'd her 

Into her inmoſt Clolet ; pardon me, 

if 7 prove paſſionate to ſee you thus :. 


Better 
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Better a million of ſuch Qlight-foul'd things 
Were raviſh'd, mallacred, than Afthridates 
Suffer one moments-Care- | 

Phar. 1 have no patience. 
By your great Glory, *@was not Nobly done : 
Pch” midſt of groans, and cryes, and guſhing tears, 
1 wou'd have raviſhd her your Royal Hand, 
Lock'd in her Amber-Hair, ſhou'd then have forc'd her ; 
Who knows, but oppoſition mounts the joy ? 
Like that Artbenian Tyrant, who ne*re took 
His Barge for pleaſure, but in higheſt Storms ; 
Then wou'd he ſtand like Neptune on his Deck, 
And laugh to ſee the Dolphins . back the billows. 
Andr. Say but the word, Pil fetch her from the Altar 
To your imbraces: Never did 7 ſee | 
So ſtrange an alteration ; your fierce eye, 
Which, like the Sun at Noon, none cou'd behold 
But with a ſnatch of light, and then be dazled: 
Now, like a cold and drouzy Winter- ſtar, 
Bears a bleak brightneſs. O decay of luſtre! 
Mith. lamnot as I was. ——Ha' Whence this noiſe?” [Shout within. 


[ Ex. Pelop. and Andra. 


Phar. My Lord, this Paſſion has unman*d you quite : 
Forgetful oc the glorious Fields you won, 
You loſe your dear-bought Honours in a day, 
And fell your Fame to your Ambitious Son. 
The Coward Glabrio, whom by flying Agents 
I hear, in divers Skirmiſhes he: vanquiſh'd, 
Has ſwell'd him ſo, and blown him to that height; 
He rides upon the ſhoulders of his Army : 
They heave him, as he were a God, in Air, 
And- dance before him, ſhouting in their Songs, 
You are their Satzrn, but the Prince their ove, 
All that their waneing Faith can give Ambition , 
And he too laughs, to hear the thund'ring Titles. 

Mith. And, for a recompence, ſhall 1 beſtow 
Upon this Traytor, all 1 love on Earth ? 
No, my Pharnaces, 1 have mark*'d him dead, 
It that Semarndra's loſs can bring his ruine : 
Not but the thought / go with ſhews me juſt 
To what ſhe ſhall appear > the Noble wile 
Kills by her ſeeming Iofidelity. 
Monima too mnſt periſh for diſhonourz; | 
But rather to make way for my new Love,. — 
And fix the giddy People on my fide, Shouts again. 
Again theſe ſhouts ? 


har. I gueſs Ziphares comes. | 
Phar. I guels Ziphare . ; Math: 
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Mith. Down, ſtrugling Nature; : , 

Die, die, thou Raviſher of my Repoſe; 

Be ſtrangled in me ail remorſe, all thoughts, 

Of pity > yet / will be calmly cruel, 

Nor ſhall he find. the depth of my Revenge. 


Enter Andravar. 


Andr. Your Son has Conquer*d, mightieſt- of Kings ; 
But by a way fo infamouſly baſe, 
1 fear my doom, will ſcarce be Heſs than- death 
For the relation. 

Mith. Monſtrous may it be: | 
' For I ſo hate him new, / wiſh for Crimes - 
Of deepeſt grain, for colour to his Fate. 

Andr. His Royal Mother, tie falſe. Stratonice, 
To whom you gave in Cultody Inera, 
The ſtrongeſt, richeſt Fort of all the Eaſt, 
'E*e he with Glabrio joyn'd, to Rome did yield 
"That wondrous Maſs of treaſure, with her Honour. 

Mith. Curſt State of Monarchs Let the judging World 
Now weigh our pleaſures, with our mightier troubles, 
And find us happier than the reſt of men ! 

"Falſe Beanty, thou ſhalt die, thou bane of greatneſs; 
Or, if 7 cannot reach thy fickle being, 
Pill puniſh thee by ruining Ziphares. 

Anadr. This bave I learnt by. frequent Meſſengers, 
'Who warrant with their Jives, how by conſent 
Glabrio but skirmiſh®d with the Prince your Son, 

And was by Stratonice brib'd before. # 

Mith. Plots, Treaſons, horrid black Confpiracies 7 
Mother and Son, Oh Parricides! combine; 

But if you ſcape me, may 7 ſl:ep my Reiga out. 


Enter Pelopidas. 


What ſays Pelopidas ! What of Ziphares? 

Bring'ſt thou more matter for my Curſes ? Speak. 
Pelop. He comes, my Lord, and with a Port ſo'proud, 

As it he had ſubdu'd the ſpacious World, 

And all Synope's Streets are filPd with ſuch 

A glut of People, you wou'd think ſome God 

Had conquer*d in their ' Cauſe, and they thus rank'd 

'That he might make his entrance 6n their heads - 

. While from; the 'Scaffolds, Windows, tops of Houſes, - 

Are caſt ſuch gaudy ſhow'rs of Garlands down, 

That .ev*n'the Croud appear like Conqueroxs, 


, And 


ing of PO N:T US. 
And the whole City ſeems like one vaſt Meadow, 
Seb. all with Flowers, as a clear' Heayn with Stars; 
Aith, Ungrateful Slaves !. By Jars, when 4 return'd, 
Worn with the hardſhip of a ten-years War, 
My Army's heavy-gaited, bruis'd-and hackd,- 
With cutting Roman lives ; 
They ne're received me with a pomp like this. 
Pelop, . Nay, as I heard, e'ce he the City enter'd,. 
Your Subjects lin'd the ways for many furlongs ; 
The very Trees bore -men : And, as our God, 
When from the Portal of the Ei? he dawns, 
Beholds a; thouſand Birds upon the boughs, 
To welcom him with-all their warbling throats, 
And prune their feathers in his Golden Beams, 
So did your Subjects, in their gaudiſt trim, 
Upon. the pendant branches- ſpeak his praiſe. 
Mothers, who cover'd all the banks beneath, 
' Did rob their crying lnfants of the breaſt, 
Pointing Ziphares out to make *em ſmile ; 
And climbing Boys ſtood on their Father?s ſhoulders, 
Anſwering their ſhouting Sires with tender cryes, 
To make the Conſort up of general joy. 


Mith. What, will you bear your: part too? Oh the Gods ! 


He is tranſported with the ample Theam, 
And- plays the Orator - Plagues rot thy Tongue, 
And blaſted be the Lungs that breath'd his welcom, 
Periſh the.Bodies that-went forth to meet him, 
A prey for Worms to ſtink in hollow ground. 
O, Viper ! Villain! not content to -take 
My Love, but Life! wilt thou unthrone me too ? 
Shall Mthridates live to be Depogd; 
A Stale, the Image of what-once he was ; 
The very Ghoſt - of his- departed Greatneſs ; 
A thing for Slaves to _be familiar with, 
To gape, to nod, ard fl:ep in my ſcorn'd face ? 
Awake, awake, thou ſluggard Majeſty, 
Rouze thee to Act; tho? ali the Elements, 
Tho? Heav®n and Hell, -Subjefts and Sons conſpire 
With Fate thy Empires fall, oppoſe their will : 
Dare to the laſt, and be a Monarch ſtill. 

Pelop. What think. you' now? 

Phar. 1 think, for+my Revenge, 
For-any a(t that witty horrour asks, | 
Thou art an Inſtrumeut ſo black ard fit, -* -- | 
The Furies ja; dw: Council obu2d/ not match: thee,, 
Bur ſ-© Z:phares, comes i*Withy'Wwhat's Train © 
Of Pricſts! nay, chen the*God-maſt be*Adored. 
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The Scene being drawn, repreſents Ziphareg's Trimmph, which js a 
Street Tull of Pageants, crauded with People, who frem the Win- 
dows fling down Garlangs: Others dance before bim, while the 
Prieſts ſing, Ziphares reſting under 4 Canopy of - State. 


Ziph. Enough, my Friends, my Noble Countrymen, 
| am indebted ro your Bounties ever ; 
But let me now Conjure you, ceaſe the noite 
Of your loud thanks, left we diſturb the King: 
We're near the Palace, and my boding heart 
Says he interprets rudely this our Triumph, 
Which you, againſt my wil, have ford upon me z 
Therefore Ziphares begs you to retire : ' 
By the {mail Victories my Arms have gain'd, 
If you have any Love, as much you ſhew, 
Let me intreat you a!i, by that affeftion, 
Ev?n now, upon this inſtant, to disband. 
All. Long live our Ring, and Noble Prince Ziphares. 
LExcunt ſhouting. 
Phar. Welcome, Ziphares, Weicome to. Synope z | 
Still, when Fate calls tice forth, 'may*ſt thou return, 
Thvs ſwelPd, thus Lord Triumpoant ore the Romans. 
Ziph. Had I ſubdu'd the World, 7 ſhou'd deteſt 
The Title of Triumpher, and ſcarce think 
That man my friend who praiſes at your rate. 
Pelop. Had not tie Monſter multitude receiv*d you, Sir, 
With ſuch a- monſtrous State, methinks, 
Likes Hercules, you ſhowd have ſlain the Hydra. 
Andr. Heard you but Sir, how with an hundred mouths, 
It worſhip'd, as you were already Crown'd : 
Long live our King, the Noble Prince Ziphares ? 
 Ziph. What, Villains! Ha! Gods, have 1 ficſh and bear it # 
Pharnaces, oft, by my juſt wrath they die. ' 
| [Exeunt. Pel. and Andr. 
Phar. The King ! Remember how this Rage will ſound. 
Ziph. O the curſt Traytors ! Brother, beware of %em: - 
How e're they crouch at preſent to your Fortune, 
For I perceive your fayour warny'd the Snakes 
Fo ſtir, they have no ſenſe of gratitude : 
I found ?em baſe, and therefore did diſcard -%*em ; 
For which the Slaves have ſymorn me mortal hate ; 
But if I live, PllI cruſh %em. h 
Phar: —- Ton OR ; : 
Ziph. 1 will. ethin his: meeting ing was unlucky 
My "4D miſgives me more, and higher beats G74 
' With this laſt heat, than all the wil. of Wag : 
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Perhaps they move the King ; but ſure not much: 

* Or if they do, tho* our great Father frowns, 

One ſmile, one tear of joy from my Semandr a 

Will waſh the anger of the Gods away. - [ Exit. 
Phar. Go, and the Welcome that 1- wiſh attend thce. 

Of all my Elder Brothers, he remains | ' 

To croſs my hopes, and bar me from the Crown : 

Whom yet I doubt not,- by my Engins help, 

To burſt in ſunder, and then gild my Brows. 

Methinks | ſhou'd become the Golden- Hoop 

That circles in one quarter of the Globe : 

1 have it juſt; my Scepter- waving thus, 

The ſtarting Princes run to clear my way, 


Enter Mithridates, Semandra, Pelopidas, Andravar, Grards. 


But hold, my Father comes, with ſad Semanara ! 
Weep on; while I go laugh my cares away 
With Aonima, who muſt or yield or die. | 
Mith. Has not the Iraytor won my Subjects hearts ? 
Has not his Mother baſely too, betray'd me ? ; 
Has he not dar*d to Triumph without leave ? 
Which, when my faithfuPſt worthi'ſt Councellors 
Rebuk'd him for, with mild and gentle Language, 
He redned with proud anger, drew his Sword; 
Then, like a monſtrous Parricide came on 
Here to my Palace, Heading the wild Croud. 
So through the Bodies of my Friends to paſs, 
Till with his barbarous hand he reach'd my- Boſom. 
Sem. *Tis falſe; ?cis all moſt horrid Perjury; 
And the curs'd ſpotted Souls of theſe vile Traytors 
Shall burn for this beneath: 7 know they hate 
The Gallant Prince, and now. conſpire againſt him 
With words made up with all the blaſts of Hell 
They ſtrike your ſacred Ears, bewitch your Senſes, 
And with thoſe Spells that fouleſt Treaſon hatcht, 5 
Stagger your Royal Reaſon. O yet hear me! . 
* Mith. From what I have decreed, no Charm, no Pow's, 
No Eloquence; not Mercy's ſelf, adorn'd 
In all Semandra's Beauties, in-her tears, 
Proſtrate upon the Earth, and hanging on 
My knees, nay dying with her grief, ſhall move me. .. 
Sem. 1 now believe you are not to be mov'd ; 
Therefore with my undaunted Innocence, 
I ſtand to hear the Doom you. have decreed. - 
Mith. If when Ziphares, at your firſt appearance, 
Runs to your Arms, fir'd with EEE Joys» + 


[Exits 
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You thruſt him not away, and ſlight him ſtrangely, 
With all the marks of the moſt proud diſdain, 
That a moft faithleſs and ambitious Woman 
- Cou?d ſhew to gain. the Empire of the World; + 
He ſhall bz ſtabb'd,” be mucder*d by my Guards, 
Before your eyes. | 
Sem. O, "cis not Ppoſlible, 
That you can mean the dreadful things you ſpeak : 
'You ſpeak it but to try the poor Semanara. 
Afith. Mark me moſt heedfully, for *tis moſt true, 
And ſooner ſhall a dooming God recal 
His Strygian Oath, than 1 renounce my Vow - 
He dies, I ſay, if you: receive him not 
With all the coldneſs of a fair Apoſtate, 
W hoſe Chaſtity the poyſon of ſweet Power 
Had brought to ruine, whoſe proteſted Faith 
T he Charms of Empire had quite turn'd ro Air. 
Sem. Gods, do you hear the Tyrant ? 
Mith. Do you hear me ? 
If to your words, which muſt make plain your falſhood, 
Your looks ſhou'd give the Lye, by amorons glances, 
And languiſhings, for Lovers eyes will talk ; 
Or, as you ſpeak your hate, mixt ſighs ariſe, 
Or faultring ſpeech, or any other mark, 
To ſhew that you are forc'd to what you ſay ; 
Then, from the place where 7 ſhall ſtand conceal'd, 
P11 give the Signal to'my waiting Guards, 
Who in a moment ſhall deſtroy your Lover, 
-When all your tears and fighs ſhall not recal him. 
Sem. Pll die, PII die, ten thouſands deaths P11 die, 
Rather than meet him thus: What, after all 
The dreadful Imprecations that I made him, 
And ſwore upon my Father's Sword; a Faith, 
' A ſpotleſs Love, for ever to endure, 
Shall I abjure my Oaths, and to his face 
Proteſt a falſehood, and belye my heart? 
Aith, Take your own courſe; I have ſwort. 
Sem. O "Tyranny ! Da | 
What, ſhall I meet him after all his hardſhips, 
After the heats, and colds, | and ſmarting' wounds, 
Which for my ſake he PRIN endur'd, | 
Still chearing up himſelf, that after all 
The blood be loſt, ' he fhou'd enjoy Semanira, 
His gentle Miſtreſs one day Nron'd Hewata hint ' 
For the long miſchiefs of a cryel' Wat? 


Ifure now to hear cortiplaints : 


 Mith. 1 have not Te 
Either reſolve t'obey, and ſpeedily, 


King of PONT US,* 35 
Or -you and I muſt never ſee him more. 
Sem. Stay, Royal Sir,” come back : Ne*re ſee him more! 
And if 1 die, rather than ſee” him thus, , 
Will you. not ſave his life? | 
Afith. Your. death, Semandrya ! 
The very mention haſtens on his fate. 
Sem. Alas, alas! I fear, if I but look 
As if 1 knew him not, or had forgot him, 
So nice and tender 1$ his love, 
So ſoft his diſpoſition, *twill be Fatal. 
Mith. Then, you reſolve his death ? 
Sem. It cannot be, 
No, 7 will ſee him, tho* 7 muſt be cruel; 
But bate a little of your Impoſition : 
An unkind word will kill the poor Ziphares, 
As ſure as all the hate which you injoyn me, 


Enter I{menes. 


Fidel. The Prince Ziphares begs admittance of 
Your Majeſty. : 
Mith, You muſt retire, Semandra. 
Sem. O Torment ! Oh the Racks of Love diſtreſt 
Like mine ! Of Paſſion at a loſs like mine / 
Help me,. you Gods, or 7 ſhall faint with bearing. LExit. 
Mith. Call in the Prince — What, Nature yet again ? 
1 charge thee trouble my repoſe no more. 


Enter Ziphares. 


Ziph. *Tis well, you Powers that pry into our hearts, 
Well have 1 loſt my deareſt blood - in battel, 
Since once again I ſee my Royal Father. 

Mith. Ziphares, riſe : 1 hear you have fought well, 
Too well perhaps for Mithridates peace : 
You Triamph'd too, 7 hear. 

Ziph. Alas, my Lord, 
I fear Pelopidas and Andravar 
Have been too buſie with your Ear. 
By my beſt hopes, by your moſt Sacred Life, 
I wou'd not Iriumph till your Orders came 3 
At leaſt, they told me, that they came from you : 
If they were. falſe, — 

Mith. They were your Friends who brought 
Thoſe Orders; therefore you are not in fault , 
Nor ought you ſhare the Crimes of | Srratonzee. 

Ziph. Of Stratenice' Ah, what has ſhe done ? 


F 2 Ah, 
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Ah, Sir, what Villain has traduc'd my Mother ? 
Give me to. know 
Mith. Perhaps you're ignorant - - 

Wou'd I had been ſo too; but to the purpoſe. 

1 promigd, when the Conſul was o'recome, 

- To give Semandra to you : Seem not ſad, 

You love your Father well ; but, Prince, | know 

Your Paſſion for Semandra is the higheſt : 

VII ſend her to you, if you pleaſe, retain her, [Exit 
Ziph. Is this then thy reward, unneceſſary Virtue ? 

Why do we wear thee thus, to our undoing ? 

O inauſpicious Stars ! thy Father hates thee, 

Becauſe thou art too good Went it not ſo?, 

] fought too well - His eye diſdain*d me too, 

' And held my High Deſert at hateful diſtance : F 

But, let it be, there's ſatisfaction ſtil 

In Innocence : And conſcious Glory tells me, 

My Griefs ſhall fly, like Clouds, before Semandra. 


Enter Semandra. 


But ſee, the Sun that drives?em! O my Star ! 
Thou Day, that gild'ſt my little World of comfort, 
Give me thy warmth ; let me, upon thy Boſom, 
Breathe all-my Victories. Alas, the King, 

My- cruel Father,———Ha! What now, Semandra ? 
Not fly into my arms! O all you Pow'rs 

That Nurs*d our tender Loves, ſhe turns away / 

Haſt thou too caught the coldneſs of my: Father ? 
Clear me, you Gods, and fix my Underſtanding 
' To this one view, lcſt 1 miſtake a!l meaſure, 

And run to madneſs. What, not look. upon me? 

By HeavPn, if thus, if thus /ſhou'd behold thee, 
Tho'ia a Dream, *twou'd make me wiſh to ſleep for eyer; 
O my dzar Life! thou ſhalt not hide thy kindneſs; 
But to diſlemble thus a moment longer, 

Wowd quite deſtroy the Paſſionate Ziphares. 

Pll force thy hand thus, to my trembling lips. 

Sem. The kiſs you raviſh, Prince, is dangerous ;. 

And let me now Conjure you, by your Loye, 

If you can love after what I enjoyn you, 

Upon your life, ofier the like no more. 

Ziph. O Man me, Reaſon, with thy utmoſt force; 

Or Paſſion with the dreadful ſtarts is makes 

Will ſoon Divorce my Soul from this weak. Body. 
» What haſt thou ſaid? And, - Ah !' What have 1 heard ? 
Fair cruel faithleſs, for the blood I loſt, 


Oro 
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Doſt thow thus meet me ? Raife thy eyes from Earth, 
And tell me, Have I, Ah, have I deſery'd 
This uſage from my dear ador'd Semandra? 

Sem. You deſerve all things; but you muſt not ask 
My Love, unleſs you wiſh me moſt unhappy. 

Ziph. O, you good Gods! is it then come to this ? 
Shall I, ſhall I but ſpeak it once again, 
Unhappy ! didft thou, coud'ſt thon ſay uabappy ? 

Sem. Pde have you ſtrive, my Lord, to love me leſs. 

Ziph. If you wow'd have it ſo, be witneſs, Heav'n, 

If for your quiet you injoyn me this, | 

Ill ſtrive ; but-(oh /) cis moſt impoſlible - 

Ah, may / not preſume to ask, if this 

The reaſon be why I ſhowd love you leſs, 
That the too happy King may love you more ? 
— Your ſilence does confirm Ziphares loſt : 
And all that I cou'd.fear is come upon me. 
Ah, Barbarous King / Pll bear thy Bonds no longer ; 
But caſt off Duty, as thou haſt all Love, 

Thon bloody Author of this wretched Being, 

Tyrant : 


Sem. Take heed, Ziphares, how you wrong your Father : 


Pye heard you give another Charafter, # 
So diffirent from this laſt, of Airhridates, 
Mc<cthinks you ſcarce appear the ſame Ziphares 
Whom once 1 knew. 
Ziph. It is 'moſt ſure 7'do not; 
But to convince me more, quite -to compleat” 
The cruel ſum. of all my deſperate woes, - 
And ſink me ever z what, Madam, have you heard 
Me ſay ? or, rather, what is*s you wou'd ſay 
Is iiLtime prais?d, of this inhumane Father ? 
Sem. Have I not heard you ſpeak the tender?ſt things, 
How, but for ſome few faults, ſo ſmall, that ſcarce 
The Eye of Envy or of Hate, cou'd find *em, 
He wou'd be perfeft as the Gods. themſelves, 
A King ſo awful, that the Romans fear'd him. 
A King ſo merciful, Barbarians loy'd him? 

A King- 
Ziph. No more; I am confirm'd : She's loſt : 
The King / ſhe's gone; the . Beauty of the Earth, 

All that in Woman cou'd be Virtue call'd 

Is loſt. 

Corrupted are her Noble Faculties, 

The temper of her-Sonl is quite infefted-: 
Inconſtancy, the Plague that firſt 'or laſt _ 
Taints the whole Sex, the catching ,Court-diſcaſe, . 
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Has ſpotted all her white, her Virgin Beauties. 
Sem. You think me falſe Ah, *tis but juſt you ſhou'd 
But, Prince, 1 ſwear, I am not what you think me; 
Yet never can be yours. 
. Ziph. O Confuſion 7 
Never { O hotror ? never can be yours! 
Thou: tearſt my heart! Call back thoſe dreadful words 
Tho? thou art going, yet thou art not gone: 
Ah, ee it be too late, behold me gaſping. 
Come to my ;:Arms; Oh, leave me not for ever -: 
Fall on my Boſom, Pl forget thy weakneſs ; 
Try to deceive my ſelf with ſpecious Reaſons, 
Never updraid thee that thou once wert falſe, 
But with my tears waſh all thy ſtains away. (Counſe] 
Sem. Since tears (O help me Heav'n !) are vain, take, take my 
Chear your ſad heart, and grieve, Oh grieve no more ! 
Ziph. Then thou art loſt ? reſoly?d upon my ruine ? 
Sem. Your life's too precious : / reſolve againſt it / 
Nor for ten thouſand Worlds What was 7 ſaying ? LC Aſrde. 
What ſhall I fay ? Live, live, thon Joſt Zjphares. 
Ziph. No, thou perfidions Maid, thou wretched Beauty, 
Ziphares loves thee ſtill ;, fo well he loves thee, 
That he will die, to rid thee of a torment. 
'Where are thy Vows? O think upon thy Father, 
How this will cut him, this thy cruel Change, 
And break his aged heart: Or e're he dies, 
Think, if his kindled rage ſhould execute 
What he has ſworn, to hack thy b:auteous Limbs, 
Tear thy falſe fleſh into a thouſand pieces, 
Sem, If that were all my fear! 
Ziph. What hardned! Oh my Stars / 
So quickly perfect in the curſed Trade ? 
1 ſhall go mad with the Imagination, 
O heart! tho? Heaven had op'd the pregnant Clouds, 
And tcem'd with all the never-erring Gods, 
To ſwear on Earth Semandra had been falſe, 
Semandra had been falſe to her Ziphares, 
! wou'd not have believ'd. 
Sem. I cannot hear this grief, nor muſt I cure it. 
Farewel ——©O Prince Ionſtruct me, Heav*n, to ſave him. [F 
Ziph. Stay thee ; there's ſomething e're we -part for ever, 
That I wou'd ſpeak: If 1 cowd' make it way. 
Sem. Speak then, and ſpeak the mournfuPſt things you can 
To break both hearts. 
Ziph. Thou haſt undone 'me; like a Silver-Froſt, 
Thou comy'lt upon the Flower of all-my Youth, 
To nip the tender Bud, and blaſt my Glory: 


Yet I will live, Semandra, 1 will live, 
To ſave thee from thy Father's cruel rape; 
For, wicked as thou. artz with grief, I feel 
My Soul looks after thee and ſeeks thy ſafety. 
Sem | ſhall not hold; I feel the climbing grief: Aſide. 
My eyes grow full, and 7 ſhall give him Death. [ | 
Ziph. Farewel. Thus, kneeling at thy feet, 7 pour 
Theſe parting tears z and ſure the happy King, 
In pity will allow this dying Kiſs, Pp 
ich my cold lips print on thy faithleſs hand. 
Oh, all my Vows, for eyer here 7 leave you - 
And, ſince we never, never muſt behold 
Each other more, P11 breathe ?em once again : 
Farewel, Semandra. O, thou'lt never find,, , 
In all thy ſearch of Love, a heart like. mine. 
Once more, Farewel for ever, falſe Se;nandra. 
What? yet again thy Name? Will my Charm'd tongue 
Sound nothing but Semandra? Oh, Semandra | [Exit. 


Enter Mithridates, with Prieſts. 


Sem. The cruel Task is done; and I can hold 
No longer '-— 
Come back Semandra, Empire, Empire calls thee, 
_ Op'n thy eyes to. meet thy coming plory! 
O barb*cous Prince, may I not die in quiet ? 
- Mith. Talk not of dying, | 
See this Holy Man—- 
Sem. Holy, Prophane, - 
All things are now alike to my diſtraction. 
Mith. He inſtantly ſhall joya your hand with mine. 
Sem. What means the Tyrant ? 
Aith. Yoh are now onr Qyeeri. _ 1. 
Sem. Firſt let me ſeek a Dragon ia his 
 Imbrace an Aſprc, curl with. Baſulicks, - 
E'ce I give up this Body, this poor Beauty 
To any but my Lord, the wrong*d Ziphares. 
ith. 1 gueſs you wou'd not by your ,free Conſent ,, | 


Den; 


But 7 ſhall force, if yourefuſe 'ta* yield oo NC 

This moment 7 will take you in my Chariot," - © +7 

Streight to the Temple, and in pyblick Wed you; 

Tho? you refuſe to joy in-Ceremony, © | 

inſtead of Sacred words venting.logd Curſes, .. __ . - 

"Twilt not avail; fqr when the | ſtery*s dont,." "2 OS 

Pil bear you back; and, 4s*'mF Qieen' enjoy you... 
Sem. 7 will be draped; fie fled with my grief. . © 
Mith. You haye the Will, 


| bux not the. Pbywver to dies.” 
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- Sem. None! is there none? No pitying God awake ? 
And are your Prieſts Confederate in my ruine? 
They ſure will tell you of your Tyranny, 
And fear too much the anger of the Heav?as, 
To force a helpleſs Virgin: They will ſpeak 
Your Crimes abroad; will you not, Holy Men ? 
Mith. Let me but hear the Holieſt of %em croſs me; 
By Heav 'n, he ſhall go Sacrifice beneath : 
Therefore away, Prieft, forward to the Temple. 
Sem. Help, help, you Gods. 
Aith. All thought of help is vain. 
Give me your beauteous hand, and willingly, 
'Or here are arms to bear you. 
Sem. Let ?em be; 
Call all your Armies hither to your aid, 
1 will not ſtir, nor. give this trembling hand 
To gain an Empice: Thus, to th' Earth, PI] grow 
One piece. O, root me here, ſome pitying God, 
. And let me loſe my being, to eſcape him. | 
Mith. Andravar, raiſe her gently from the ground : [They take 
Take help, and bring her ſoftly go my Charior. her in their arms. 
Sem. Stay, Mithridates; hear me but one word ; 
One moments ſtay : Eva Malefattors are 
Allow'd to ſpeak before their Execution 
And fhall not 1? 7, who am Innocent ? 
*Tis not to thee, but to the Gods, I bow: 
Behold ; bur ſee, from you, from you they take me : 
O ſave me thus by cruel men betray'd ; 
Revenge your ſelyes, and right a Raviſt'd Maid. 


G— 


ACT I. SCENE I 


. Mithridates incompaſ”*d with the Ghoſts of his Sons, who ſet 
Daggers to his Breaſt, and vaniſh. 


T Hat Hoa! Pelopidas! Why, Andravar ! 
Haſte to my help. 


Enter Pelopidas, Andravar. 


Pelop, What wou'd your. Majeſty ? RR IT 
Mith. I wou'd what 7 muſt ne*re expect on Earth, - 
| The peace 7 had. . Come nearer. Oh, my Friends / 

If Fate did &ce foreſhew a Doom in lleep, 
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- Mine is at hand... Laft x Ay you well temember, "511.54 
I bore Srmandre. from! the. 'hund'rivg Gods, by: — 
Who ſhook the. deep, Foundations of: the: Temple, , © - of 
With the reports of Wrath Diyine z: yet: 4-7 7 b 
This deſperate wretch, through os: of fire; didbearher 
Back, in a Swoon, to my. moſt. iaward/ Cloſer: 
Bat there you-left me, left 'me.to theTage': , > ----- 
Of monſtrous Love, which, ig. the-midſt -of ſtings, | 
With Tranſports yet uokeardof ; for d;:a nel ems 2613 2c: 
Whoſe momentary . pleaſures, wil;hzap'on [:3þ:535 id 399 } 
Whole Worlds- of; Furies,: Hells of- endleſs Herav. : 631T 
Pelop. But, Sir, the Dream} that,,may! divert your: cares. [oe 
_ Mith. Divert *em/ Rather-let. gather; all my; courage. 
To Bulwark in my Sou. O plant me round 
With. your kind Bodies; bluar,. if. poſlible, 
Heav*ns whetted vengeance, while ] tell the Viſion. 
After the dreadful. Extafie was; qver; : :1 
The Raviſh'd Maid, half-dead with: Tirickiog pray? ts, 
| Burſt, as the laſt, fro on. my reltenting. Arms, Wed 
Ran to my Sword, of which when I: diſarned: her,, 
She fled the Room, wit Kxies:like- one — +exkogh 
Preſt with Remorſe, I reſted og my;,Conch, : :: 
And ſlept; but oh, a Dream ſq-fullrof terronr,7- 
The pale, the trembling mid-gight Raviſher | 
| Nere ſaw, when cold Lucretia's Monrniog-Shadow 
His Curtains drew, . and, laſh him, jo.;the gyes; 22 
With her bright Trelles, Se 40 hee';blgad-. Y: 51H 579 
Pelop. 1 have hegrs of Dreams thas! Haye prevd Ominow v- 
But 1 cou'd never fix my. Faith on -Fanclts: :; oils Cunt 1 
Mith. Methought, by Heay'gly Ocder-Z. was doom'd -  2rfis 
To ſeek my- Fate alive//in-th* other: World; [_. 
Streight, like a Feather, TI was!\botn by Winds,.. £39127 38 
To a ſteep Promontory? $08 \from! wheiice : : 00 ed4 font Lf, 
1 ſaw the very Mouth of op'aing:Hellz:: : act ©5220 
Shooting ſo faſt through the. void. Cayes: :of, night, 
I had not time to ponder. of.my;; gE:; ' 
I ſhot the Lake of Oaths, - wheie Flecting Ghoſts, 
Whoſe Bodies were unbury *'&7 d for. woltage: : 
Then was I thrown down the | Court" 9% 


Infinite fathom, till t\ga n ani23 'bgs .5:::: if fo 7bn63c 

To the bright Heav'nly P _ WIS ces  Sid\ds $96 211764 B10, 26D 
Andr. I wonder, that therhrirtls heed of ahovght . -ofoast30 

Shou'd hold in ſuch a maze?,.--.: 210/23) no> im 7 of 2 (pion 
Aith. - now it comegs gw m 1689 9ziw 0152 i C47 06,3 bY 


After that Heav al Fundy be Tvigy oy: KA 115: £105 ont ** 
Methonght 1 ſaw the ea e232 Fix 1 oY 
Slain by my jealouſie of their cabin: 1Y'ooda award TY 
lo) 1 | 
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And found my. ſelf AGE ae on. the Floor. 


Who ſhriek'd, He's come Our! crnel Father's-come ! 

Arm, arm, they cry'd, through ;pll:t enamelldiGroves 1 6! 
Streight had their cries;:alarm?d: the wounded: Hoſt- 73 20} oflyy 
Of all thoſe Romans, mallacretivin AHſinr! it 1 1970 2 OY 
I heard the empty clank of heir: thin Arins,' I 916150151 201 
And tender voices cry*d, Lead, Pompey, x : 6 

Streight they came. on, with Chatiots, Hotſe and Foot. £54 

When I had leiſure to diſcern: their® Chief, i © 1; 13Ino3i. 16 
Methought that Pompey -was my- Son: Ziphares : [5y 10G .c3'T j 
Who caſt his dreadful Pile, and''pierc2d” my heart; 
Then ſuch a din 'of 'Death, Swords, Spears and Javelins, 

Clatter'd about me, that 7 wak'd: with terrour, 


xo 


*- 
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Phar. Arm, arm, Great Mitbridatet; the "A whr 
Comes with vaſt leaps, ' bounding o'ce'all the Eaſt, 
Which crouches-.to the Torrent - Pompey” cotter? 

Pompey the Great, faluted' Emperour, ' > 
And, for ſome years,” deſtin'd To0' goverty. all * It 977 4 
The Iralian Armies, with fucly full Cominiſlio oh, e2 1995/0 Haw 
As yet was never granted. to 4 Romer! 1000 © & 
Pompey, ſo young, ſo ſoft, in ſhining Courts, 

That all the Roman "Ladies tanpviſh for” him : 


. Pompey, ſo fierce in Camps, fo/brave' in Frelds, - oh HUth 10. S 


The very Boys, like C-pidz,"dfeſt in 'Arivis; 1 "200 1 
Clap theis # young HarnelPH: 'rhib lis; and-Nevt ts Batt: gend | qt 
Pompey, Rome's Darling, and' Batnefs 'B1diſt Son, -d*go> 1.169 
Pcoclaims with #fithriaary/ mortal (Wars / fo en 
Aith. Were all well here, 'what? force, 'what- Romy Arms, 34” GT 
What General, marching af thi edd: of Millions, ry 2 Al ou 1122 


Cou'd daunt the bold, the forward Mithiodates? = 11.qz91 60L 
But here, Pharnaces, in my guilty'Boſom,! 1 1o 1oM yisy $1 wt 1 


The fatal Foe does. 'ntderfvine tf ay j mogul To C1 
Black Legions are my thoughts; nor op 
Ziphares comes, with all is wrongs; ; 3 
Like the Lieutenant -of, the Gods, Notts $27 9790 221004 S101 \ 
Semandra too, like bleegitigoVi 901 £#59 angidts 1 pw 17 
Stands on his ſide, and cries out Kitt,” aA 113  FOB16) 5315 
That curſed Parricidez that Riviſher, wig ved angind off of 
Oh, Heay'n, ſuſtain 'ep-or-F Kellys 137 bac 1 ond, 
My ugly guilt lies in my conſcious face, T's 22. 344 | 


And 1 am vanquiſh'd, ſlain - with Boſom-war2192 i won 0 wt, 
Phar. * Tis much « Gnikartn ybur: Majeſty; edt6Nirny' "v5 $I. 4>ely 192A 
Your ſelf with fears. e008 yi 19 221tige of 961 1 246001750! 


Mith. Pharnaces, thourt iggoraightd- 51542 To 9Huolo tf vim yd nie 
=] -- he I tel 


I tell thee, Boy, remogſe.;and vpſtarts ſear ,- -2-ju M4 +r 
Oppreſſes me, in ſpighk.ob\ult my;knowledge's! 25455 1965 |, 


Tino none of thoſe that baaſt: Philoſaphy-+.. 


*% 


I tell thee, none can name Aer infiniteifeeds - 7 :1oirg 
Like me; nor better knows her. ſparks of lights .: ; 
Thoſe Gems that ſhins!.igothe; bew-Ringrof +Heava;; 


None knows more Reaſons for,;or apaioſt;you!firft.) ©. fo. 


Bright Cauſe, can talk of :accidegts: 51; 

xy me : Li. PI Mg oe oRce agains.! |: © 
here Is a n, CAICE Conference, makes its: way. / , 

Through all the Fence of Pleaſures: aige.. | pr "34 

With reaſons, that this! ith ſeem'd\igoodr to me; | 

And ſtings thy guilty Father t9-the; fhoule +1 - 
Pelop. After the fierceneſs bf, uncommon: pleaſure, 

A ſudden heavineſs is: naturd. 7 no dl | 
Andr. Not but the fadiqg Spirits walk revive-: ..\, -_ 
Mith. Never, oh- never : nor: did; & enjoy | 

Expetted pleaſure, tho* the&:hands' dic: hold, 

All night, hec panting Beauties-to my breaſt; - 

But, oh! what joy, what pleaſure, what: content, 

Cowd my griev*d-heart receive in-raviſh'd' kindaeſs / 

Her lips, which .if Ziphares had been there, . 

Wou'd ſure have ſhot their:gitamy! warmih asg-diſtance, 

Were cold to me, as;'Odaurs$ art inFroſt > - Oy 


Her face, like weeping-Marble, !damp'd my flames.'; - '// 


And, as I drew her? trembling to my Arms, 
She fainted ſtill, and woo?d: me» with ſuch wailings, 
Such latiguiſhings, and broken ſighs, to leave her; 

That, had not more than rous: appetite. | 4rvs 


Tranſported me, the Role had been; yoblaſted. - + 


#% Fn 
$44 T3 


Has made a deeper ſearch /in Natures Womb. "1 a oy E 
Than 1, (the mid-pight Moon has/feen my: watchings): | ..- 


- 


. = . 
\ _ . pa " 
% i 
Oy I P . 


Phay. You think of her too much [The $ex of Women, - 


The raviſh'd Beauties of the Earth together,;', 7: 
Deſerve not half-tlie grief that clouds your: Brow- 
Pelop. Your Subjetts watit: you, .to-defend. theis: lives. 4; - 
Each Citizen, in Armour clad; defends! 132Þ » =_— 
His Houſhold-Gods, ſtanding to guard his door, 1: | / 
And cries, a Leader, let usifor the Wars; ,-: 4 
Mith. The Thunderbolt "of 44thridates Dattel, ;: * '.-;: 
That tore the Romax Bankers, mow i$: loſt 3! ' 77 
My: arm, my arm, eva my rightcefih 4s loſt. - -:.\; 


Bo | - | ls 
Nor will my Tcumpeceiſaund; withdvt>@peercs2 24 1:2) 
His breath was as the Air, to:all-thaZArotis ori of 3 5 ) 


His Face was as the Sun, in depth of Winter 3 
And made cold Cowards bluſh away their fears 3 


'Bur he is ſet, for ever ſes un oy 
2 


"5 


gm _ 


44 MITTHRIDATES:. 
Andr. Your Majeſty is, of your (elf, ſufficient 5 © oo 
To Head your eager Troops; or brave 'Pharnacges 
Stands forth, to fill Ziphares 'empty plate. Fer : 
Pelop. Ziphares ſtill your Royal Favour had, 
To improve bitoſelf-in. Arms, 'againſt the Romays ; 
VVhile, in inglorious. Fields, Pharnztes ſtfove 
Amongſt Barbarians, to 'geraiName 7 
And tho?, perhaps,” he (greater pains{imploy*d; 
In rooting up ſuch Rubbiſh: of:'the Earth, - 
Than th” other did in felling the tall» Trees z 
Yet this was, pay'd with Labour; that with: Praiſe. 
Mith. Peace, Villains:3' peace, conſpiring' Sycophants : 
Now, by the Gods, my eyes are half'unſeaPd ; 
But, it the thought that kindles in- my© breaſt : 
Finds proper fuel to increaſe my fire, ' | 
It ſhall conſume you, Traytors; if 7 find 
(Which I begin to do) that you have play*d | I 
The Villain, Andravar, or thou, - Pelopidas, 
And laid Semardra's Beauty as) a- ſhare' 
To catch Ziphares life, (Oh, all the 'Gods ?) 
And ruine me, by placing of the Bait: - + 
Mark me, if ought of this, if any. ſhadow 
Appear, that you conſpir*d to betray me; 4 
Pl heap ſuch horcours on-your frighted. Souls, F 
That you ſhall call- your Brothee-Devils':up, t 
To ſnatch you hence, rather: than ſtand my fury. - ; -: 
Pelep. Why ſhou'd your Msjeſty ſuſpe@t:yonr Servants 
Mith. Becauſe thou didſt' foment my fatal paſſion 
And, when | view thee well, my . Genius. bids _ 
Beware of thee: Tho* thy moſt ſubtil Devil 
Has wrought me ftill to-liſten to* thy lies; : -- wire. 
Thou art, mcthinks, maliciouſly contriv*d, _: _ -:; 
And haſt, if ever yet a Villain hadz” - 
The Face of a moſt ſubtil werking Slaye. 2h 
Andr. We: have done nought, but what your Royal Word 
Did Warrant : If you. loy'd, ſhou'd we rebukeit? . - 
Oc durſt we think to quench'a fire, which you: 
Reſoly'd ſhou'd burn ? © - ESO Nr me 
Mith. Yes, Iraytors, yes 3 you ought, 7523 
When you had ſeen -we going, to -have ſtopt me: 
My ſtrugling Virtue wig , with ſome aſſiſtance, 
Have caſt the Venom of my Paſſion up; , 
But, with your poyfonous. breath'you made it rage; 
Tal 7 was fit to ruine poor ' Semandre, | 


* 


King of PONTUS. 


Enter Semandra.. 


But, oh ! behold the Innocence 1 wrong'd f 


Why, what a -Monſter then muſt t appear, 
Whoſe Form can ſhake the bloody Afithridates! 
'Tis ſure, thou; haſt undone this helpleſs Creature, 
And turn'd to mortal paleneſfs all her Beauties ; 
Thou haſt made her hate the Day which once adorn'd 
Her op'ning Sweets : How wretched haſt thon made me / 
Yet, Qh my Soul, thou inward knowledge, ſpeak, 
How much 7 hate this violated Shrine. 

Mith. Wretched Semanara ? 

Sem. Doſt thou pity me ? 
Is the long Line of my Eternal grief 
Of ſuch a Charming force, that it can fetch 
Tears from that Rock? Ah, moſt unheard of ſorrow ! 
Doſt thou repent? or are they bur feignd tears? 
W hat e*re they are, thou ſhould'ſt have thought before, 
The cruel conſequence of this dark deed ; 
When, 1 was heay'd in Air, and with my cries 
Pierc'd the deaf Heav*ns, and calPd to thee for mercy, 
Then had'ſt thou thus diſloly'd, 1 ſhou'd have bleſt thee : 
But now, thy black Repentance comes too late. 
What, Ah ! what ſatisfaction canſt thou - make ? 

Afith, InſtruCct me. - 

Sem. No: There is in Nature none ; 
Since I can never be Zyphares Bride. 
For if tbou ſhou'dſt conſent to make us one, 
And 'Heav®n ſhou'd Warrant-it, nay, tho' Ziphares | 
Extravagantly ſhou'd conſent to take me, | $1.1 
Ah, cou'd 1 meet thoſe dear; thoſe faithful arms, 
Which yet, in ſleep, ne*re tonch'd a breaſt but 'mine, . 
Thus wrong'd, an thus defil'd, thus nothing left, 
Of his Ph ot but her - ſpotleſs mind 7? 
Thus is too much to think. Ah, cruel Rig? 
Now 7 cou'd curſe, new-I cow'd tear my elf, 
Now I con'd weep, as* if 'it- *twere” poſſible Ts mitt, 
To waſh my ſtains oot. - Tell me, O you Powers, - 
For Þll be calm, was-7--nog- worth your care? -- 
And why, you Gods, was Virtue' made 'to ſuffer ? 
Unleſs this World be but as fire, 't6''purge- 
Her droſs that ſhe- may” mount and:'be'a Saire-2 2 275 #557) 
Were this but certain; *AlVtheres nothing ſure; © | -- 
Bat my irrecoverable Fate; undoftie Semandrs n—nrn_ 
This, this is certain, Death with toſs of Honour, © - + 


Sem. What, doſt thou ſtart? Oh Heavens ! Senaydrs frights bim ? 


MITHRIDATES 
Mith. Farewel, were” thou moſt wrong'd of Women. 
* But VI! this inſtant go to Monima, _ .... - 

And if 1 find what 7 One Pharnases, 

"I'll cut thee off, as an infectious limb: -- 

And, for thofe Villains, -7 ſhall quickly know 

The wrong ſhe has had wot. accus*'d Innocence 

1f your foul words have. ſully*d with black flander, 

Think nor-to ſcap?,. for -ſhou'd you ride on Charms,.. /--,-- 
Take Winds to bear you,.or the Lightning's ſpeed, - - 
"With panting horrour to. the :brink- of Hell, 7 

I'de ſweep you from the Verge to flames beneath, 


-AnJ ſink your Villanies with weighty death. [Exit 


Phar. Firſt, ſink your felf, your Crown ,and Love. together TY 


Pelepidas, this comes of your cool counſel : 
Had 7 been heard, Afonima had been gone. 
By this ; enjoy*d, and Crown'd my Royal Bride, 
.And we receiv?d, as Conquerors, by the Romans. 
-Haſt thou not. heard, how when Tygranes came, 
And caſt his Diadem at Pompey's feet, 
He calPd him King, and rais'd him: by that Name 
To ſit as Equal to the Reman Conſul 
By all the Gods, I will not ſtay a moment, 
But take immediately my flight z except 
You ſwear to ſide with Rome, call Pompey hither, 
- And haſte with all the Forces we can ntake, 
To joyn .his Army, and betray my Father. 
Pelop. A ſudden thought of lnacky miſchief comes ; 
Old Archilaus is arriv*d, but left 
T he. labour'd Army ſome few furlongs hence ; 
You know the violent love,the Souldiers bear 
The Prince your Brother z'and we, know too well, 
And ſo do all the murmuring. Citizens,.: 
How cruelly your Father lately ug d: him + + 
'But that great Mole, the Multitude, ne're ſees 
Who works their Prince, but ſtill take all on truſt ; 
Therefore 1 inſtantly will ſpread amongft ' em 
How Archilaus was Conſpiratar., -. 


Againſt the Prince, and? 'fiading more. advantage: , 15 tra wort 


Baſcly compelPd his: Daughter to the Marriage. | 


LK. 


Phaxr. Millions to one -but this: will iFecm on D. £ if] 105 


To tear curſt Archibansy like mad Dogs. 


"Beſides I find, by frequent $1 & how :1 «1 ho F:3 foi 
Sth, of Wa: $S(1} 2f 12 2103D 32H 
And, but laſt nights: 1 know! no- leſs: thay! wwelye,-- 4 pitt 219\/7 


His Subjects are quite $#d: wigh 


All Captains, who. compir?d to; take the pare” 
Of Pompey, and intreated me to Head em, + 


= __ m— - > > Atoms AA 
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fin of PONTUS. 

Andy. Purſue the Treaſon, and be ſure jt cool not; 
While 7, with T; Tryphon,, haſten. to the Army :. 

A Prieſt will cotoac well aut 'Enterpriſe.- 

There will we give out all.that Treache 

Can raiſe to fire **m 3 how the Ring has doom'd 

The Prince to death, having firſt raviſh' d from bim 

. The fair Semandra, for whoſe "Take \lic tie * dies. 
Phar. While 7 immediately to: Pompey fend, 

Who comes, I hear, on haſty march, rs fgtic 

Our Army, and beſiege us in our Walls. - 

Pelop, Thus ſhall the Prince and 7 rule all within; 
And you, with the High-Prieſt my Brother, play 
Your Parts without. 

Phar. 1 long to be in aCtion.: : 

And ſure Rowe muſt, for the great overthrow, 
Give me my Father's: Crowns z which gratitude 
Shall diſtribute to both your utmoſt wiſhes. 
Pelop. VVe muſt not doubt your bounty. 


-But, away ; 
Enter Ziphares, with 1ſmenes, at diſtance. 


Your melancholy Brother may oce-hear us, 
LEx. Phar. Pelop. [dar 

Ziph. Oh, my hard Fate { why did I truſt her ever ? 

V Vhat Story is not full of VYomans-falſhood 7. ” 

The Sex is all a Sea of wide deſtruftion:  _ 

VVe are the vent'rovs Barks that leave oor home, 

. For thoſe ſure dangers which their. ſmiles conceal ; 

At firſt, they draw us in with flatt'ring, looks 

Of Summer-Calms, and a ſoft gale of: ighs : 

Sometimes, like Syrens, charn us" with their Songs, © 

Dance on the VVayes, and ſhew their" polden Locks: 

But when the Tempeſt comes, then, then they leave U5y 

Or rather, help the new Calamity, | 

And the whole Storm is. one injurious V/Voman. 

The Lightning follow'd with a Fhonder-boh | 

1s Marble-hearted, VVoman : "all the” Shelyes | 

The faithleſs V Vinis, 'bliad Rocks, and” "Enki Sinds;, 

Are VVomen all ; the wracks of wretched: men. * 

Prithee, 1ſmenes, while 1 lay me here, 

Charm me with ſome ſad __ into a ſlomber.- 


1 


. 7 
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 MITHRIDATES © 
SONG; by Sir Car Scroqp. 


I 
Ne night, when all the Village ſlept 
Myrtillo's ſad deſpair, wn Jetts 
The wand ring Shepherd waking kept, 

To tell the Woods his care. . 
Be gone, ſaid he, fond thought, be gone ws 
y Eyes, give your ſorrows ore : ; 

Why ſhow'd you waſte your tears for one 
That thinks on You no more ? 

2 

Yet all the Birds, the Flocks, and Pow'rs, 
That dwell within this Grove, 

Can tell how many tender hours 
We here have paſ”d in Love. 

Ton” Stars above (my cruel Foes ) 
Have heard how ſhe has ſworn 

A A thouſand wnmes, that like to thoſe, 

Her Flame ſhowd ever burn. 


3 
Bnt, ſince ſhe's loft, Oh! Let me have 
My wiſh and quickly aye : 
In this cold Bank_ I'll make a Grave, 
And there for ever lye. 
Sad Nightingales the Watch ſhall keep, ENS 
And kindly here complain : | - 
Then down the Shepherd lay_ to ſleeps. | 


p 
But never wak'd again.” : 


- 
. $ 
# 


A General, and Triumpher? Haſte, and ſhew me. 

_ Iſme. By Heavn, it's true, my Lord; there lies the Prince- 
... Arch.\ Something my heart preſag'd, when, having left 

TiArmy, I camewpoſting to the Court, 


Ming of PONTUS. .49 
And ſcarce receiv'd a welcom from my Friends : 
They ſaid the Prince had Triumph®d, but 7 ſaw 
Not the leaſt track of ſuch a Glory left, 
No glimmering twilight of ſo full an Honour. 
There has been foul play, and PlI find it out. , 
Ziph. Awmay, Semanara ; cruel VVoman, leave me. | 
Arch Ha ? goes It there? Ziphares, Prince, ariſe. 
Ziph. Ha! who is there? Old Archilarns ? 
Arch. VVhy 
Do 7 not ſee you in a Chariot, 
VVith all the Pride of 4/a's brighteſt Gems ? 
VVhy mount you not the Throne which you deſervye, 
The Lords of Colchis waiting as your Slaves ? 
Give me ſome reaſon why 7 ſee you thus. 
Ziph. Alas, he had no hand in her reyolt, 
Nor knows not: yet, perbaps, how ſhe has us'd me: 
VVhy do / ſeem thus ſtrange then? Oh, Archilans, 
(For / muſt never call thee Father more) 
Pardon my faulty carriage. 
Arch. Forbear theſe ſtrift imbraces, 
Your tears, your. hanging on my Boſom thus, 
Your ſighs reduce my Age to ſobbing Childhood, 
And make an Infant of your poor Old Man. 
Ziph, Did I not ſay, 1 never more muſt call 
. Thee Father ? 
Arch. Yes, you did. 
Ziph. Fond, fooliſh ſorrow ! 
Thou art, thon ſhalt, thou muſt be ſtill my Father, 
My Brother, Siſter, Miſtreſs, all, my Friend ; 
For all but thou have left me: No kind eye 
Pities the ſufffrings of abus'd Ziphares 3 
They fly, all fly from my infectious Fortune. 
* MAMrch. Nay, good dear Prince, ſtand up, you ſmother all 
Your words with groans: Drye up this womaniſh grief, 
And ſpeak, dear Sir, declare the curſed cauſe, 
The baleful Spring, the Source of all. this miſchief. 
Ziph, Wou'd you believe it? fcarce can 1 my ſelf, 
Oh Heav?ns, and oh you ever-burning Lights, 
Who have beheld at midnight from: your ,Ocbs 
Our flames, that 'kindled. bright and chaſte as yours, 
Which of you all, which moſt malignant Star, 
Shew me that envious Fire that croſt our Toves, 
That I may curſe him from his fatal Sphere. 
Arch. Name it, I ſay, the ground of all this trouble; 
1 feel a warm revenge run through my blood, *JY 
As if 1 had put off ſome forty year: | 
Methinks I ſtand as fig. 80 fight the £9009 1-97 2B 


Of Friendſhip now, as then I cou'd my Love's. 
But ſpeak. 
Ziph. Thy Daughter. 
Arch. Well, I gueſs'd Fate wounded there. 
Ziph. Semandra, my moſt fair, dear, gentle Miſtreſs. 
Arch. If ſhe be falſe, ſhe is no longer fair. 
Ziph. That ſweet proteſting Creature, that pure whiteneſs, 
Where I fo deep had writ my Vows 1n blood, 
Is taken from me. 
Arch. By her own conſent ? 
Ziph. Moſt certain. That Eternal Bond of Oaths, 
Committed to her keeping, now is CancelPd : 
Ev'n her fair Hand, the Seal of all my Love, 
Her Hand has given her faithleſs Heart away. 
Arch. Then, ſhe is falſe? you know her to be fo? 
Ziph. Falſe, falſe, as waters, winds, or wand*cing fires : 
She is more falſe- than Woman can believe. 
Arch. The opening of her treachery, come, how wavt ? 
Particular reverige wou'd know particulars. 
At firſt, 1 gueſs'd ſhe did receive you kindly. 
Ziph. Qiite contrary, as if ſhe ne*'re had ſeen me; 
Qiite alter'd, quite eſtrang'd, reſery?d and cold, 
With all the coyneſs of a baſe-born Beauty, 
Made proud with Pow?'r : Not one tend:r look 
The very Accent of her Voice was Chang'd, 
Nor was ſhe to be known, but by her Beauty, 
Nought elſe cou'd ſpeak her to my Senſe the fame, 
O nothing but the Face of my Semandra, 
Arch, When my keen Sword ſhall glitter in her eyes, 
Doubt not, but 7 ſhall make her know you well ; 
And tho* you never grace her with your favour, 
For ſhe is now unworthy your imbraces, 
Yet 7 will bring the Traytreſs to your knees. 
Ziph. Can it be 
Thou ſhow'dſt be ignorant, ſhe's paſt the giving? 
Arch J have not met the news, which your ſwoln eyes 
Appear fo big with. | 
Ziph, Here I am loſt again 
Here all my courage, which has born the blow 
Of ſterneſt War, ſhrinks like a beaten Coward: 
Here, 1 confeſs, my Piety gives way, | 
I cou'd fall out with the forgetſul Gods, 
And curſe the cruel Author of my Being. 
No, Tyrant, no, thou bloody Parent, Fink not 
| That 7 will bear it longer, I'll forget, | 
Like thze all nature, all remorſe, all pity, 
And ſnatch her from Vee, wedded as” you are. 


Ar ch, 


King of PON TUS. 
Arch. What, Wedded ! Marri'd ! 
Ziph. Wedded, Marri'd, Bedded 
He has enjoy'd her, rifled that fair Casket 
Where all the riches of my life were laid : 
Yes, yes, you Gods, I ſaw ?em paſs along, 
Paſs to the Temple, through the crouded Streets, 
Saw 'em come back, darted my wiſhing eyes 
At her falſe Face, with ſuch accuſing glances, 
She fainted in the Chariot; yes, 1 ſaw her, 
Sink pale, and dying down ; but there I Joſt her, 
And left her to the Revels of the Night, 
To be enjoy d, ev*a this laſt night enjoy*d. 
Arch. By all the Honours which ſhe has diſhonout'd, 
She ſhall not live another. : 
Ziph Oh my Father ! 
Cou'd you but gueſs the pains that 7 endur'd, 
Oh all the ſubtileſt fits of ſharpeſt ſickneſs, 
Were nothing to the torments which I bore, 
I tin?d ev'n their diſrobing kiſles, ſmiles, 
The ſirſt imbraces, and the racking joy ; 
But there methought Fancy it ſelf was ſtopt, 
It cou'd no more. The limit of my life 
Was found, the end of all my joys on Earth. 
Arch, She dies; not Deſtiny ſhall ſave her from me: 
As ſhe has ſworn, and as ſhe has forſworn, 
PI draw my Sword, bath'd in her deareſt blood, 
From forth her Heart-ſtrings, while the rank red Weeds 
Cling to my reeking Blade: Or wou'd you more? 
7 am grown up to your anger. 
Ziph. General, hold : 
I have been Impious in my vented ragez 
For which, oh pardon me, my Royal Father, 
And you, moſt injur'd Pow'rs, whom 7 offended: 
And, oh, what-ever ſhall become of me, 
Forgive the fair, the falſe, the lov'd Semanara- 
If while 7 live thon mark her gentle Limbs 
With the leaſt wound, it ends -Ziphares life, 
Or if thou hurt her after / am dead, 
Thow'lt raiſe my Aſhes up in Arms againſt thee. 
Iſme. My Lord, the Queen Semandra's coming bither. 
Ziph. Say'ſt thou? 
Iſme. The Queen —But ſee, ſhe enters: 
Ziph, Na? 


- 
* 


Enter Semandra. 


Sem, Oh Ziphares Oh Prince A Oh thou moſt wrong's ? 
| | " a 2 


&2 MIT HRIDATES 
'  Zipb, How can this be? Madam, you ought at leaſt 
To have ſent me word ; for now, inſtead of Songs, 
I can preſent you nothing but my tears. 
A beating heart, and groans that will not ſuit 
With your moſt happy ſtate, your bleſt condition. 
Sem. Ah, did you rightly underſtand my ſuFPcings, 
You wou'd not wound a bleeding, dying Creature: 
But il endure yet more. Whea I am Cead, 
And *tis too late, you'l murmure to your telf, 
At leaſt I might have heard what the poor Wretch 
Cou'd ſay. | 
Arch. Oh Syren! but | will be huſt'd. CL[ide. 
Ziph. What canſs thou ſay, if I reſolve to hear thee ? 
Thou wilt but tear *the wounds, which thou haſt made. 
. This Viſit was moſt cruel - Why com'ſt thou then, 
For fear / jhouw'd-forget thee ? Mercileſs Woman ! 
Arch. Yet let us hear her, Prince; let's hear the Sorcereſs; 
That when ſure Vengeance overtakes her Crimes, 
She may have noughe to anſwer. 
Sem. The good Gods 
Reward that Voice of Mercy, Firſt then, my Lord. 
Ziph. No; I'll be gone: Fly, Archilaus, fly, 
She has a Tongue that can undo the World. 
She eyes me juſt as when ſhe ficſt inflam'd me, 
Such were her looks, ſo melting was her language, 
Such falſe ſoft ſighs, and ſuch deluding tears, 
When from her lips 7 took the luſcious poyſon, 
When with that pleaſing perjur?d breath avowing, 
Her whiſpers trembl'd through theſe credulous ears, 
And told the ſtory of my utter ruine. 
Arch. Nay, *tis impoſſible to clear her ſelf; 
And it was Impudence to offer at it - 
Therefore, thou ſhameleſs Off:ſpring of my Blood, 
il cut thee from me; thus, with all thy Crimes, 
Die, as thou did*t deſire. Half-drawing : 
Ziph. Hold thy hand ; ſtopt by Ziph. 
7 chargE thee touch her not. 
Arch. By Heav®n, lhe dies: - 
I may diſpoſe my own; ſhe ſhall not live. 
Ziph. By all the Gods, ſhe ſhall, while I have breath: 
And, if thou draw'ſt, Ple guard her life with mine, 
T ſhou'd be loth to lift my: Arm ?gainſt thee 
Of all Mankind ; but were my Father here 
Reſolv*d ro give her Death, I wou'd oppoſe him, 
Sem. Draw then, and ſheath your weapons in my breaſt, 
In ccurſt Semandra's Heart; but for the World, | 
Oh Father, do not wound the Prince Ziphares : 


Ming of PON.TYS; 
And, oh Ziphares, do not hurt my. Father ! . | 
Upon my knees, / beg you to be calm, 
And hear me thus. 
Ziph. Oh riſe! falſe,, as thou art, 
Thou once wert Empreſs of my Soul, and / 
Stiil drag thy Chains : Speak then, Semanara, ſpeak; 
For Pm 1o doz'd, ſo weary with complaining, 
That 7 cou'd ſtand and liſten to the Winds, 
And think that. Women talk'd : Obſerve the+ Rain, 
And think that Women wept ; or in the Clouds 
Behold Semandra's Form, {till fleeting from me. 
But, ſpeak - 7 loſe my Senſes with my Woes. 
Arch. He has fav'd thy life; come, make a handſom lye 
In recompence, 
Sem. I will be ſhort, as true. 
When you were gone to Wars, the King relapy'd ; 
How prompted, Heav*a beſt knows: And when with Conqueſt 
You came from Battel, he with dreadful threats 
Compel'd me to receive you in that manner. 
Ziph, Ah, cruel Creature ! what, what Menaces, 
What fear of death, cowd ſo have made Zrphares 
Receive Semanara. 
Sem. Not Racks, nor all the Tortures 
VVhich Hell combin'd cou'd put into the hearts 
Of bloodieſt Tyrant, ſhou'd have forc*'s me to'c, 
But, oh Your life, which he with deepeſt Oaths 
Had ſworn to take, unleſs 7 ſeem*d to ſcorn you; 
T hat da('d my Spirits, batled all the daring 
Of my defenceleſs heart : There 7 confeſs 
The VVoman work'd ; / trembled and agreed 
To ſee you fo, rather tian loſe you ever. 
Arch. Now, by -my-Arms, ſhe has come off with wonder! 
Sem, And think, my Lord, refle&t upon, your («lf 
I dare believe ſo dearly once you lov'd me, 
That were you certain I ſhou?d loſe my. life, 
Unleſs you us?d me 'in that very. manner, 
7 know you wow'd conſtrain your flame a while, 
And ſeem as cold, and. as reſery'd as 7. | 
' Ziph, Oh hears! oh bleeding Love- but ſpeak, Semandra, 
For there is wondrous, Reaſon, mighty Senſe, _ 
In what you ſay: And.I cou'd hear you ever. ND 
Sem.. When you were gone, the- cruel King came-in, 
And without ſtop propos'd the fatal Marriage, 
VVhich being deny'd,: he forc'd me to the Temple. 
Yet, at the Altar, 1 denid my. hand, 
Invok'd the Gods with the moſt violent ſorrow,, 
Tears, ſighs, and ſwoonings; curs'd the frighted Prieſts, 
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Struck down the Cenſors, and like one diſtracted 
7 mangled my own fleſh; but all in vain: 

I was ſuppogd his Queen, and fo enjoy'd. 
Ziph. Then ſtill thy beart, thy heart was mine, Semandra. 
Sem. It was, it is, for ever ſhall be yours, 

Zipb. Oh, at thy feet, let me for ever lye, 
Thus hang vpon thy knees with dying graſps, 
Thou moſt wrong'd Innocence, abus'd Semandra. 
Sem. Oh, my dear Lore,” you ſhall not kneel without me: 
Ziph. {hou art not falſe then! 
Sem. Cou'd you think me ſo ? 
Falſe to my Life, my Soul, my All 7 have ? 
Ziph, 1 dit; I thought thee falſe, and 7 deferve 

To die, {vr viionging thy moſt matchleſs Faith : 

For thon 2rt true, conſtart, as Pining Turtles, 

Conſtant, as Coucage to the Brave. in Battel, 

Conſtant, as Mzrtyrs burning for the Gods. 

Arch. V/hat changes drive bus'neſs of the World ! 

Come, no inor2 weeping: Riſe, 

Think on the King, if he ſhou'd take you thus. 

Ziph. Oh riſe, Semandra; what, what are we doing ? 

VVhy, Archilaus, why did*ſt thou cut me oft 

The moments pleaſure which my thoughts were forming ? 

Thy cruel breath quite broke the brittle Glaſs 

Of my ſhort life, and ſtopt the running Sand 

VVhat ſhall we do, Semarndra. 

Sem. Part, and die. 
Ziph. Die, *tis reſoly'd ; but how ? That, that muſt be 

My future care: And with that thought 7 leave thee. 

Go then, thou Setting-ſtar; take from theſe eyes, 

(Theſe eyes, that if they ſee ther, will be wiſhing): 

O take thoſe languiſhing pale fires away, 

And leave me to the wide, dark Den of Death 

Sem. Something -within me ſobs to my boding heart, 

Semandra ne*re ſhall ſee Ziphares more. 

Ziph. Away then ; part, for ever part, Semanara: 

Let me alone ſuſtain thoſe rav*nous Fates, 

VVhich, like two famiſh'd Tygers, are gone out, 

And have us in the VVind. Death come upon me; 

Night, and the bloodi'ſt deed of darkneſs, end me. 

But, oh, for thee, for thee, if thou muſt die, 

1 beg of Heay?n this laſt, this only favour, 

To pgive thy life a painleſs diſſolution : 

Oh, may thoſe raviſh*d Beauties fall to Earth 

Geutly, as wither*'d Roſes-leave their Stalks - 

May Death be:mild to thee, as Loye was criel; 


King of PONTUS, 
Calm, as the Spirits in a Trance decay: 
And ſoft, as thoſe who ſleep their Souls away- 


ms 


__ 


AG SCENT. 


Pelopidas, Andravar, Prieſt, incompaſs'd with Romans. 


Pelop. Omans, who ſend your Laws far as the Sun 
His Beams, and whom the Univerſe beholds 
With joy, yet dreads your anger as the Gods, 
Why move you to the ruine of this Tyrant, 
To the ſure death of bloody Afithridates, 
As if you fear'd, or car'd not he fhou'd die? 
Can you ſuſpe&t- an Ambuſh ? Or that we 
Shou'd dare betray you, yielding thus our Perſons, 
Our Lives, our Prince himſelf into your hands ? 
Andr, This man, to whom the ſervile Prieſts bow down, 
Who wears a Crown in honour of his place, 
And ſacred worth, abandons all his glories 
Tatteſt the truth of what we have declar'd. 


Enter Pharnaces. 


But ſee, the fierce, the brave, the Great Pharnaces 

Comes on to -meet you; waves his Royalties: 

Therefore, O mighty Romans, give him Audience. 
Phar. That 1 am. rough, and of an untayght 'Spirit, 

All the Eaſt knows ; I ever ſcornd thoſe Slaves 

With whom [I have been bred; and. when my Father 

Order'd Barbarian Princes for my Maſters, 

In Arts and Arms, 7 ſpurr*d%em from my preſence; - 

And rather choſe, fince Rome might not [inſtruft me, 

Nature in all my AQtions for my Guide. 

Hence cond I- brook more hardly-the fierce mind 

Of our Inhumane Parent Mithridares. 

My Eldeſt Brother's Fate did kindle ficſt 

My fiery Soul to a moſt. ſwift regeyge;.' 

For when the State of Boſphorus demanded 

That Prince for King, he.bound the gallant-Youth 

In Golden Chains; 'and doom'd him to be lain 

Two more were by his boundleſs fury ſtrangled ; 

And even the laſt but - me, | the brave Zipbares,. 

Laſt night was murder'd inthe Tyrants Palace : . 

In whoſe ſad cauſe, the Squadrons which he led 

Of late ſo valiangly againſt yon Romans, 
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Attend ſome furlongs bence to joyn your Banners. 
If this be true, not to” recount the Slaughters 
Of all his Queens and poyſon?d Concubines, 
I think the World ( Remez I ſhou'd firſt have nam'd) 
Will little cenſure this fo jnſt Revolt. 
If you ſuſpeft me falſe, behold Pharnaces, 
Ne're yet detain'd, but free as roving Lions 
That ſwept at will like Winds 'in Deſerts wild ; 
Behold him, with theſe Noble Hoſtages, 
Your Pris'ner to be bound the'Slave of Rome. 
Kom. Capt. Lead us on to Victory. 
Onnes. To Victory. #0144 
Phar. On then, you Race of Heay*n, you Szed of Gods; 
And to immortalize Pharnaces Name, | 
Plant me, like Thunder breaking from this Cloud, 
Foremoſt, while all the ratling Engines follow. 
Atonima, whom this Tyrant raviid from me, 
I hear is fled to Pompey : Her I ask, 
For my reward, with half his ſpreading Empire. 
But I waſ'e words j let's act, and then make claim. 
And O remember, when we ſtorm the Town, 
Remember that moſt horrid Maſlacre 
Of 4/a; whet on that your blunted Spirits, 
Till with the motion Lightning edge your Souls 
To mow oft hoary Heads, hurl Infants puling 
From the lug*d breaſt, kill in very Womb: 
To Beauties cries be deaf, make all Synope 
But one vaſt Grave, to hold the infinite bodies 
Which we muſt- ſhoyel in; and when you ſee 
The Head of Mthridates in this hand, 
Then think who ever dar*d for Rome like me, . 
Or bought an Empire at a price ſo dreadful: 
Then yield the Beauty I ſo much deſire, | 
And all thoſe Crowns to which my thoughts aſpire. LE xeunt. 


SCEMSE| IL 


Enter Ziphares, Archilaus. 


Ziph, 7T'Is late ; the gathcing Clouds like meeting--Armies, + 
| Com on apace, and Mortals now muſt die,  - 

Till the bright Ruler of the riſing Day” Wc 

Creates *em new: The wakefnl Bird of Night - - 1:79 Ki 

Claps her dark wings to'th* Windows: of the 'Gying: © {( tin. 

General, Good-nighe. , © HW UOTUan pro on otra i 

Argh, Sir, ll not leave you yet” 9}. _ ] 232] 10 


| no of PO NT U & 
I.'dd.tiot like the = boding” Eve. «+ 
Well | remember; Sir, "how you - -and 1! by * SHOUT 3 To 7ST OT 
Have ofcen on the Watch in:!Winter walks, | 1 21971T 180 iis yd 
Clad in cold Armour, round the ſleeping Camp, Hh 09% 
Till cover*d o're from head; to foot with Snow, The, J 
The Czantinels have ſtarted at our march, Pell: Dit. 
And thought us Ghoſts ſtalking in Winding-ſheets : qi wotiod 2807 
And do you think 1 cantiot watch you”now, !' 126t Stod #7 
Thus cover?'d, and beneatt this} dounteous' Roof ?' 
Sleep, Sir ; PII guard you from ſuſpeftted"danger.. » - 
Ziph. Danger! there's none; no ſhadow of a harm - 
Dear General, you'l oblige' me to'retire : 
Well meet to morrow- with. the-earlieſt dawns! G! 


© — 


I'm troubled now, and heavy-y/ini the morning, 4, D208 N23 11 
SOON AS you pleaſe, you ſhallihave-entrance heres > IE, 2voT 
And then, I truſt the-bountegns Gods,''you'lÞfind 7 0364 27 (oe 
A wondrous alteration. Sleep may charm ' ef 252] 20 
My talking griefs, and huſh?em faſt for ever. - E v81t til 

Arch. *Tis that I fear. 1. tell you there: are Deaths” To, wall 
Brooding this night abroad. A Recluſe 'Ptieft; 7 15959 nes 

_ Surpris'd with mortal ſickneſs, was this Evening, 3 LEV aq, 


As he himſelf deſic?d, .ta*n from his: Bed; L n ted * 
And carry'd to the Cloſet of the King : : 
Where, after ſome cloſe conference, he expir?d. 

Immediately your Father Orders gave;: | W5 


For doubling all his Guards, 'and 'went in. fury 2urf rot ALICE 
To Monima's Apartment, where'.'twas. ſaid IN 2! bn A 
| Pharnaces had been gone a while before. | 5 | | 1 01 2% 


Ziph. 1 ever thought that Brother molt ambitious 
But. what is this to -me ? 
Arch. What follow'd does 


Concern both 'you and''ime,” and: all the Eaſt'; » TO 
For ſtreight, when the” ſick 'Prieſt: thad bread. his laſt 9210 337218.) 
The ſacred ayt; which fori-a. hundred. years | L 1097 1490 4! 


Supplyed the Sun- behind the! Golden Vail, :* 

Weat out, and all the myſtick' lights were quench'd ; ; v I * 2% 
Strange doleful Voices (hrilly ecchod through 1 2 400 
The darkned Fane;*the\ Monuments did »opengy 2 oo 07 55 
And all the Marble Tombs, like) Spunges ſqueewd; :: 2M .vq.$ 
Spouted big. Sweat: The bGattain-wasconfurntd (100 rH MT 27 bot 
With wondrous: flatne; nd every ſhining: Alkapni Vu 9v if os | 
Diſſolv'd to yellow puddle,; which .anon .->: 1.5 - P V thi37t- wor? 

A flaſh of thirſty Lightning quite. lick?d _ (vv | * (1594.1 
While through the Streets yourmurder?d m——— rode © ; \ 212 4 | 
Arcathias, Mitbridates, and Mabhares, 121105 5000 10,0 Yell £1129 WT 
And madded all. the {ihreaming multitude. 911 29159 209 20m 201 


Is not this ſtcdnge ? ble: 401 9!d9013 oft ava im yort $5412 
Wo | I Ziph. 
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Ziph. The Gods reproach my flackneſs.'-{  /; 


"Tis ffrange ! moſt wondrous ſtravge:/: 'Once more FF pray the 


By ll our Friendſhip, leave''me to my elf. 

Arch. Ah, Prince, you cannot hide 
Your purpoſe from your narrow-ſeatching Friend : 
IT fird ir, by the ſinking of your Spirits, 
Your hollow ſpeech, deep muſings, esger looks, 
Whoſe fatal longings quite devour their objects, 
You have decreed, by all the Gods you have, 
This night to end your Noble Life. 

Ziph. Away, 
I never thought thee troubleſome till now. 

Arch, 1 care not ; ſpite -0f all [that. you can do, 
Pll ſtay, and weep you into gentleneſs: 
Your faithful Souldier, this; old doting' Fool 
Shall be more troubleſpme than; one thats: wiſer. 
By Heav*n, you ſhall not burt your: precious life. 
Il ſtay and wait you, wake here till 7 diez 
Follow you-as: a'fond and fearful Father 
Wou'd watch a deſperate: Child. ' 

Ziph. Pil tell thee then, .. | 
Since thou wilt tear the Secret from. wy 7 breaſt; 
And dive into the bottom of. my Soul, 
This night muſt end mg: Make not a reply; 
'Tis fix*d as faſt and ſure as are:my woes... j . --/ 
Did*ſt thou but know :whiat *tis toy:love like - "MF, id 11 


And to be fo belov'd; O Arthilans'!- | eq 2h 


Yet to be palt all hope of happine*, 

Of ever taſting; thoſe deſired Beauties, 

Of any dawn, leaſt glimpſe, or ſpark of comfort, -: 

Did*ſt thou not hate me much, even thou wowdſt kill me. 
Arch. If that my death; (fox that:irideed's; þut. litthey) (: 05 

Cannot once move! you” fromithis/ dreadful deed; MN .1 


Yet, Prince, your Country, -whith-muſt! fall. withont: youu by 


Your blecding Country muſt obtain' at leaſt; 
That you wou'd live'fo free her from! her Fors ; - fie 1 
Your Glory calls, your ſinking Father begs; 19's | 
That you wou'd ſave your Cotntry: fromthe Romans, - || 
Ziph. Much 1 indeed have got by: Conquiring: Roms! : / 


And to much purpoſe lo my-deareſt: blood !;'  : :54.7 rid 


Much have my wounds''deſery?d;;\'and- 'Heav*a :can tell.; 
How Necbly 7 have been rewarded for%em'! - 

] tell thce, Archilaus, I haye ſworn, 

Were / to live; d mon?d:not bghragain: ::-; 

The world ſhou'd, neither better be nor worſe: 

For me. But 7 waſte tire g andito::convance. a :: 


bines © thou wilt have the trouble to. behold \ 9208.1} eu 


00s? | 
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King fPONTUS. 

My death, 7 bid thee: naw: farewel for ever.” 5:35 eXonifs! 
Arch. Hold, Sir. abt QO-a4S 
Ziph. I will; and talk, as _— to thee. | C5: 555 £29 Sift bat 

AS any dying Roman .6f | BY. x 

I have conſider'd wy of _ do, «ng 

And I will periſh with as litete noiſe 

As Fate cou'd wiſh, tbat:wou'd not be accur'd. 

Arch. Pl follow youth: «© /- + @} 20067 
Ziph. 1 wou'd intreat thee, not; :.; - >; SI. 
Thou haſt no ſorrows that are paſt the fufferance: © 1 3299190] try 
And ſure my flying Soul will hang her wing, Jo KEDS 

When ſhe ſhall feel thy weighty death upon ker. 
O, Archilaus, leave me to: wy Fate; 
If thou mult ſee me fall; 7- charge thee live, 
At leaſt ſo long to tell 'Semandra of me : | 
Bear her ſome Token of my ill-ſtarr'd Love, . 7 
Which Emp:re cou'd not win 'to live. without her. 
Dip in the blaod which trickles from my heart 
Thy Handkerchief, and bid her: keep it for me, 
As a Remembrance now and then to mourn me: 
Swear to.,do, this-. + J 

Arch. This 1 will doz and: mark me, coal Prince, 
If thus thou violate that Royal Frame, Chit 
Tearing the gallant Spirit from his Manſion, 13:19 
1 ſwear by what I tremble at, thy death, 
Pl double all thy wounds ypon' Semandr4, 3 Aw od 
Ziph. Ha! \ it 
Arch. Pll tear her! piece-meal, and ſo hack her Limbs, [1-247] C 
Thou ſhalt not know her in the' other : World. | 

Ziph. Oh torture ! dear, good: Archilaus, bold : 
1 know thou canſt not mean ſuch cruelty. 
Why doſt thou rack me” thus, with thoughts in. death - 


That are much heavier ev*'n than-death it {elf > - nem vt 
Why doſt thou make my eyes thus:ſwim in: tears. 1! 7 
I charge thee, do not hurt: her; for the ſake  £4it tos b:/ 
Of all the Gods, be gentle to my Love : =” M e5=;kao! 


1 beg for mercy to the foft” Semandra. PETY. 

Alas, if ſhe deſery'd, as ſhe'is faultleſs, ' 

She cou'd not bear the wounds, which we can: beat: oli, 
Arch. Give me your promiſe then, 'thaz you "ll live wr mol 11.7 

Live. but this night, or 1 have ſworn her-deazb; = PO 
Ziph. Thou haſt found the. means to Charm ” into lifes: _— 

And me on the Rack; :but no more threats hag 24-1y652 
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Againſt Semanars : ?Twas unkindly done, x ; " 4 15 /f5:4 OZ 

And I grow angry at.,my. Fates delay. .'; |. oP. WO 2 " 
Arch. Why will-you be-thus forward? Lire to night \ vd nad 

Be. careful of your ſelf +buy- gill :the:Morn: : avow 5 11539 


I 2 'Methinks 
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Merhinks there may be wonders: wrought: e're- then. / vo | 
 _ Ziph. © Archilaus! "Tis impoſlible : | 2 blots tain 
Had ſhe been Raviſhd by another. Man,” 7 JR UL nd, 
] cou'd have clear*d her with the Villains Bfood; | 

But by my Father touch'd, what Miracle 

Can work me into hope? Heav'n here is annoy ahM 

The wondring Gods bluſh at-their want-of pow'r, .{.i i 
And, quite abaſh'd, confeſs they cannot help me-/ 2 {ot [1 

Arch. Sure, by yor lifted Torches, r diſcern: - 7; bo 4; 
Your Father moving: this' way. | 
Ziph. Ha: my Father! 

How my fleſh trembles! I con'd do a deed 

Wou?d make us both run mad. Draw, Archilaus, | 

Yet ſtay: What Devil ſtarts! thus: in my. bloqd, - 1 = 

And turns my Reaſon to this mazz of folly"! P ilog Io] <1 

No; let us ſufter more, if »poſlible::- |... F<: 

Yet I will ſhun his Preſence: Oh you Pow? rs, | 

Is that a Crime? Anſwer me if it be, _.. | 

And 1will meet him, tho? his f 2k ſhould blaſt me. . [Exennt as 


# 


Mithridates, Captain of the Guards, and  Atendunts veer: | 3IVHE 


Mith. Betray'd ! ! and by my Son! given aþ A Prey | 
For the Inſulting Romans to devour /. 
Pharnaces 1s the Traytor, that Pharnaces , EE 
Who was Tt inherit all that ſpace of- Empire: DH (13 lis oſcgols yy] 
Which Fortune gave to this unhappy King ! ! 674-641 
O Friends, when: fromithe. Palace-gate. we: ſallitd;/:i 1455 5 At 
And drove the bold Afſfailants'throtgh: the: Cy 11079! j | 
The Impious Boy Charg'd. as / foremoſt rode,”: - 
And brav'd my Fury with his. Bever up z n-Jic1g) 1 x1 
But, Oh the Gods, I 'who: ——_ orimſon'd: : 0111 Hob vay 
My Arms with Blood 6f Rebels;/7-\mho'moy'd- 1, Tm 9'8 4,iT 
With Whirlwinds ſwifeneſs: ſtilt' oh; every vide. | 1073 ob \ 
And toſt like Leaves the. weightieſt Foes foot 2 me. | 


Now ſtood, as if Gorgonian Charms had fixt mes: } 2512 519 
Nor know I more. | 

Capt. Your Sword, Great Sirs: when! yow | ef &9' Viizh NV ga 
A while had g:7d:on that Audacions Peincey” 210 © 204 {5 51 46 
Fell from youe hand; -your mighty: Spirit; tefe1youry'- SN. £719 585 
And as ſome famous pieceof Antick-work,! \ + + bt 4 7 


When the*fank-Props and:waſted Beams decay, 

Staggers and nods before:the ruine comes: 

So wav?d your Royal Fabrick &re-it fell 3. 1. nA 
And as our Arms receiv*d you, .cutsd Phatnacer, 3 v2 45 44 A 
Born by Ambltibn: to!a- murder new; '!) | Slis 0 Wat 

| Offer'd a wound, and 'twas with'- LA expence.' 


af! >, i 
£2040 35M 
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Of lives, 'we bore yout Body :to the; Palace, 
Moby Ky Senſes blane4-my lat 7 kno is came 
My laſt- of hours : ?Fis wondrous horrid ! Now 
My lawleſs love, and boundleſs pow?s reproach me. 
But Z will think rid more on't. Come, my Friends 
Let's meet theſe Romans, 'and my Rebel'Son ; ; 
Let's kill till we are; weary, then; lye-dawn 
And reſt for ever:. Otis Noble Ryuine} - 
Creatures of vileſt make, upon diſguſt, -IP 
With Knives or Cords ſet looſe their Coward Sonls: 
But we will live in ſpite..to grieve the - World, 
While life will laſt, 'or any Spirits hold, 
O that, like Serpents hewn,; we {till might move, 
Our Limbs lopt oh and kill with, every parcel / 
Enter Semandra. 
Sem. *Tis done ; my Ruine, is at laſt reveng'd, 
Aud cruel Mithridates is; no .more « ., FR 
That famous wicked man ſhall, kill.no. more; 
Faln is the Murderer, he ſhall love nd more © 
Another's right; ſhall raviſh now no more. 


Mitb. © horrour ! ſnatch me, Furies, from her preſence : 


Gape wide, O Earth, aid ſwallow me alive. 

Sem. 1 go before, and never ſhall we; meer 
On Earth again, inhumane Afthridaves ;, 
Yet I rejoyce not, be my. Wita:ſs, Heay'n, 
At thoſe Calamities-thaz-come upon thee, 
But think *em juſt, and with a dread refl:Ction 
Behold thy Fate, and wonder at the Gods, _ 
Not but thy Son, my Love, my loſt Ziphares, ; 
And 1, in lamentable Shapes, .made up.;- ..- ., _ 
By Death's own hand, will,tell em, all; hy Story. -- 
For ever thus, thou Raviſher of Honour, _.* _ 
I leave thee to the Vultures of thy Conſcience, 
To all the Stings Ambition feels in death, 
Or Luſt, the Raps commiteed.-..O,. you. .Pow?rs 


-- 


Make firm my hand, for an, £xploit\to, Crown 1, .-. 


My Life, whoſe buſineſs ſhall be quickly done. 


S + | , a + 7 


Mith. Away, to Arms,r @ ACM; ange: deep-in blood : 
om4 


Be quick to die. Were "all the tles, - - 
And Scythian Darts. and. Parthia's poyſon'd ; Arrows, 
Shot, through this Body, her words, wou'd. be>moxe., 
Il not endvre*t ; ruſh-to the fatal War: * © 

I wouv'd be drunk, with Death 
To ſtupifie the” Tones! 0 


Haſte then, and walloy -in the. murd*cipg Field, 


d ſteaming. Slaughter, -. 
and eaming Sager, 


a 


—- . 
— 


> ojRt, 
. (| 


 LExit, 


Through 


£ 


62 MITHRIDATES 


Through all- the Avenues to batte! flie : HY TEN 
They who have liv'd in blogd, in blood muſt die. 2 Exc. 


Trumpets. Enter Pelopidas, Andravar, their Sworas 
drawn, with a Lanp. 


Pelop. Yonder he Sallies, forions for DeſtruCtions, | 
And now full ſcope is given to act our bus \ 
And end the ſad Ziphares. | 

Andr. 1 am glad ” 
The chance is faln to. us: To death, nay more, 

To Hell 1 hate him, and to have him- ſlain 
By any hand but mine, wow'd pall the Murder. 

Pelop. The Palace now is drawn 
Of all the glittering Hoſt that awwinkled here, 
Following their King, to ſhoot the Gulph of Ruite 
And it was order*'d well by Prince Pharnaces, 

While with the Romans he diſpatch*d Wis Father, 
That we ſhov'd kill his drooping Brother. Ha! 
1 hear ſome tread! your Lamp mnſt wink a white. 


Enter. Ziphares. 


Ziph. Oh, *tis too much; I never ſhall ſleep more: 
How loud the Voice of Fate:ſounds every where! 
Trumpets and Drums ! yet old Archilavs, | 
With grief and watching ſpent, in ſpite of all **' + 
Thoſe Tides of Care that ſwell'd ©re-while ſo high, 
Lies like a Child that brauPdhimfelf aſleep. 
Iſmenes too, that wept-to ſee me mourn, * 

Falls on his breaſt, and nods his tears away © 
So ſleeps the Sea-boy on the Cloudy Maſt, 
Safe as a drowzy Triton, rack®d with Stortns, ©. 
While toſſing Princes wake on Beds of Down. 
Pelop. *Tis he; prepare. | 
Andr. Both periſh, if he eſcape. 


Ziph. This darkneſs fills my breaſt with horrar : Now, 8 RON: IH 
Now I may do the deed; which dotie, alf's ſure : ME: Ts ONS 
k ſhall be ſo, and. thus 7 will _TETETTTT HT eg wn 
But then he Fifls* Sitmandre, Whence this - 40 fo TER 


Swords / Vizors? what Aſfafſinates* are. theſe? "115 £3 3019p 
Wou'd they where more, for ruin is or. wiſh: 


Yet I diſdain to fat by” Villains hands. * poten Pare 
Eriter Seitidndra, "with pgs ” FR a pang ef ern 


Sem, Where do | wander "is the-dilind Stiades® © 0 2 wh 


of Fine f PONTOS; 


Of this black night? There's not a Soul beacath, 
Who dy'd, as / —auſt/do, for fatal Love, 

Knows better all the gloomy Arbonrs there, 

Than I each Chanber- ia this Houſe of Death. | 
'Twas here the God-like Prince did wooe' me firſt, 
Sigh'd -his firſt Vows, and wept me into Paſſion - 
Where ſhall 7 find him, that-moſt perfect Soul ? 
-Whoſe -Whikeneſs will to after-ages anſwer 

For all the ſpotted loves of perjur'd men. 

Meet him 7 muſt, and ron into bis arms; 

But with a Roman blow, which! firſt ſhall drive 
This Ponyard to my heart : Then, ruſh upon him, 
Then claſp him cloſe, then he'll believe me true. 


Emter Ziphates: 


h. This way the Cowards flyz- this way the noiſe goes, 
I hk thou haſt it there, and canſt not ſcape me. 
Sem I thank the Gods, | ſhall not. * Let me kiſs 
The hand that kills me. Oh too gracious Heay®n ? 
Semandra now is aappy' | | 
Ziph. Semandra! What 5; 
What ſay'ſt chou ? Speak again, thon diſmal voice. 
Sem. On, that. 7 cod ſee your face before I die: 
Thoſe eyes, Where | wou'd look my Soul away. 
Ziph. Awake; what ho, I/menes / Haſte, a light / 
Haſte hither, Father, Ardbiluns, haſte !:: 
My heart bodes ruids, we ate all undone. 


Entty Acckliis, enlbeces with 4 Livke. 


Oh, Father, either | am Charm'd,: or tire 
Semendra lies, ſlain by thig-dreadful hand, : 
Abb. Oar Guardian-ſpirits ſhield us, *tis my Davehter. 
Ziph. Curs'd Fate ! malicions Stars! you'now thave drain'd 
Your ſelves of all your poys'n6us influence, 
Eva the laſt baleful drop is-ſhed upon me. 
Sem. Give me £tiy hand, moſt. matchleſs of thy kind 3 
O joyn us, Father, Joy us thus ci8/!death :. 
Now thou art mine z and we'll he: weddeg'itoo! 
In th other World ; our "Souls ſhall 'thefe /be\-mixe, - 
Who knows but there” our j6ys mmay'be- eompleat ? 
A happy Father, thon4 and 1, perhaps, * 
The imling Mother of ſome: little Gods. - 
. Oh, Archilans, if theu-low ſh her memory; 
Fly co the King, and let him underſtand 
The: 6ryth of all: If he be- pleas'd to hear her, 


64 


MI 'T H Ry _y_ ES. 
Intreat him haſte, the;papgs/of *Death are. an/her, ': 2:16 eds 1:6 
Arch. | will, if tears will le4 me: find - the WAY! Y 28 Wa 53 Of nf 


And, by your leave, theſe:Weapons ſhall be mine.: !'- | 2101.3 
Ziph. That 1 expected. Hay She. faints, Umenet, 15 cdacy 1:artT 
Run to my Cloſer, taſte, where thou wilt find '.* - > - 
A Golden Vial of rich” Juice, to bring the Spirits, 
Back to their Seat :. Go, pour it in a Bote oy *\ [Hd 215017 
With ſpeed, to fave her. h 9 2.1 LExtte dſmatnese 
Haſt thou not a word, | p293onlt 913 Ho 365 
A ſyllable, fair Soul ? Speak, ſpeak; "Mey Tor. mi, 
I feel a trembling warmth about thy heart: WT 
It pants. 
Sem. As Cowards do before a Battel. | 
Oh, the Great March is ſounded. 
Ziph. Stay thee one moments, . 


ſmenes velrnrerd wich ww Belg! + 7 0 fT 


And I will lead thee on. Away, Iſmenes ; | 
Watch thou 'the. King's approach, and bring. me word... [Exit Iſt. 
Here, ſceſt thou this, my Love, look up, Semanara, 5 
Thou dying Spark, glimmer a little whilez: -, 
Behold this Ccrdial, this ſure warmth at heart, 
This faithful Offrirg of Eternal Love. / 

Sem. Whither, ch where? Death's miſt comes faſt upon me, 
What is's you drink ? 

Ziph. A Dravght which makes, me,.thine z | 
The pow?rful Cordial which my. Father. gave me, 
A Noble Compound of his fatal skill : 

He charg'd me, when I cou'd not live with Honour, 
To taſte it-and be free. 


3 


Sem. Methinks your Voice is faint + --; | +» 365 
As diſtant Ecchoes; and 1 am now -far off * TIEN 2 
Alas, 1 know. not where. : © of rf Gio tou 1,0 i {Des 

Ziph. Vl fold thee thus, :- 1m © 5387] bew0 Nv 
And Mithridates ſhall not part vs now: ir » 54:0 2 


Fan thus the dying flames with my laſt breath. \-. 
She's out : The damp of Death has quench'd her quite, 
Theſe ſpicy.doors, her lips, are /ſhpt, :cloſe loged,-2 3 
Which never pale of life :ſhall ;open.more. { -o a © wol 
I come. Oh Father-!-Oh they;!trye. Phyſgian {;;,, - |, ado td 
Thou work'ſt me Nobly now ;- and oh ris welcome !. 
Thy Drugs are quick ; once more, O Loye!-1 come, 
Thou moſt of Life in Death. _ Ambition, ns 


THT S 


*Tis empty all ; and, nothing but 8 Names: has, © Le 
' 1814 £19 DT 0 NY D*:$ Or 275 of / 
| +3 t- 30 0) 3 Py 2231 » 0 i! 2 «| 
£9}; 2 8 © xn 


FP 


| King of PONTUS. 


Archilaus, Mithridates ſupported bleeding : Pharnaces, 


Pclopidas, Andravar, bound. 


Arch. Behold, behold my Lord, how I'm rewardcd 
For faithful ſervice, for the numerous Scars 
Which in your Cauſe have mark'd my aged body ! 
My Davghter's ſlain. Ha! Let me never riſc, 
If that the brave Zipbares be not kill / . 
Was this the Cordial, wicked Boy, thoy brought'ſt him ? 


Ath. Blame not the guilcleſs, for by me he's poylon'd : 


By this inhumane Tyrant, Monſter, Parricide ; 
By me the Drugs were mixt, and dol'd ab ut 
To my unhappy Children, leſt ſurpriz'd, 
- They ſhou'd be born to Rome for Royal Slaves. 

Arch. Dead / art thou dead, O lovely Royal Plant, 
Blown down by guſty Heay*n, in all thy bloom! 
My hour is come: and thus 7 follow thee. - 

Atith. Hold him. What means the frantick General? 
Diſarm, and bring him hither. Kneel, O kneel, - 
Before theſe Bodies. 


Mith. Smear, ſwear to live. 
1 have a Royal Race of Little Ones: 
Live, 7 Conjure thee, to defend thoſe Infants 
From Roman Rage; intreat Viftorious Pompey, 
And he'll be gentle to%m: Swear to live. 
Arch. | ſwear ; but after that 
Afth. Riſe, and no more. 
My blood leaks faſt; and the great heavy lading, 
My Soul will quickly ſink ; therefore revenge : 
"Yes, you pale figures, you moſt precious forms, 
Who, where you walk; for ſure you tread the Stars, 
Shame brighteſt Gods, and add new light to Heay'n, 
Ficſt, in moſt dreadful manner, will | give 
Thoſe Traytors lives, who drew me to your ruine. * 
Hence, burn the Slaves; the curgd Pelopide,, 
And Villain Andrever : away with em. 
For thee——(but ſure 7 ſhall diſdain to name thee) - 
The Palace yet is ours. 
Arch. But cannot- long 
Be ſo: Pompey the great is-entred ; 
And thoſe who took your part, are all revolted. 
Afith, Away then; bear him to the middle Turret, 
Whoſe Brazen-head riſes above the reſt, 
In ſight of Poxpey, throw him from the top, 
And give his molt aſpiring life an - 


--— POR 


* 


Arch. What wou'd you, ſacred Sir ? . 


66 MITHRIDATES 
Phary. | know thou canſt not long out-live me, Tyrant. 

Accurg'd be Fortune, which. too forward bore me 

To be thy Prey; and rot the hand that ſeiz'd me: 

Yet, when my Ghoſt is from this body daſh'd, 

If ſuch a Goblin as a Ghoſt there be, 

V'1l riſe, and wing the mid-way Air to wa't thee 

HurPd ſhalt thou be, as Saturn was by Four, 9 |! 

And flag beneath me, while '7 rejgn aboye. - | of 
th. O General, behold, and 'wonder with me. : 

How ſwiftly Fate can make, or unmake Kings! 

How empty is Death's Pomp, compar'd with Life! 

Where now are ,all the bnſjie Officers, 

The ſupple Courtiers, and: big Men of War, 2:3 21! 

That buſtled here, and made a little World 2 LJ CGEEnY van © 

Revolted all : Support me, for 7 go. v=11'z 

My Soul is on the Beach, and ſtreight muſt lanch 

Icto th? Abyſs of the black Sea of Death, 

Where Furies ſtand upon the ſmoaky Rocks, 

Prepar'd to meet one greater than themſelves. 


Here, lay me bleeding by theſe murder?d Lovers ; 5" £ (I 
And, oh! When. am dead, let ſorrow ſtalk Yoln g400e'1 


In ſacred ſence to my gaping Tomb. 
Forget that ever Mithridates was; 


No tongue relate the drceds this hand has done, .! ©. | 7) 
Let thought be ſtill, or: work'beneath the ground ! [3 23:jt07-4 ,ovil 
But oh he*s come, cold Tyrant, I obey, - 51 vein front 
And hug thy Dart that bears my Life away. | *:' 11: Dyes 
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Epilogue, by Mr. Dryden. . 


And much you care , for, moſt of you will try; 
Twas 4 juſt Fudgment on their Conſtancy. 

For, Heau'n be thank'd, we live in ſuch an Age 
When no man ates for Love, but on the Stage : 
And evn thoſe Martyrs are but rare in Plays y 
A curſed fign how much true Faith accays, 

Love is m0 more 4 violent deſire ; | 

'Tis 4 mer Metaphor, a painted Fire, 

In all our Sex, the name examin'd well, 

'Tis Pride, to gaing and Vanity, totell: 

In woman, 'tis of ſubtil int reſt made, 

Curſe on the Punk that made it firſt a Trade ! 
She firſt did wits Prerogative remove, 

And made a Fool preſume to prate of Love, 

Let Honour and Preferment go for Gold , 

But glorious Beauty 1s not to be fold : 

Or, if it be, "tis at 4 rate ſo high, 

That nothing but azoring it ſhou'd bay. 

Yet the rich Cullies may their boaſting ſpare ; 
They purchaſe but ſophiſticated Ware, 

Tis Prodigality that buys Deceit ; 

Where both the Giver, and the Taker cheat, 
Men but refine on the old Half-Crown way: 
And women fiht, like SW1zzers, for their Pay, © 


O've ſeen a Pair of faithful Lovers die : : 
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The PERSONS. 


Theodoſius, Mr. Williams: 


Varanes. Mr. Betterton. 
Marcian. / Mr. Smith. 
Lucius, Mr. Wiltſhire. 
Atticus, Chief Prieft. Mr. Bowman. 
Leontine, Mr. Leitherfull. 
Chorus. 

Pulcheria- Mrs. Betterton. 
Athenats, | Mrs. Barry. 
Julia. 

Delia. 


Attendants, Singers. 


The SCENE 


CONSTANTINOPLE. 


To ber Grace the Dutcheſs of Richmond. 
MAD A 1M, 
T:; E Reputation that this Play received onthe Stage, fhme few Er- 


rors excepted, was more than | could well hope from ſo Cen- 

ſorious an Age, from whom 1 ask but ſo much neceſſary Praiſe 

: as willſerye, once or twicea Year at moſt, to gain their good 
Company, and juſt keep me alive. | 


There is net now that Mankind that was then, 

When as the Sun and Man did ſeem to ſtrive 
(?oynt-Tenants of the World) who ſhould ſurvive : 
When if a ſlow-pac'd Star bad ſton away, 

From the Obſervers marking, be might ſtay 

T wo or three hundred years to ſee't agen, 

And then makes up his Obſervation plain. Dr. Donn. 


For, *tis impoſlible in our limited Time (and 1 bring his Opinion to back 
my own, who is without compariſon the beſt Writer of the Age) to pre- 
ſent our JyIges a Poem half ſo perfect as we cou'd make it. 1 muſt ac- 
knowledge, Madam, with all humility, I ovght to have taken more time 
and more pains in this Tragedy, becauſe it is dedicated to Your Grace, 
who being the beſt Judge, (and therefore can when' You pleaſe make vs 
tremble) yet with exceeding Mercy have pardon'd the defefts of Theo- 
doſius, and given it Your entire Approbaiion. My Genixs, Madam, Was 
Your Favourite when the Poet was unknown, and openly receiv'd Your 
Smiles before I had the Honour to pay Your Grace the moſt ſubmiſtive 
Gratitude for ſo illuſtrious and advantageous a Protection. To let the 
World too know that You.do not think it beneath You'to be officiouſly 
Good, eyen from extremeſt Heights to diſcern the loweſt Creatures, and 
give them all the Nobleſt Influence You can, You brought Her Royal 
Highneſs juſt at the exigent Time, whoſe ſingle Preſence-on-the Pocts 
day is a Subſiſtence for him all the Year after. _Ah, Meden, if all the 
ſhort-liv*d Happineſs that miſerable Poets can enjoy conſiſt in Commen- 
dation onely z nay, ifthe moſt part are content with Pop/lar Breath, and 
even for that are thankful : How ſhall I expreſs my ſelf to Your Grace, who 
by a particular Goodneſs, and innate Sweetneſs, meetly- for the {ake of 
doing well, have thus rais'd me above my ſelf. . To: have Your Graces 
Favour, is, ina word, to have the Applauſeof the whole Court, who are 
its Nobleſt Ornament; magnificent and eternal.Praiſe. Svinething/ there 
is1n Your Meen ſo much above that we yulgarly call Charming, that tone 
it ſeems Adorable, and Your Preſence almoſt Divine, whoſe dazling and 
Mzjeſtick Form is a proper Manſion for the moſt elevated Soul: And let 
me tell the World, nay, ſighing ſpeak it to a Barbarovs Age (I cannot 
help calling it ſo, when I think of Rowe and Greece) Your extraordinary 
Love for Heroick Poetry is not the'leaſt Argument to ſhew the Greatnels 
of Your Mind, and fulneſs of Perfeftion. To hear You ſpeak with that 
A 2 ; inkgite 


EL The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


infinite Sweetneſs and Chearfulneſsof Spirit that is natural to Your Grace, 
is merhinks to hear our Tutelar Angels ; ?Tis to bemoan the preſent ma- 
licious Times, and remember the Golden Age : But to behold you too, is 
to make Prophets quite forget their Heaven, and bind the Poets with eter- 
nal Raptures | 


Her pure and eloquent Blood 
Spoke in her Cheeks, and ſo diſtinftly wrought, 
That one might almoſt ſay, her Body thought. 


You for whoſe Body God made better Clay, | 
Or took Souls Stuff, ſuch as ſhall late decay, 
Or ſuch as need fmall change at the laſt day» Dr. Donn. 


Ziphares and Semandra were firſt Your Graces Favourites; and 
though I ought not, Madam, to praiſe Your Wit by Your Judgment of 
my Painting, yet I muſt ſay, Such Characters every Dawber cannot draw. 
It has been often obſerved againſt me, That abound in ungovern'd Fan- 
cy; but I hope the World will pardon the Sallies of Youth: Age, De- 
ſpondence, and Dulneſs come too faft of themfelves. I diſcs.zmend no 
Man for keeping the beaten Road z but Iam ſure the Noble Hunters that 
follow the Game,mulſt leap Hedges and Ditches ſometimes, and run at all, 
or never comein to the fall of the Quarry, My comfort is, 1 cannot be 
foridiculous a Creature to-any Man as 1 am to my felf: for, who ſhould 
know the Houſe 1o well as the Good Man at home ? who when his. 
Neighbours come to ſee him, ſtill ſets the beſt Rooms to view z and if he 
be not a wilful Aſs, keeps the Rubbiſh and Lumber in ſome dark Hole, 
where no body comes but himſelf, to mortifie at melancholy Hours. But 
how then; Madan, in this unſuitable condition, how ſhall I anſwer the 
infinite Honours and Obligations Your Grace has laid upon me? Your 
Grace, who is the moſt beautiful Idea'of Love and Glory; who, tothat- 
Divine Compoſition, have the nobleſt and beſt-natur?d Witin the World, 
Alll can promiſe, adam. and be able to perform, is, That Your Grace 
ſhall.never ſee a Play of mine that ſhall give offence to Modeſty and Ver- 
tue.; and what T.humbly,offer to the World, ſhall beof ofe at leaſt, and Þ. 
kope deſerve imitation: which is; or ought tobe, 1 am/ſite, the'Deſign 
of all Tragedies and Comedies both Ancient and Modern. I ſhould preſume 
-to promije-my ſeit too ſome Succeſs inthings of this nature,if Your Grace 
(in; whom. the Charms of Beauty, Wit, and Goodneſs ſeem reconcil'd) at 
aleiſpre Hour:would condeſcend to-.correct with Your excellent Judg- 
ment; the Erears of, ''- +! 24 1 1  v:;0 | rs 

LT M AD AM, 

Your Graces moſt bumble, 
, woſt obedient, and devoted Servant, 


NAT. LEE. 
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OR, THE | 


Force of Love. 


ACTI. SCENE L 


A ſtately Temple, which repreſents the Chriſtian Religion, as in its fir 
here : Being but lately eſtabliſht at Ron's and in 11ſt 
nople. The ſide Scenes ſhew the horrid T ortures, with which theRo- 
man Tyrants perſecuted the Church y and the flat Scene, which #s the 
limit of the proſpett,” diſcovers an Altar richly adern'd, , before it 
Conſtantine, ſuppos"d kneels, with Commanders abour h.w, gazing 
at a bloody Croſs in the Acre, which being incompaſs'd with many. Am 

gels, offers it ſelf to view, with theſe words diſtinily written, (ln 
hoc ſigao vinces *.) Inſtruments are heard; and many Attendants : 
The Miniſters at Divine Service, walk, buſily up and down. Till 
Atticus the chief of all the Prieſts, upd ſuccefſer of St. Chryloſtom, 
inrich Robes, comes forward with the. Philoſopher. keontine.. ;T he 
Waiters in ranks bowing all the waybefore'him. © . 


: 


A Chorus heard at diſtance. 


Prepare, prepare | the Rites begin, Wore: 
Let none unballow'd enter ins, l NcaiT 
The T emple:with: new Glory ſhines, 
Adorn the Altars, waſh the Shrines, 
And purge the place from Sin. 


9 


Attic.  Leontine / was ever Morn like this, A... 
Since 'the: Celeſtial Incarnation dawn?d ?. | -. 
I think: *norDay fince that, fuch Glory gave. - 


To Chriſtian Altars, as this morning brings. 
| DS; 2 Legut. 


SJ on 
” _ "—_Y offi 4 ae Se. Wb a Sag 4 


Ren 7 "IP" 


A THEODOSIUS; 0r, 


-"Livit; GreatSucerier; of holy eiyſoſom, on 
Who now Triumphs above a-Saint of Honour?” © _—_ 
Next in degree to thoſe-bright Sons.of Heav'n, 
Wis never fell, nor ſtain'd their Orient Beams : 
Whas ſhall 1 anſwer ? How. ſhall L approach you 
Since my Converſion, which your breath inſpir'd? 
Attic. To ſee this Day, th' Emperouc of the Eaſt, 
Leave all the pleaſures that the Earth"xaa yield, 
That Nature can beſtow, or Art invent; 
Ia his Life's ſpring, and bloom of gavvdy years, 
To undergo the penance of a-Cloyſter, | 
Coufin'd. to marrow! Rooms, and. gloomy walks, * 
Faſtings and Exerciſes of Devotion, 
Which from his bed at midnight muſt awake him, 
Methinks, O Leontine! is ſomething more, 
Than yer Philoſophy, could ever reach. 
Leont. True,' Atticus; youhave amaz'd my- reaſon. 
 Fttic. Yet more, to our Religions laſting honour : 
Marina and Flavilla, tyvo young Virgins, | 
Imperial born, caſt in the faireſt mould, 
That e're the hands of beauty form'd for Woman ; 
The Mirrors of our Court, where Chaſtity 
And Innocence might Copy ſpotleſs: Luſter; 
To Day with Theodeſins leave the: World. 
Leont. Methinks at ſuch a glorious reſignation, 
The Angelick Orders- fhould as once. deſcend, 
In all the Paint and Drapery of Heav'n ; 
With Charming Voices, and* with Julling ſtrings, 
To give full grace to ſoch- Triumphant Zeal. Ts 
Alttie. No, Leontine © 1 fear 'there is a fault : ci 
For when I laſt confeſt- th? Emperour, - 
Whether diſguſt and melancholly bloud, 
From reſtleſs Paſſions, urg'd not this Divorce ? 
He only anfwer'd me with fighs and bluſhes; 
*Tis ſure, his Soul. is .of the tendereſt make - 
Thet#fore, Ill cax him ftritly ; but my Friend, 
Why ſhould 1 give his CharaCter to you, 
Who, when his Father ſent him into Perſia, 
Were by that mighty Monarch then appointed 
To breed him with. his Son, the Prince Yararnes. 
Leont, And what will raiſe your' Admiration, Is, 
That two ſuch different” Tempers ſhould -agree : 
You know that Theodoſius. is compos'd 
Of all the ſoftneſs .rhat ſhould make a Woman, 
Judgment almoſt like Fear fore-runs his ARions 3 


The (ry of dave; 

And he will. th ts an injury ſo lon 

As if he had rather pardon 11" W's 2 92 

But the Young Perſiar Prince quite © poly” 

So Fiery fierce, por thoſe. who. vi hi |; _ 

May ſee his havghty Soul ſtill mo! in- his aces 

Yet did 1 ſtudy theſe ſo different = 

Till | at ft. had. n'd'a' Per 

As if two Souls did bir i " one-body 

A friendſhip that may challenge all the Wold, 

And at the. proof. be matchleſs. 

» tic. | long to read © © 

' This Gallant Prince, who; as: you have inform'd me, -- 

Comes from his Fathers Court to ſee our Emperor. ' 
Leon, So he (intended till he came to Athbers;) © | 

And at my homely. board 'beheld my Dangheer 

Where, as Fate ordered, 'ſhe who never ſaw 

The Glories of a Court, " bred: | Fs to Books 

In Cloſets like. a Sybill. -She, 13 6 0 

| (Long ſince from Perſia! bronghe Þy iow: to! Abheris 1 | 

Unskild in Charms,” but thoſe which Nature. gave her, 

Wounded this: ſcornful Prince®+-1n ſhort; he fore'd me! 

To wait him thither, with deep proteſtations, 0170! 

That Moment. thay 'berefi-him of the: __ QUE 


Of Arhenats, gave hirg Ceftain Deach-''9 40.3-Mli 421: 


\ 


Enter Varanes, and Athenais. 


But ſee m Daughter honoufed with his nepſence;: 
 Vara. Tis ſtrange !' © Athenais ! wondrous; all 

Wondrous the Shrines; and! w wenderful' the/ Altars !-: 

The Martyrs, though bur drawn in painted lien 

Amaze. me with the Image of "their tiif*rings - 

Saints Canoniz'd that daped Roman T ytants. 

Hermits that liv'd in Caves, and fed witt D__ 

By Oroſmades, it is wondrous all. - 

That bloody Croſs, in yonder Azure Sky; 


Above the . Head 'of 'kneeling” Conftantine; [22A 


Inſcrib'd abont with Golden Characters : 

T hou ſhalt or e-come_in this. If it be true; 

I ſay again, by Heav*n *ris wond”rons ſtrange. 
Athen. O Prince! if thus Imagigation-(tirs you, 


'* »: A fancy rajg'd from Figures in dead Walls, -: | -. AVY 
' How woultt the Sacred 'breath of Arrdew: 7 #525! + 


Y 


Inſpire your Breaſt, purge all your droſy away,” ! 
* 24 drive this Jthenars from your Soul, | 
'B'3 


To 


, T HEODOS1VS; Or,. 


To make a Virgin ron. whojn. ye the monld'” | "_ 
Of your rude Fancy eanngt., Iota | 


ara. What re {D% Fair? rive. ee "as me; 
Start mg- no JInto: Fi "Jeſt th;4 nd ado: | 
At all Religion, aud WIT. 6 
And what is fe {rp Ee 1d i "u 1 ew 
*Were ſhe the M Hb fs "N24 
As Winter alla oh Loop CN 
And- thou fet by in Nature's. p plane Driks, AN | 
With that chaſt modcſt look when ki Fel 1 a i 
The Heireſs, vk apoor , Philoſppher, | Reggrapys 704 ta fidurs 
1 ſwear by:gll--tmwiſh, by 26. loves. id 4 ak 
Glory and thee,,\l would. not. oſe, athoy | 
Nor caſt an Eye. that way,; but ruſh. to "Flee, el 
To theſe lov'd:arms, and..loſe my {elf f for ever." * 

Athenais. Forbear, my Lond... 

Vara: O cruel Athenajs; | CE eg 
VVhy doſt..thou -put;ame of, wh, ; Nive & £0 >} 
And thruſt, me from hee Ter would approach thee ?- | 
Can there, be ovght_jn- this.?.. Curſe then thy MeL ea 
Thy glorious, Titles and ill-fuited Greatneſs, | 
Since Athenats {corns thee; Take, agaj0 | | 
Your ill.tim'd Honours ;. teke.*em, take. er Goft?” 

And change me to ſome humble Villager, 

If ſo at leaſt .for toils at-ſcorching Noon, 

In mowing Meadows, or in reaping Fields, - 
At night-ſhe-will but crown me with. a ſmile, 

Or reach the- bounty.,of her. hand; to_bleſs me. - 

Athen. When Princes ſpeak, their Subjects ſhould be Net, 
Yet with humility 7, would, demand, | 
VVherein appears my. ſcorn; -or my averſion ? 
Have I not for your fake. abandon d home, .. 
VVhere 1 had yow/d;to ſpend my calmer days? 
But you perhaps imagine .it- but hittle,, - 

For a poor Maig- th follgw-you abroad, 
Eſpecially the Daughteri of >old | Leontine, 
Yet 1 muſt tell you: Prince 

Vara. I cannot bear' - 

Thoſe Frowns: 1 have offended, but _—C me. 
For who, Atenais, that: is toſs'd | 

VVith ſuch tempeſtwous tydes of love. as 1. 
Can ſteer a ſteady courſe. Retire, my Fair. Ann Auariſh 
Hark ! the Solemnities are now beginning, 

And Theodoſins comes : Hide, hide thy . "= 
If to his clouded Eyes ſuch Ry ſhould break, 
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- 


The -,* 


-_- 


* » : The Forte of Love. 


The Royal Youth ; who dotes' to Death for. Loye; 
I fear would forfeit all this ' Vows to! Hear'n, - 
And fix upon thy VVorld, thy VVorld of Beauty. [Exeunt- 


Enter Theodofius leading Miirina and Flavilla (all three 
'*'-  dreſt in white) follywed by Pulcheria. 


Theo. Farewel, Pulchttia! and 7 pray, no more: 
For all thy kind Complaints are loſt upon me. 
Have 7 not ſworn: the: world and 7 muſt part? . 
Fate has proclaim'd it, therefore weep no mare, 
VVound not the tendereſt part of Theodoſins, 
My yielding Soul, that would expire in Calms! 
VVound me not' with thy tears, and 7 will tell thee, 
Yet ere 1 take my laſt farewel for ever, 
The cauſe of 'all my ſofferings: O, my Siſter ! 
A bleeding heart, the ſtings of pointed Love, 
VVhat Conſtitution ſoft as mine can bear ? * 
Pulch. My Lord, my Emp*rour, my deareſt Brother, 
VVhy all this while did you conceal it from me ? 
Theo. Becauſe 1- was aſham'd to own my weakneſs, 
T knew thy ſharper wit, and ſtricter VViſdom, 
V Vould dart reproofs,. which /conld not endure. 
Draw: near, O, Atticus, and mark me well, 
For never did yet-my complaining Spirit 
Lalaid this weighty Secret upon him, 
Nor groan a ſyllable of her Oppreſlion.” 
_ Arnic, Concealment was a fault, but ſpeak at large, 
"Make hare the VVound, and 7 will pour in Balm. 
 Theed. ?Tis Folly all, and fondneſs :0, remembrance ” 
V Vhy doſtthou openthus my VVound again, - 2 |... 
And from my hears calldown thoſe warmer drops 
That make me dye with ſhame ?:Hearthen, Pulcheria'! 
Some few preceding days before / left 
The Perſian Court, honting one/morning early, - 
1 loſt my ſelf and all the Company, : - i 
Still VVandring on as Fortune would direct mie, 
I paſt a Rivnler, andalighted in *. 
The ſweeteſt Solitude ever ſaw ! ; 
VVhen ſtreight, as if enchantment had been there,- . 
Two charming voices drew mull came, | 
V Vhere divers Arbours overIvoktrhe River. 
Uponthe Olter Bank two VV omen'fate, 
VVho when their Song was ended talkt to one, 
VVho bathiag ſtood far in the Chryltal ſtream 
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Bur ob whaFGught can paint: thar fair pecfeCtion, !:'- ! - * 
Or give a glimps.of ſath-a Naked Glory? 1 
-Not:Sta- botn Yenus, .in the Courts beneath, | 
Whea the green Nymphs ficſt kiſs'd her Coral, lips, 
A!l poliſht, fair, and; vvaſhe' with Orient Beauty, 
Conld in my dazling Fancy matcht -her brightneſs. 
Attic. Think where you- are ? 
Theo. Q ! Sir, you muſt forgive me, 
The-chaſt Enthuſiaſtick Form appears. 
- As when 1 ſaw her; yet | ſwear, Pulcheria, 
Had cold Diana been a looker on, 
She muſt have , prais'd the Virtues of the Virgin, 
The Satyrs could not grin, for ſhe :was vail'd : 
Nothing immodeſt, from her_ naked boſom. 
Pown to her knees the Nymph was wrapt in Lawn: 
But oh for me! for me, that was too much ! 
Her Legs, her, Arms, her Hands, her Neck, her Breaſts, 
So nicely ſhap'd; ſo matchleſs in their Luſter! 
Such all-perfeftion, that I took whole dravghts 
Of killing Love; and ever ſince have languiſhe 
With lingring ſurfeits of her Fatal Beauty ! 
Alas! too fatal ſure! Oh Atticus! 
Forgive me, for my ſtory now is done, | 
The Nymph was dreſt, -and with her two Companions, 
Having deſcry*d me, ſhriekt and fled away, 
Leaving me motionleſs, till Leontine, 
Th” Infrutor of my Youth, by chance came in, 
And wak'd me from the wonder that, extranc'd me. : 
Altic. Behold, my Lord, the man whom you. haye-nam'd, 
"The" Harbinger of Prince Yaranes here. | 
Theod. O Leontine' ten thouſand Welcomes meet thee ? 
Thou Foſter Father of my tender Youth, 
Who rear'd the*Plant, and prun'd it with ſuch care. 
How ſhall 1 look upon Thee, who am fallen 
From all the Principtes of manlier reaſon 
By thee infus'd, to more than womans weakneſs ? 
Now 'by the Majeſty Divine; that aws 
This facred place, 1 ſwear you muſt not Kneel - 
And tell me, for I have a thouſand things 
To ask-thee; where, where is my God-like Friend? - 
Is he arriv'd, and ſhall. I fee his face, | rf Wl in | 
Before | am Cloiſter'd from the World for ever? :/;- 
Leont. He comes, my Lord, \with;- all the expecting joys: 
Of a young promigd Lover, from his Eyes 
_ Viz hopes look forth, and-boiliog: fancy forms 


No- 


he Force of Lowe: - 


Nothing but Theodeſius ſtill before: him 43+ -- - « 04 or 

His thought, his"every word,” is- TheodoftuF .. ©. 1 
Theo, Yet Leontime, yet anſwer me'o oh 

With tremblings/I demand thee. ; INUIT 

Say---haſt thou ſeen? Oh, has that Heay *aly form. 

Appear'd to thee again? Behold he's dumb: 

Proceed then to the Solemn laſt farewell; 

Never was man fo willing, and Prepar'd. 


Enter Varanes, Araneaer; Os; 


In. 


Vare.. Where is my Friend! oh: where | is' my beloi'd;”. 
My Theodoſins ! point -him out ye* Gods, 
That / may preſs him: dead betwixt: my Arms; 
Devour him-thus with over-haſty Joyes, 
That languiſh at his' Breaſt; © rpg out Ds breath, 
And cannot utter ' more. 

Theo... Thou mightieſt pleaſure | ! 
And greateſt: bleſſing,-that kind” Heav'a could ſend; 
To glad my parting Soul, a; thouſand welcomes ! 
O when 1 look on thee, new ſtarts of Glory 


Spring in my breaſt, and with a backward bound * b <2; 
IT ron the Race of lofty Youth again. Tres [TY 


Vara. By Heawn it joyes me t00,.-when. I remember - 
Our thouſand paſtimes, when we botrow'd Names . 
Alcides, 1, and Thou, my deareſt [Thiſeus, -- | 
When through the VVoods, we chas'd: the foaming Boar, 
VVith Hounds that open'd like Theſalian Bulls, 

Like Tygers flu'd, and ſanded as the fhore, 

VVith Ears, and Cheſts, that daſht the morning: Dew : 
Driv*n with the ſport, as ſhips are toſt in ſtorms, 

_ VVe ran like VVinds, :and matchleſs was our Courſe, 

Now ſweeping ore the limit of a Hill 
Now with a Full Career come thundring down THEE 
The precipice / and ſweat. along the.Vale."' -. | 234! 

Theed. O glorious time * and when«the eathering Clou 
Have calFd us home; ſay; did we: reſt, my Brother ? 
VVhen on the- Stage to the admiring Court 
VVe. ſtrove to repreſent Alcides fury, 

In all that raging heat,':and* pomp 'of magneſs, 
VVith which the Rately Seneca adorn'd him: 

So lively draw, and painted: with-ſuch: horror, . 
That weWere ford to: give! it-o're, ſo lowd: 

The Virgins. ſhriek'd, . ſo: faſt' they 'dy'd away: 

Fark ME Theodefins ſtil}.z "tis my lov'd Brocker 3 
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3 -I HEO-DOSIU-S}; or, 
And by the Gods wee'l ſee thoſe times agen? ' © 
VVhy then has rumour wtong'd thee, that reported 
- Chriſtian Enthuſiaſm had charm'd thee from us, - 
That drawn by Prieſts, and work*d by Melaneholly, 
Thou hadlſt laid the golden Reins of Empire down, 
And ſworn thy ſelf a Votary for ever ? 

Theed. *Tis almoſt true 3 and had lot you arriv'd, 
\ The ſolemn buſineſs had by this been ended. 
This I have made thc Empreſs of the Eaſt, 


_ - My elderSiſter: Theſe with me retire, 


| Devoted to the Pow*r, whom vve adore. , 
YVara. VVhat Pow'r is that'that merits ſuch oblations ? 
I thought the Sun more great and glorious, | 
Than any that e're mingled vvith the Gods 
Yeteven to him my Fathernever offer'd 
Morethan a Hecatomb of Bulls and Horſes : 
Novv by thoſe Golden Beams, that glad the VVorld, 
Iſfyvear it is too much : For one of theſe, 
But half ſo bright, our God vyould drive no more, 
He'd leave the 'darken'd Globe, and in ſome Cave 
Injoy ſuch Charms for ever. 
Attic. My Lord, forbear ! L 4 
Such Language does not ſuit vvith our Devotion : 
© Nothing prophane mult dare to murmur here, 
Nor ſtain the hallovv'd Beauties of the place ; 
Yetthus far vve mult yield: The Emperor 
- Is not encugh prepar'd to leave the V Vorld. 
Vara. Thus lovy, moſt Reverend of this ſacred place, 
T kneel for pardon, and am half Converted, 
By your permiſſion that my Theodoſins 
Return to my Embraces. O my Brother / 
VVhy doſt thou droop, there vvill be time enough 
For Prayer and Faſting, and Religions Vovyys ; 
Let us enjoy, vvhile yet thou art my ovvyn, 
All the Magnificence of Eaſtern Courts ; 
Thate to vyalk a lazy life avvay - 
Let's run the Race vyhich Fate has ſet before us, 
And poſt to the Dark Goal. 
Thee, Cruel Deſtiny ! 
VVhy amnot Ithus too? O my Yaranes! 
V'Vhy are theſe Coſtly Diſhes ſet before me ? 
VV hy do thefe ſounds of pleaſure ſtrike my;Ears ? 
VVhy are theſe Joys brought to my fick remembrance; 
+ VVho haveno appetite; but am to ſenſe, 
From Head to Foot, all a dead palſieo're ? > 1 


Vara. 


* © To raiſethee upto pl 
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" The Force of Love. 


' Para. Fear not, my Friend! allthall be'well agaio, 
For Thave thouſand wany, and CY Stories 
re, wellunlock 
- Our faſteſt ſecrets, ſhe upon each other 
Our tendereſt Cares, and quite unbar thoſe doors, 
VVhkich ſhall be ſhut to all Mankin d befide. . 

Attic. Silence and Reverence are the Temples dues : 
Therefore, while vyepurſue the Sacred Rites, 
Be theſe obſery*d, or quit the avyful place, 

Imperial Siſters, novy twin-ſtars of Heay'n, 
Anſvver tbe Succeſlor of Chryſoſtem, 
VVithout leaſt Reſervation anſvyer me, 

By thoſe harmonious Rules /charg'd ye learn. 


_ Attics Sings. 


Attic. Canſt thou, Marina, leave the World, 
The Worldthat is Devotion: bane, 
Where Crowns are toſt, and Scepters hurld, 
Where Luſt and proud Ambition Reign ? 


2 Prieſt. Car you your coſtly Rebeaforbear, 
To live with us in poor attire, 
Can you from Courts to Cells repair, 


To ſing at midwght in our Quire ? 


3. Prieſt. Can you forget your golden Beds, 
- Where youmeght ſleep beyond the morn, 


On Matts to lay your Royal beac | 
And bave your beauteous Treſſes ſborn? 


Attic. Can you reſolve to faſt all day, 
And weep and graan tobe forgivn, 
Can you tn broken ſlumbers. pray, 
And by affliction mer: t Heav'n? 


Chor. Say, Fotaris, can this be done, RN 
While we the grate Divine smplore, 


The worldhas loſt, the battel's wo. 
And ſin ſhall ever charm ye more |, 


_ $21,100 voila Rob 5 011! 2571 56 
Marina. The gate to blsſs der nem find... Ds, 


S8ngs, And all my P(RANCE. HS; - L . . 
T be world pon the hor hand) ' 
ily Orve8 out, O de not bid adieu + 
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" Yet, Sacred Sir, 2 hole « Ting ans 12461 151 av 
Where Pomp and Pride thes yon tall, PEE at 
Where Youth ana Beauy art't 


7 Tin. WOO TIN 
And plead their moving Caſe fo wWeth.. 53 M8. 


" If ought that's vain my thoughts F770 AION g. 
Or any Paſſions govern hire, © Ng 2 
But-what divinity may bleſs,” Er Oe 
0 my I never entry fhere? 


Flavilla What ! what can Pomp or Glory do; 
Sings. Or what can humane Charms perſwade, 
T hat mind that has Haw in "views, ES 
How can it ber by Earth betray © 0 


No. Monarch full of Youth and F, ame, 

The Foy of Eyes, and. Natures Pride, | 
Should once my thonghts from Heaven Reclaim! 

T hough now be woo' me e for ad Bride. 5 he 


Haſte chew, Oh Date Y and tak; ir ins 

For ever lock Religion*s Door, 

Secure us from the Charms of fn," 

And let us ſee the World Mo more. . ; 
Attic. Hark ! hark/ behold thy Ervivendy Wii 

Singt. Theycleave the Air in bright attire, 

And ſee his Lute each Angel bring fb. 
And hark: Divinely this < Sings, TAs 
To the Pow'rs Divintty "alt flory be gwen, © 0 
By men upon Earth, *aud Anptls i $0 TEES 


= 


Scene (huts, and all the To with Marina, and Flv. d; ;fappear: 


Pulch. For ever gone ! for: ever ated from: me". A 
© T heodoſins, till this-cruel omen 
I never knew. how tenderly I loy'd? em 5; IS 
But onthis everlaſting ſeparation tf 
Methinks-my Soul has lefe me, ' and my Title: 

Of diſſolution points me tothe Grave. 

Theo. O my FYaranes,. does tiotktiow'thy temper”: 
Bate ſomthing, of it's Fire ?: daſt thou not melc- Ee OR 
In meer Compaſſion: of my-Siſters'Fate; d 104.08 9g 4A TSB 11. 
And cool thy (elf with one reltntinggtiongtits2 «++ bod. .zzg 
Yara. Yes, my.dar'd Soul rows inward;' melancholy 
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Behold [caſt the ſcourge of theſe Offenders, 
ad —_ 


The Porte of Lowe, * 


Which 1 ne're felt before, now comes upon me ; 


_ "And begin to loathall human greatneſs. 


Oh ? ſigh not then, nor thy hard Fate deplore ! 
For *tis reſoly*d, we will be Kings no more: 
we'll fly all Courts, and Love ſhall be our guide, 
Love, that's more worth than all the world beſide. 
Princes are barr'd the Liberty to Roam, 
The feiter*d mind ſtill languiſhes at home 
In golden bands ſhe treads the thoughtful round, 
Buſineſs and Cares eternally abound, 
** And when for Air the Goddeſs would unbind, 
*« She's clogg'd with Scepters,and to Crowns confin'd.Exeunr. 


OO I 


ACT IL SCENEL 


© Emter Pulcheria, Julia, Attendants. 


Pulch. Heſe Packets for the Emperour Honorins, 
Be ſwift, let the Agent haſte to Rowe — 
I hear, my Fulia, that our General 
Is from the Goths, return'd with Conqueſt hone. 

?ul. He is; to day I ſaw him in the Preſence, 

Sharp to the Courtiers, as he ever was: 
Becauſe they went not with him to the Wars. - 
Toyou he bows and ſues to kiſs your hand. 

Pulch. He ſhall, my deareſt Julia; oft1 have told thee 
The ſecret of my Soul z If e'rel marry, * : 
Marcian's my Husband, he is a man, my Julia, - 
Whom I have ſtudy'd long, and found him perfect : 

Old Rome at every glance looks through his eyes, 
And kindles the beholders : Some ſharp Atomes  - 
Run through his Frame, - which 1 could wiſh were out: 
He ſickens at the ſoftneſs of the Emperour;' © ' 
And ſpeaks too freely of our Female Court; '" = 

hen ſighs, comparing it with what Rowe was. 


Enter Marcian,. 41d Lucius. 


\* 


. 
- 


Pulch. Ha {Whore theſe that dare prophane this-place, 


With more than batb*rous infolence ! | 


Marc, At your Feet, 
And 


— * 


_ 


-. Could thus confine is, thay bug 


12 = THEODOSIUS; 0r, 
And kneel to kiſs your "ang | 


|  Pulc. Pot up i. Sword, 
And ere I bid you welcqa me From th W 
this ry neſs ? 


Be ſure you clear your 
Or Marcian leave the Court. - 
Marc. Thus 

The Emperour e recar Y me with q Aro; 

Embrac'd me for my Co an ove J 

When on a ſudden all ogy Guilded F 

That buz about the Court came dnyrg round me : 

This with affected BEE, and ns d Words, | 

BEES 0 me to tell my Tale of Vict _— 

Which done, he thanks me, - behind his fellow, 

W if pers him in the Ear, then imiles and liſtens, 

While 1 relate my Story once again : 

A thizd comes in, and agks me the ſame favoyr; 

Whereon they laugh, white I ſtill ignorant 

Go on ; but one behind, more impudent, 

Strikes on my ſhoulder; then oy layghy out-right, 

Butthen 1  Ralcbe] abuſe to 4 ate, BY 

Return'd my Knight behind a box g*'gh? Ear 3 

Then drew, and bxiefly lem: they were Raſcals. 


They, laughiog ſtill, cxy'd out the Gengzal $ wulty, 
Whereon Il drove ?  Madao, 2a yo yau ſaw : 

This is in ſhort te Teh, Ui 

To your own Juſtice, 

Sentence me and Pll leaye the oO 


OM 
Merc \ from the Wars; 


And ſtill whoa Fe vemabon <3 ca A ms, ' 
Heay'n ſen mperour a G 
Renown'd as Marcignyz as $0 & is paſt, 


' Ithink the World will L pe prai 008 Geaſs 

Pulcheria, when ſhe pardons me e acti | 
Merc, Gods ! Ggds ! PoRgrens Jonader of Rowe? 

Whatis becags pf ola mighy —_ ;3 

That rais'd our Empir be a 2M 8... 

Where is it pent? W 

Now run through all the Eaſt *; Occiden 1 
Pulch. Speak calmly,” | a pnlrtoIEN 
Marc. Who can be temperate, 

Thaghins a6 des Maar? Why harw's 6 Gllwrs . + 


I have ſeen him fight againſt a.Tr 
In your defence, as if he loy'd to mg 


Come to my arms, my Deae [ ThoncaS moth 


+" LOoIEICS 


= . 


Thy Foros of Lone. 


But haſt a Soul a & af? eutc: 43 2+ ms 1 
O Madam when he hanhery all overblood, :- 011 557 
And hackt SN — 
I pg ſeen him 


bed -— ASE 
gtk Beog a Ix 
346 ls Fas. : 


ek this man, ;_...'c | 

| te fought "fo bravely in his-Ce I CY © Ott 2M 
This excellent man iy ro the Pecicnce 1410711 619 
Did I ſee wrong'd before \ | "4-4 
Scorn'd»aad on becaul col pacry nos Crioge, 

Nor plant his » tould da. 
One ſaid his C —_ were gm made; avd pd dana 
His Taylor ——>: vid, ou xd 


As if he had nor loſt hi 
If things are ſuffer*d ta my downall 


Authority, Peeinenee, Degree and Vertue. 
Let Rome wf never r enana 10, RO, EDS: 
Ofall the Gods, be 


Effeminate Perſians, and the L Rd ;an faftneſs,.. 
Make all your Fights, Marcian Salou no mare; . 
For by my Arms it makey a Wamanafme z 
And my ſwoln eyes run o're te think this warth, 
This fuller Honour than the: whale:Court holds;.. {3% 
Should be ridiculous to Knavea ayd Fools 4 + : - - 7 enim 3 
Should ſtarve for wang of whes-is.neceſſany. . - + | 
To By S CON Nh es ae oeeM > 
Are ſo o're grown with Fag, wel | 
That they can hardly walk mithout ao Eagive. = 
Pulch. Why did yo op infra be: Kaapieror 2 
Mare. Becauſt he will nob heax me 2 'iÞlas, godd on! 
He flies from thisha& VVarld; on rpg Vans: | 


And dangers come, he runs go 
To your new thing, I know: not:what you acai 
V'VhichC Vegan. "Jun 
Puleb. How, Marcian | arent: youoftiue... 
Religion which the Empergur owns? vanrtnth 7542 
Marc. No Madam, ity9u'll hehehe ahooght, 
] am not ol their ir Princle, thattake- -: ; 
A wrong ; lo farigpms bearing witlia Boe, -- 
I would ſtrike firſt lkeold:Frme ; Iwaxdfand,.. 
Elbow phe neighbouring Fiona tan 12 
Ta;ade, enlarge wy 
Ofthe too narrow Univerſe; -/ ; 
\That I deſpiſe you holy ome OM 1 


oughe 
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1am for the Reman-Gods, for Funeral Piles, ; Gorge "14% 
For mounting Eagles, 'and the fancied f7 COBB, 0) 
Ofour Fore-Fathers:  'Methinks my heated Spirt” 

Cou'd utter things worth. loſing of my Head. 

Pulch. Speak freely, Marcian, for Tknow thee honeſt. 

Marc. O, Madam ? long, long, may EY ww I, 
But 7 muſt ſay his gentle diſpoſition  * { 
Suits nor, Alas ! the Oriental ſway - 

Bid him but look on Pharamond;, O Gods! 

Awake him with the Image of that Spirit, 
VVhich, like a Pyramid reverit, is grown 
Ev*a from a point to-the moſt dreadful greatneſs; | | 
His very name already ſhakes the VVorld';' | 

And ſtill in perſon heading his firſt Squadrons, wo 

Like the firſt Ceſar o'ce the hardy Gauls, © - © 

He ſeems another Thunderbolt of VVar. | 
- Pulch- Toft haveblam'd my Brother moſt for this; 

That to my hand he leaves the State-affairs,' - 
And how that. ijounds, you know— : 

Marc. Forgive me, -Madam; ' ' © —r 
I think that all the greatneſs of your Sex, l 
Rome's Clelia, and the famd Semiramss, 
VVith all th' Amazonianvalour too - . 
Meet in Pulcheria; yet Iſay forgive me. 
# with reluQtancel beholda VVomarn - 
Sit at the Empires Helm, and ſteet the VVorld. 

Pulc. Iſtand Rebuk'd: wt. 
Marc. Mark but the growing French. - 
The moſt auſpicious Omen of their greatneſs, (241 
That 7 can gueſs, 'is their late Saline Law, 
Bleſt by their Prieſts, #he Subj, ahd- pronounc'd © ER 
To ſtand forever; which exeladevall VVomer {© 
From the /mperial Crown':: Bug, oh! Tipeak" 


The leaſt of all choſe infinite 5 grievances, - 20 1 ot Toy 0 7 
VVhich make the Subj homes AP I "8 _ TU 
Tho? 7 proceeded il like Hawdba, 6: nds. GT ant 
And puniſht ev'ry Mutineer witlydEath 5 * 2:91121 


Yet, oh / it ſtabb'd me' Mae aetrehe Sou! - Y 

To paſs the V Vretches Doom, becauſe 1knew 7 2 000 IG 9 
VVith Juſtice they complain'd; for hard th fought; - 192M 31 

And with their blood .earn'd that forbidden'Bread, els 
VVhich ſome at Court, and Great ones, -chougtivg-namid;" root {IA 
Caſt to their Hounds, while the poor Souldier's faryd—" an 
Pulch. Your pity too in moutafu fetlojhip, "MN 003 2713 it.) 
No doubt might ſooth their murmors. 157.7907 19tzs 1 26fl T. 
| Marc: 


A The Pecan: 1% 


_ - Hare. Yes, it did, 30S 
That 1 might put *em "once axis hs 
1ſaid *twas true, the Emperoue-westo blame, 
VVho dealt too coldly with his faithful Servants, 
And paid their great Axrears by ſecondhand :. Shs b. A 
7 promiv'd too, when, wereturn'd t9-Covet,. toe na22s [1bo& : 
Things —_ be mendederotrids oe Hi wr X | 
Bnt how ! © give my. this anſy ot, 
To the Eternal ſham wr Femate. Councils.! ; wan pat 
And to the blaſt of Theodofins Name, | A 
V'Vhom never V/V arhike Chranicle Pal mein! 3216 
O let me ſpeak it with:a-RowarSpiritz., cy \ ta 
VVe were receiv*d li e undone Prodigals, LE IO - 

By curſt ungrateful Seewards, with cold looks ;. BE os ohoer- cal 
VVho yet got all by thoſe, poor wretches ruin. to $I 
Like Malefactors at the hands of Juſtice., - | Tl 
I bluſh, Talmoſt weep Tich-hurſting EDD GEES 5 Ao 
If thus receiv*d, how paid ourlon Arrears? Nee oe 
VVhy, as intruſted Miſers p pay.thel o<m 5d2 oi ne HoviC 
Of helpleſs V Viddows or:the Orphangtears. oc; 
O Souldier, for to, Tihee, to Thee] ſpeak i its. -. 

Bawd*s for the drudgery of Citizens VVives,. -,. 

VVould better pay debilitated Stallions. \ .{.--, \ Be 

Madam, I have ſaid-perhaps too mock -phfſp, : apy > 

7e matters not, for he whoilyesglike me . OD and _— '\ 

On the hard ground, is-ſureto fall no further, STS 

Pulch. I have given you patient heariag,. ob vevieryr 

And as far 7 can ſee into.your temper, ..,. . LN 

1 ſpeak my ſerious Jovement incold bloody... #65 Fg da on _ 4T 

VVith ſtrictef; Conſyljatign pn tne matter? . . atamntt-. b a ME 

Ithink this ſeeming plain and.hong \Margian. | dr _ 18h: oh = 

An exquiſite and moſt notgFagus Trautor:: goo T 15!ugi . A 47 

Marc, Ha! Trayios 1 is oth ! cop 350; = a 
Pulch. Yes,,@:moſt SALT LA Iravtor,..” : Fr ; 7 
Marc. Your Grand- Fatkerpphaſ FagReg A NE net 

VVould not have calltd ne ff RY Als — 

Pulch. You would baye takenito rr ON EN 

VVast not enough 7 Oh area. Fan's, 

Ax firſt to ownyour ſelf an Infid got Wer | —_ | 

-- wes Contemaer, even49 Blaſphem 28 ut 5350 6 43 

A CIR TIED vve all profe F-5" 0N.. y 


So vyhidt your hearts -beft blood can © eh 5 
But you muſt dare vvith a = Uh d light hoe NN YO T 


Thus to conſpire in = 
7 mention nob your ence to n 


Th 


WY 


_ 4 


» WW , 
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Taxing the folly of my Government 

Eva to my Face : 'Such ain 

As ſure no barb?rons Fit would have arg , 

Beſide your libelligg all the / as if 

You had engroſt the whole'VVorlds honeſty t E q bus 

And Flatterers, Fools,” Syeoþhants, Kiayes, nh! 

Such was your language, did. inhabit here. tet 270F 
Marc. Youwtelt iy hoheft mediiing, by the Gods 

You do, and if you thus go oh, 7 feel 


 * 


My ſtruggling ſpirit will no lotifier bear it. 
Pulch. Ithought the ffieaning of all rational en 


of 


Should ſtill be nather'd out of their D 
Norare youſo imprudeng Withont thinking 
* To vent ſuch words, 'th&' now you fain would hide it; | 
You find the guilt and bawk the accuſation - i 
But think not you ſhall ſcape ſo eaſily ! | 
Once more 7 do confront you, as a Traytotr 
And as Tam entruſted: with figh pow*e; 
Diveſt you, in the Name of Theodoſins,- 
Of all your Offices, Coffifniſſi6hs, Honours, 
Command you leave the Court within three. Days, 
Loyal, plain- dealing, honeſt Marcian. 
Marc. Gods?! Gods /. | 
Pulc. What now! ! ha- 7doed the Traytor murmur ? - 
If in three days ! mark me ; is 7-that doom thee! 
Raſh inconſiderable man, a'V Vretch beneath 
The Tofttnehts 7cond'exzcute upon thee! 
It after three Days ſpace thour*t found in Court ; 
Thou dy'ſt ! thy head, thy head ſhall pay the forfeit. 
Farewell : Now Rage + no Rl cad Cat the Qouety 
Saucily dare to abuſe the beſtof Ptinces,”” * * 
And let thy lawleſs Tongue laſh all it'ean; 
Do, like a mad-man rave ! deplore thy Fortune, ' 
VVhile Pages laugh at thee. Then haſte to the ny 
Gtow popular, and Head the multivnde>''5 | 
Preach up-thy wro , and drivethe giddy Beaſt 
To kick at Ceſar. Nay ifthon weep: T in gone, 
O Fulia '' if I ſtay, Iſhall weep too. 
Yet *tis but iaſt that 7the heart ſhotild ſee © 
Of him who once muſt Lord | it.over me: * 
TEx. Palcheria, &46.- 
Luc. VVhy do you drvop, Sit—=-Come, 06 more v hls, I, 
 Youareand hall be ſtill oor Getittal 7 204 
Say but the VVord, Pl fill the Hip) the 5G: 
VI Squadcons that ſhall makE the*Emip'rot tretsbſe; 


we'll 


- 


'F 


| ? R : 


+. The Forte of Love, ' © I7 
We'll fire the Court. aboug his Ears, 

Methinks like Junius Brutas I haye watcht 

An Opportunity, and now it comes / * 

Few words and 7 are friends; but, noble Xfarcias, 

If yet «hou art not more than General, 

E're dead of Night, ſay Lucins is' a Coward. 
Marc. 1 charge thee, :in the name of all the Gods, 

Come back. I charm thee by the name of Friend. 

All's well, and I rejoyce 1 am no General. 

But huſh / within three days we muſt be gon, 

And then, my Friend, farewell to Ceremony. 

We'll fly, to ſome far diſtang lonely Village, 

Forget our former ſtate, and breed with ſlaves. 

Sweat in the Eye of day, and when night comes, 

With bodies courſely fill'd and vacant Souls, 

Sleep like the laboured Hines, and neyer think ; 

For if 7 think: again, I ſhall go mad. - 


Enter Leontine and Athenais, &c. 


Therefore no thought. But ſee, we are interrupted / 
O Court! O Emperor! yet let Death 'Threaten, 
Pit find a time. - Till then be ſtill my Soul 
No General now! A Member of thy Country, 
But moſt corrupt, therefore to be cut off, 
Loyal, plain-dealing, honeſt Aarcrian ! 
A Slave, a Traytor / O ye Eternal Gods ———- Exeunt. 
Leon. So, Athenass/ now our Complement 
To tlie young Perſian Prince 1$ at an end, - 
What then remains but that we take our leave, 
And bid him everlaſtingly Farewell ? 
Athen. My Lord ! 
Leon. 1 (ay that decency requires 
We ſhonld be gon, nor can you ſtay with Honour. 
Athen. Moſt: true, my Lord. 
Leon. The Court is now at peace, 
The Emperors Siſters are retir'd for ever, 
And he himſelf composgd, what hinders then, 
But that we bid adieu to Prince Yaranes ? 
Athen. Ah, Sir,” why will you break my heart ? 
Leon I would not; | 
Thou art the only comfort of my age; 
Like an old Tree I ſtand among'the ſtorms, 
Thou art the ow Limb that- 1: have left me: [She Kneels. 
ra 


My dear green branch, and how'l prize thee, Child, 
| D Hea- 
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Heaven only knows ! why: 43ſt: thou"Ynee! and *weep? | 
Athen. Becauſe you'are fo' goed,” and will" hope * a2. M 

Forgive my fault, who firſt" occaſion it: - +" MV 08, 
Leon. 1 charg'd thee to receive apd” hear the- Prince. ' V Iv 
Athen, You did, and ,Oty my L Lord ! Z heard fo6 amftclfy 

Too much | feab for way eternabghiet «9 0 D3ob 91 2 
Leon., Riſe; Athinais1) Credit him! who bears: 2 I .vh 

More years than thou:: Farazes has-deceiv'd 'thee:i- © 2!” 
Athen. How, do we differ then? You judge ihePrince 

Impious. and baſe; while! 7'take Heaven to witneſs, : 9.10 

7 thivk him the moſt: Vermuvus: 'of /men: 27 + cb, BIN 

Therefore take heed,:my Lord; how. your accuſe him Wo 

Before you make the! Eryal: Als,” Varanesj "1 | 

If thou art falſe, there*s :no ſuch ching on Earth 

As ſolid goodneſs, or ſubſtantial Honour. 

A thouſand times,. My Lord, he has ſwora to. give me 

(And 7 believe his Oaths): his Crown and Empire'y- 

That day 1 make him Maſter of my Heart: 
Leon. That day he'll make thee Miſtreſs of his power, 

V'Vhich carries a foul name among the Vulgar. 

No, Athenais} let ne fee thee dead, 

Born a pale Corps, and /gently: laid: in Earth; 

So I may ſay- ſhe*s chaſte; and dy'd: a Virgin, MG 

Rather than view thee with 'theſe wounded eyes" 2: 

Seated: upon the Throtie: of |ſuigerdes; 

The blaſt of: Common Fonts the Nobles fcorn;. 

Thy Fathers Curſe;- that 1s, "the Prince's VV hore. *: 
Ath:n. Ohorrid ſuppoſition ! bow F'deteſt jt./' 

Be witneſs Heav?n,. that ſtes my ſecret thoughts! 

Have / for this my-Lord, been tanghe by you 

The niceſt Juſtice and ſevereſt vortue, 

To fear: no death, to know the end of Life, 

And with a long ſearch difcerry tho higheſt good ? 

No, Athenais ” when the day beho!ds thee 

£0 Teandalouſly rais'd, pride caſt-thee down, 

The ſcorn” of honour, and. the people's prey! eV 

No, cruel: Lerontizej not to redeem 

That aged head' from:the deſcending Axe, 

Not tho* /ſaw thy trembling Body rackr, 

Thy wrincklesabout: thee fill'd with: blood, , 

VVouild: Þ for Empire to the man 7 love: 

Be made the Object of unlawful pleafure. - 
Leon. O- greatly ſaid ! and by the \ blood which arms me. 

Y Vhich runs as fich-as any. Athens holds, 

it would improve the vertac of the V.Yorld; 
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. The, Porce of Love. 

If every day a thouſand Votaries, _ | 

And thouſand. Virgins came from far. to. hear thee! 

 Athen. Look down ye, Pow'rs, . take notice we- obey 

The rigid . principles ye have infug'd ; | 

Yet oh my noble Father ? to convince you, 

Since you will have it ſo, propoſe a Marriage ; wy. 

Tho? with the thought I am covered :o'ce with blufhes,. 

Not that 1 doubt the Prince, that were to doubt 

The Heav'ns themſelyes. 7 know he is all truth : 

But modeſty 

The Virgins troubleſome and conſtant gueſt, 

That, that alone forbids 
Leon. | wiſh to Heavn | 

There prove no greater bar to my belief - 

Behold the Prince, 7 will retice a while, 

And when occaſion calls come to thy aid. [Ex Lean, 
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Ente> Varanes, 4rd Aranthes. 


Vara. To fix her on the Throne to me ſeems little, 
Were 7 a God, yet would I raiſe her higher. 
This is the nature of thy Prince : But. oh ? 
As to the World thy judgment ſoars above me, 
And I am dard with this Gigantick - honour, 
Glory forbids. her proſpect to a_Cromn, 
Nor muſt ſhe gaze that way 3 mY haughty ſoul, 
That day when ſhe aſcends the Throne of Crus, 
Will leave my body pale, and to the Stars 
Retire in bluſhes, loſt, quite loſt for eyer. 
Aras. What do_ you purpoſe then ? 
Para. 1 know not what, ©. _— 
" But ſee ſhe comes, 'the glory of my arms, 
The only bufineſs of my inſtant thought, 
My ſouls beſt Joy, and all. my true repoſe. 
1 ſmear I cannot bear theſe ſtrange deſires, 
Theſe ſtrong” impulſes which will ſhortly leave me 
Dead at thy Feet ——— | : 
Athen. What have you found, my Lord, 
In me ſo harſh or Cruel, that you fear 
To ſpeak your griefs? 2p 
Vara. Firſt let me kneel and ſwear, | 
And on thy hand ſeal my Religious Vow, _ 
Streight lex the_breath of Gods blow me from Earth, 
Swept from th: Book of Fame, forgotten ever... 
- If Z prefer thee not, O Athenass ! 


D 2 To 


» THEODOSIUS; or, 
To all the Perſian greatneſs. 
Athen, 1 believe you! 
For T have heard you ſwear as much before. | 
Vara. Haſt Thou? O why then did I ſwear again ? 
But that my Love knew nothing worthier of thee, 
And covld no better way expreſs my paſſion. 
Athen. O riſe, my Lord 
Vara. I will do every thing 
Which Arhenais bids: if there be more 
In Nature to convince thee of my Love, 
Whiſper it oh ſome. God into my Ear! 
And on her breaſts thus to her liſkning Soul 
1'i] breath th? inſpiration” Wilt thou nor ſpeak ? 
What but one ſigh, no more ! Can that ſuffice 
For all my vaſt expence of Prodigal Love ? 
"O Athenais | What ſhall 7 fay or do, 
To gain the thing 7 wiſh ? x 
Athen. What's that, my Lord ? 
Vara. Thus to approach thee ſtill! thus to behold thee—— 
Yet there is more _ 
Athen. My Lord, 7 dare not hear you? 
Vara. Why doſt thou frown at what thon doſt not know ? 
"Tis an imagination which nere pierc'd thee ; 
Yet as *tis raviſhing, *cis full 'of Honour. 
Athen. 1 muſt not doubt you, Sir : but oh 7 tremble 
To think if 1/digerdes ſhould behold you, 
Should hear you thus proteſting to a maid 
.Of no degree, but vertue, in the 'World. 
YVara. No more of this, ho 'tmore; for 7 diſdain 
All Pomp, when thou 'ars by; far be the noiſe . 
Of Kings and Courts from us, 'wlioſe gehtle Souls 
Our kinder ſtars have ſteer'd another way. 
Free as the forreſt Birds, we'll pair together, 
Without remembring who our Fathers were; ” 
Fly to the Arbors, Grots, and Flow'ry Meads, 
And in ſoft murmurs interchange our Souls. - 
Together drink the Chriſtal of the tream, 
Or taſte the yellow Fruit which Autumn yields, 
And when the golden evening cal's ns home, 
Wing to our Downy Neſt, and ſleep till morn. 
Athen. Ah Prince! no more! | 
Forbear, forbear to charmme, * | 
Since Zam'doom'd to leave you, Sir, for ever. 
YVara. Hold Athenass 
Atben. [know your Royal temper, 


The Force of Loae:! . " 
And that high honour reigns within your 'Breafſt.\'/ .--. 

Which would. diſdain to waſte ſo: many houres- | RR 

With one of humble blood compar'd to yon; 

Unleſs ſtrong paſſion ſwaid your thoughts to love her, 

Therefore receive, oh Prince !. and take it kindly, 

For none on Earth but you could- win it from me,” 

Receive the gift of my Eternal Love. . | 

?Tis all 1 can beſtow nor is it little, 

For ſure a heart ſo coldly chaſte as mine, 

No Charms but yours, my Lord, could e're have warm'd ? 

Vara. Well have you made amends by this laſt comfort, 

For the cold dart you ſhot at me before, -_ - "£4 
\ For this laſt goodneſs! (Oh my Athenais !) 

(For now methinks | ought to' call you mine!) 

I empty all my ſoul in thanks before you : 

Yet oh! one Fear remains, like Death it chills me ; 

Why my relenting Love did talk of parting ! 

Athen. Look there, and ceaſe your wonder, Thaye fworn 

To obey my Father, and he calls me hence-— 9 


Enter Leontine. 


Vara. Ha, Leontine ! by which of all my Actions 
Have I ſo deeply he . he thee to merit 
The ſmarteſt wound revenge could form to end me? | 
Leon. Anſwer me now, O Prince: for yertue prompts me, 
And honeſty will dally now no longer, 
What can the end of all this-paſſion be, 
Glory requires this ſtrict accompt,. and asks. 
What you intend at .lafſt ro Athenais? * 
V ar as How, Leontine !- | 
Leon. You ſaw her, Sir, at Arhews, ſaid you lovd her, - 
1 charg'd her humbly to receive the Honour, 
And hear your paſſion : Has ſhe not, Sir, obey*d me ? 
Fara. She has, Ithank the Gods? but whither won:d"it thou? 
Leon. Having, reſoly?d to viſite Theedoſi4s, 
You ſwore you would not go without my;:Denghter, 
Whereon I gave command that ſhe ſhould follow. 
Fara. Yes, Leontine, "my old Remembrancer, 
Moſt learn'd of all Philoſophers, you did. 
Leon. Thus long ſhehas attended, you have ſeen her, 
Sounded her Vertnes and her 1mperfections, 
Therefore, Dread Sir, forgive':this bolder Charge, 
Which Honour ſounds, and now Jet me demand your ———- 
Pare. Now help, Aranbes, or 4 am daſh for ever. 
LAX 48: 
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Aran. Whatever happens]: Sir:diſdain'the marriage: 


Leon. Can your high thoughts ſo far forget themſelves, : 
To admit this humble Virgin for your Bride ? | 

Vara., Ha'! 

Athen. He bluſhes, Gods! and ſtammers at the queſtian, 


Leon. Why do you walk, and chafe your felf, my Lord ? 
The bulineſs is not much. | 
Vara. How, Leontine ! 
Not much, 1 know that ſhe deſerves a Crown ; 
Yet 'cis toreaſon much, tho? not to Love ; 
And ſure the World would bluſh to ſee the Daughter 
Of a Philoſopher on'the Throne of Cyrus. | 
Athen. Undone'for ever! 
Leon. Is this your anſwer, Sir ? 
Vara. Why doſt thou urge me thus, and puſh me to 
The very brink of Glory? where, alas / 
IT look and tremble at the vaſt deſcent : 
Yet even there to the vaſt bottom down 
My raſh Adventurer Love would have me leap, 
And graſp my Athenats with my Ruin. 
Leon. *Tis well, my Lord. 
Vara. Why dolt thou thus provoke me, 
T thought that Per/ia's Court had ſtore of honour . 
Toſatisfie the height of thy Ambition. -* :{ | 
Beſides, old man, my Loveis too well grown, 
| To want a Tutor for his good behaviour, 
W hat he will do, he will doof himſelf, - 
Andnot be taught by you._— | 
Leon. I knaw he will not! 
Fond Tears away, 1 know, Tknow he will not; 
But he would buy with his old mans preferment, 
My Daughter for your VVhore. 
Vara, Away, I ſay, my ſoul diſdains the motion :! 
Leon. The Motion ofa Marriage, yes, I ſee it; 
Your angry looks and haughty words betray it. 
I found ir atthe firſt; 7 thank you Sir, - 
You have atlaſt rewarded your old Tutor 
For all his cares, his V Vatchings, Services; 
Yet let me tell yon, | Sir, this humble Maid, 
This Daughter of a poor Philoſopher, 
Shall if ſhe pleaſe be ſeated on a Throne 
As high as that of th' Immortal-Cyzxs. 
Vara. | think that'age anddeep Philoſophy 
Have crackt thy brain: Farewel, Old Leontne, 
Retice to reſt, and when this brawling humour 


Fe RT «a wah 
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Is rockt Gains yl gicet'my Mebembir,, © | 1 2nd3 doidW 
And clear the accounts of Love, whith thou. haſh Hlotted. TExit 
Leon. ,QId Leontine xr! perhapy-1 ant (mad: itidedd; | 
But hold my heart, let thatſolid! vertae, -: 
Which I ſo long'ador'd,- ſtill-keeni the Reins ' 1 
O Athegas!: :Bitol will notices chilerthegzs! -B[11 LV on ys.) 
Fate is in all our Actions; Jand- methfinks:- /' ;7 903 936t:: 
* At leaftia [Father- Judges: ſd: t6:has'? ng oY; | en!le bluvo 
Rebuk'd thee ſmartly for: aby'Eafinek {-» 2g 36 141178 10M 
There is a kind of: mournful:Elequence, 2 8601. 
In thy dumb grief which” ſhames? alb alatrous Qardows 3 l 
Athen. Alas / "my Breaſtcis [full of 5Death ;- Methinſs © Jil th 
I fear ev'n you 
Leon. Why ſhouldeſt-'thou fear thy Father ?. 
Athen. Becauſe you have the Figure" of a man! 
Is there, © ſpeak: a poſlibility | 
To be forgiven ? T1 
Leon. Thy Father: does forgiveitlies; T6 70h cls 1 
And Honour will, but on this'hare: Chadidion,” 55 
Never to ſee him more 
Athen. See him / Oh Heavens ?: -. 
Leon. Unleſs it be, my Daughter, to upbraid bims-/ 
Not tho? he ſhould repent and iftreight, Tetury, -/ * 
Nay proffer thee his Crown---——-No more of thatz - 
Honour too. Cries revenge, revenge thy 'wrongs,. / 
Revenge thy'ifelf; revenge 'thy: 'injur'd' Father. 
For 'tis revenge ſo wiſe ſo ' glorious: too, 
As all the world (hail: += $00 Ig 228 
Athen. O give: me leave, {i | 190 vide 
For yet I am all tenderneſs, thie prin; eIf 4 * - 
The weak, .the'mifd,! the fond;' the! Coward Veins: | 
Dares not look forth; but runs/abGut my Breaſt,'' 
And viſits all the warmer Manſions there, 
VVhere ſhe fo oft has harbour?d[falſe *Karanes. f 
Cruel YVa#anes !': falfe;>-forfworn Fara | L Bs 
Leon. 1s this forgetting” him ? -is:this the Conſe n-3 
VVhich honour bids thee take ? 
Athen. Ah, Sir, allow 
A little time for Love to make his way xz 
Hardly he won the place, and many ſighs, 
And many tears, and thenſand Oaths it coſt him.. 
And-oh | find he will not be diſlodged 
VVithout a groan at parting hence tor ever. 
No, no! he vows he wiil not yet be raz'd 
V.Vithout whole flcods of: grief at his farewell, 


-—— - — —_— - 


VVbich: 


\ 


- 
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Which thus 1 ſacrifice !. Andph 1 firear, | 
Had'he proveit/ true,” would-as, caſily 32655 bas 
Have emptyd- all my-/-blood, 'and dy'd 'to ſerve him, . . 
As now 1 ſhed theſe drops or velit theſe ſighs, 

To fhew how welh, | how perfetly I lov'd him. - 254 
Leon. No Woman ſurg,: (but thou; ſo low in Fortune... . 
Therefore-the nobler: is; Shy :fain:Example; - 121. 9267 

Would thus have griev'd, -becauſe: a Prince ador'd her, 

Nor will it be believed in after-times, 7 
That there was ever ſuch a Maid: in being ; 

Yet do-b advice, preſerve: thy vertne; 

And fines he; does diſdain thee for his Bride, 

Scorn thou to be 

Athen. Hold,” Sir,- 6h -hold, forbear. 

For my Nite Soul abhors the. very ſound; 
Yet with the ſhame of that, and the deſire 

Of an immortal name, I am inſpir'd / 

Al kinder thoughts arg fled for: ever: from me, 
All tenderneſs,-85.if 1:ne*re had: lov'd, 

Has left my my Boſome colder than the Grave. 

Leon. On, Athenais ! on, *tis bright before thee, 
Purſue the track, and thou ſhalt be a ſtar. 

Athen. O, Leontine, 1 ſwear, my noble Father, 
That 1 will ſtarve -e'rce ance- forgo: my Vertue 
And thus let's joyn to. contradict the World, 

That Empire could not tempt a poor old man 

To ſell his Prince the Honour of his Daughter ; 

+ And ſhe too match*d the Spirit of her Father ; 
The? humbly born, and yet mote humbly bred ; 

She for her Fame refns'd a Royal bed 
Who,:tho? ſhe lov'd,” yet did put off the hour, 
Nor could her Vertue be betray'd by Pow'r. 

« Patterns like theſe will guilty Courts improve, 

« And teach the fair to bluſh: at conſcious love; 
« Then let all Maids for Honour come. in view, 
5 If any Maid cag more: for. Glory do. 
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ACT 111. SCENE 1 


Enter Varanes amd Aranthies. 


Vard. (- to my Arms, my Faithful, Dear Aranthes, 
Soft Counſellor, Companion of my Youth ; 
If1 had longer been alone, moſt ſure, | 
VVith the diſtraction that ſurrounds my heart, 
My haud would have rebelPd againſt his Maſter, 
And done a Murder here. | 
Aranth. Tie Gods forbid. 
Varg. | ſwear, I preſs thee with as hearty joy, 
As ever fearful Bride embrac*d her man, 
VVhen from a Dreamof Death ſhe wak*d and found 
Her Lovec ſafe and ſ1-eping by her ſide. | 
Aranth. The Caule, my Lord ? 
Vara. Eaily thou know'lt laſt Night I went to reſt; 
But long, my Friend, e*'reſlumber clog'd my eyes 
Long was the Combat fought, *rwixt Love and Glory; + 
The Fever of my Paſſion burnt me up, 
My pangs grew ſtronger, and my Rack was doubled, 
My bed was all a-float with the cold drops 
That mortal pain wrang from my lab*ring Limbs ,, 
My groans more deep than others dying gaſps - 
Therefore, 1 charge thee, haſte to her Apartment ; 
I do cotjure thee tell her, tell her all - 
My fears can urge, or fondneſs can inyent : 
Tell her how I repent, ſay any thing ; 
For any thing I'll do to quench my Fires : 
Say Iwill marry her now on theinſtant 5 
Say all that 7 would ſay ; yet inthe End 
My Love ſhall make it more.than Gods can otter. 
Aran. My Lord ! both Leontine andſhe are gon2 
From their Apartment. 
Vara. Ha ! gone, ſayſt thou ! whither ? 
Arant. That was my whole Employment all this d:y : 
But, Sir, 7 grieve to ſpeak it, they bave left 
No track behind for care to find *em'out 3 
Nor is it poſible—— LASERS 
YVara. 1c is, it ſhall; ' 


E 


IT. 
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VII ftruggle with impoſlibilities, 
To find my Arthenais: Not the Walls 
Of Athens, nor of Thebes, ſhall hideher from me - 
PIl bring the force of all my Fathers Arms, 
And lay em waſte, but ll redeem my Love. 
O. Leontine  moroſe old Leontine, 
Thou meer Philoſopher? O cruel Sage, 
Who for one haſty word, one Chollerick doubt, 
Has turn'd the Scale; though in the ſacred Ballance 
My Life, my Glory, and my Empire hung. 
Aran. Moſt ſure, my Lord, they are retir'd to Arheys, 
I will ſend Poſt to Night > i 
Vara. No, no, Aranthes. 
Prepare my Chariots, for 7*ll go in Perſon ; - 
J ſwear till now, till / began to fear | 
Some other might enjoy my Athenass ; | 
Iſwear, Idid not kuow how much 7 lov'd her ; 
But let's away, Pllto the Emperour, 
Thou to the haſty management of my buſineſs; 
Prepare! to day Pll go, to day Pllfind her: 
No more ; I ll take my leave of Theodoſia, 
. -. | And meet thee an the Hypodrome ; aWay, 
Let the wild hurry of thy Maſters Love, ; 
Make quick thy apprehenſion : Haſte, and leave me. [Exe 


_ SCENEITIL 


Pulcheria, Atticus, Leontine, Yoterics leading Athenais in pro- 
ceſſion after her Baptiſm, to be confirn'd. 


Altices Sings: | 


©, Chryſoſtom / lockdown and ſce,, 
An Of ring worthy Heau'n and thee | 
So rich the Viftim, bright and fair, 
| That ſhe on Earth appears 4 Star : 
Chor. Eudoſiq is the Virgens. Name, 
And-after times ſhall fins her Fame. 


Atticus Lead Her Votaries, lead her in, 
Smgs. Her boly Birth dees now begin. 
1 Votary .1n humble weeds, but clean array, 
Yoxr bours ſhall ſweetly paſs away, 
And when the Rites Divine are paſt, 
To pleaſant Gardens you ſhall haſte 


2 Votar. 


*m 
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Votar. Where many a flowry bed we have 
: That Emblem ppt a Grave : 
And when within the fiream we look, 
With tears we nſe to ſwell the Brook: 
But Oh, when in the liquid glaſs, - ' 
Our Heav'n appears, we ſigh to paſs ? 
Chor. For Heav'n alone we are deſign, 
And all things bring our Heat n to mind. 


: 


That is ſubmitted by it's Emperour, _ 
To your moſt wiſe and providentiat fway : 
What Greck, or Roman Eloquence, can paint 
The Rapture and Devotion of my Eoul ! 
1 am adopted yours; you are my Goddeſs, 
That have new-form'd, new-monlded my Conceptions, 
And by the plat-form of a Work Diyine, 
New-fram'd, new-built meto your own deſires ; 
Thrown all the Lumber of my Paſſions out, 
And made my heart a Manſion of perfeCion z 
Clean as an Anchorites Grot, or Votaties Cell, 
And ſpotleſs as the glories of his ſteps 
Whom we far off adore !- 
Pulch. Riſe, _— 
And let me fold my Chriſtian in my Arms. 
With this dcar pledge of an Ecernal Love 
I Seal thee, O Exdoſia! mine for ever. 
Accept bleſt Charge, the vows of my affetion.; 
For, by the ſacred Friendſhip that 1 give thee, 
I think that Heay*n' by Miracledid ſend thee, 
To eaſe my Cares, to help me in my Councils, 
To be my Siſter, partner in my bed ; 
And equally, through my whole Courſe of Lif 
To be the better part of thy Pulcheria, hs 
And ſhare my Griefs and Joys. Tl 
Athen. No, Madam, no; | 
Excuſe the Cares thatthis ſad Wretch muſt bring you; 
O rather let me leave the World for ever; * | 
Or if [ muſt partake your Royal Secrets, 
If you- reſolve to load me with ſuch Honour, 
Let it be far from Cities, far from Courts, 
Where | may fly alt tomaneConverſation 3 . 
Where / may never ſee, nor hear, nor name, -. 
Nor think, nor dream, O Heay'n! if poſſible, 
Of Mankind more. gs 
Wy E 3 - Palth. 


Athen. O Princeſs! O moſt worthy of the World, [Knels. 
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Pulch. What now, in Tears, . Eudoſ0a ? 
Athen, Far from the Euilt of Pallaces / O ſend me. 
Drive me ! O Drive mefrom the Traytor man : 

So 1 might *ſcape that Monſter, let me dwell 

In Lyons haunts, or in ſome I ygers Den ; _. | 
Place me on ſome ſteep, craggy, ruin'd Rock, | 

That bellies out, juſt dropping in the Ocean; 

Bury me in the hollow of its'V.Vomb ;. 
'VVhere, ſtarving on my cold and flinty bed, 

I may from far, with giddy apprehenſion, 

See infinite Fathoms down the rumbling deep !. 

Yet not ev?n there, in that vaſt-whirle of Death, 

Can there be found ſo terrible a ruine, - 

As Man : falſe Man, ſmiling deſtruCtive Man. 

Pulch. Then thou haſt loy'd, Exdoſia, or my Siſter , 

Still nearer to my. heart, ſo much the dearer ; 

Becauſe our Fates are like, and hand in hand 

Our Fortunes lead us through the Maze of Life : . 

Tam glad that thou haſt Lov'd ; nay, Lov'd with danger ; 

Since thou haſt *ſcap*d the ruig—— Methinks it lightens 

The weight of my Calamities, that thou 

(ln all things clſe fo perfeCt.and Divine, ) 

Artyet a-kinto my Infirmity, s 

And bear*lt thy part in Loves mel »>dious 11]: 

Love that like bane perfum'd infects thening.” 

That ſad delight that Charms all Woman- kind. 

Athen. Yes, Madam, confeſs, that Love has charm'd me, 
But never ſhall agen,.- - No, 1 renounce him : 4 
Inſpire me all the wrohgs. of abus'd Women, 

All you that have bten Cozzn'd by falſe Men: and 
See what a ſtrict Examplel will make; -_. ng: ; 
But for the perjuties of one | will revenge ye | 
For all that*s paſt, that's preſent, and to come, 

Pulch. O thoufar more than the-moft- Maſculine Vertue ! \ 
VVhere our Aſtrea ; whete, Ofroaping brightneſs, | 
V Vhere haſt thou been ſo long ? Let ne again 
Protelt my.admirationand my. Love ; 

Let me declare atond, while thou art __ oy 

V Vhilz ſuch clear Vertue ſhjnes withig our Circle, BRIT 41 
Viceſhall no-more appear. rant (24-3 NR laced 
But hide her dazled yes, and this: aan - det el 
Theholy Court : ButJoe, the Enpetoul comet. ftv; Swe 


Enter Thepdoſius, and Atendants, | « 


Beauty like thine may drive has Form away 


The Force of -Love. 
That has ſo long entranc'd his Soul —My Lord 
Theod. |f yet, alas ! / might but hope to ſee her; 
But, oh forgive me Heav'n / this wilder ſtart, 
That thus would reach impoſlibility : 
No, no, I never muſt behold her more, 
® As well my Atticus might raiſe the Dead, 
AS Leontine ſhould charm that Form in view. 
Pulch. My Lord, I come to give your grief a Cure, 
With purer Flames to draw that cruel Fire 
That tortur'd you ſo long—— Behold this Virgin——— 
The Daughter of your Tutor Leontine. 
Theo. Ha! © 
Palch. She is your Siſters Charge, and made a Chriſtian, 

And Athenais Is Eudoſianow 

But ſure a fairer never grac'd Religion, 

And for her Vertue ſhe tranſcends Example. 

| Theod. O all ye bleſt above, how can this be? * 

Am 7awake,. or is this poſlible ? [CAthen. Kneels. 
Pulch. She kneels, my-Lord, will you not go and raiſe her ? 
Theo. Nay, do thou raiſe her, for I am rooted here 

Yet if laborious Love and Melancholly 

Have not o'recome me, and quite turn'd me mad, 

It muſt be ſhe ! that naked dazling ſweetneſs : 

The very Figure of that morning Star,  _ 

That dropping Pearls, and ſhedding dewy Beams, 

Fled from the greedy Waves when [approach'd : 

Anſwer me, - Leontine, amlI diſtratted? 

Or is this true ? by thee inall encounters 

I will be ruPd, in Temperance. and Wildne” 

When Reaſon claſhes with extrayagance 


But ſpeak Fe. 
Leon. *Tis true, my Lord, thi* 
Whom | conceal'd in Perſia fr AY 
R But yours, when chance di- -4. 
> | Theo. He ſays, *tis tr. - lf pot: 
O! were | proof ag?",,... man. ghter; 
And cold to. Bear*, |. 1 © ceRteg you Has Y « 
T hat lies wif" | 1 Why then Ayes . 1 
Would r Ee Dar. this hears os, 
And makes Loxe,. - mo Carr lage ?- 
(7 
_—_ 
-liathinge 


ISnow 
T burſt through wins 7 
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Athen. The Emperonr at my Feet z O Sir ! forgive me, 
Drown me not thus with everlaſting ſhame ; 
Both Heay?n and Earth muſt bluſh at ſuch a view 
Nor can I bear it longer. . 
Leon. My Lord, ſhe is gnworthy 
Theo. Ha! what ſay*ſt thou, Leontine ! 
Unworthy ! O thon Atheift to perfettion - 
AN that the blooming Earth eould ſend forth fair ; 
"All that the gawdy Heav*ns could drop down glorious ! 
Unworthy ſay*ſt thou ! Wert thou not her Father, 
| ſwear I would-revenge——Bnt hafte, and tell me, 
For lovelike mine will bear no ſecond thought, 
Can all the Honours of the Orienr, 
Thus ſacrificed with the moſt pure affettion, 
With ſporleſs thoughts and languiſhing defires, 
Obtain, O Leontine,, (the Crown at laſt) 
To thee, | ipeak, thy Daughter to my Bride ? 
Leon. My Lord, the Honor bears ſuch eſtimation, 
It calls the blood into my aged Cheeks, 
And quite ore-whelms my Daughter with Confuſion ; 
Who with her Body proſtrate on the Earth 
Ought to adore you for the profier*d Glory, | 
Theo. Let me etnbrace, and thank thee: O, kind Heay*n ! 
O, Atticus | Pulcheria! O my Father ! 
VVas ever change like mine? Run through the Streets ; 
VVho waits there ? Run, and low?d as Fame can ſpeak, 
VVith Trumpet-ſounds proclaim your Emperours joy. 
And as of old, on the great Feſtival 
Of her-they call the Mother of the Gods, 
Let all work ceaſe, at leaſt an Oaken Garland 
Crown each Plebeian head ; Let ſpritely Bowls 
Be do'd abont, and the tofs'd Cimbals found : 
Tell*em their much Tamented Theodofius 
By Miracle is brought from death x0 life : 
His Melancholly's gone, and now once more 
He ſhallappear af the State*s Helm-againz 
Nor fear a VVrack whilethis bright Star directs us; 
For while ſhe ſhines, no. Satids, no cowrmg Rocks, 
Shall lye unſeen; but / will cut my, way 
Secure as Neptane through the higheſt ſtream, 
And to the Port in fafety ſteer the VVorld, -. | 
Athen. Alas; my Lo confider-my Extraction, -. 


V Vith all my other wantg——" 


. + gi! - - 34s 
peace: as i 
old 


heo, Peace,' Finproſe, 
of. 


No more the Daoghter 'Grontine. 


The Force of Love. 
AChriſtian now, and Partner of the Eaſt. 
Athen. My Father hasdiſpos'd me, you command me; 


What can I anſwer then but my Obedience, 
Theo. Attend her,” dear Pulsheria; and, oh tell her, 


To Morrow, if ſhe pleaſe, | will be happy. CEx. Pulc. 41d Athen. 


O why ſolong ſhould 7 my Joys delay ? 

Time imp thy Wings, let not the Minutes ſtay, 
But to a moment Change the tedious day. 

The day / *cwill be an Age before to Morrow : 
An Age, a Death, a vaſt Eternity, 

Where we ſhall cold, and paſt Enjoyment lye, 


Enter Varanes and Aranthes. 


Vara O, Theodofius \ 
Theo, Ha ! my Brother here! - 
Why doſt thou come to make wy bliſs run o're ? 
What is there more to wiſh ? Fortune can find 
No flaw in ſuch a glut of happineſs, 
To let one Miſery in —— O, my Yaranes ! 
Thou that of late didſt ſeem to walk on Clouds, 
Now give a looſe, let go the flacken'd Reins, 
Let us drive down the Precipice of Joy, 
As if that all the Winds of Heavy'n were for us. 
Vara. My Lord, lam glad to find the Gale is turn'd, 
And give you joy of this auſpicious Fortune. 
Plough on your way, with all your Streamers out : 
 VVith all your glorions Flags and Garlands ride 
Triumphant on —Andleave me to the Waves. 
The Sands, the Winds, the Rocks, the ſure deſtruRion 
And ready Gulphs that gape to iwallow me, 
Theo. It was thy hand that drew me from the Grave, 
VVho had been dead by this time to Ambition, 
To Crowns, to Titles, and my flighted Greatneſs. 
But ſtill as if each work of thine deſzrv'd 
The ſmile of Heav®n thy Theodoſins met 
VVith ſom-thing dearer than his Diadem, 
VVith all that's worth a wiſh, that's worth a life ; 
I met with that which made me leave the world. 
Vere And |, Oturn of Chance / O cnrſed Fortune / 
Have loſt at once all that could make me happy. 
O ye too partial Powers! But now no more. 
The Gods, my dear, my moſt lov*d Theodofins, 
Double all thoſe joys that thou haſt met upon thee 
For ſure thou art moſt worthy, worthy more 


Than Fove in all bis prodigality 
Can e're beſtow 1a bleſſings on'Mankind / 
And oh methinks my Soul is ſtrangely moy'd, 
Takes it the more unkindly of her Stars, 
That thou and 7 cannot be bleſt together : 
For / muſt leave thee, Friend ! this night muſt leaye thee 
To goin doubtful ſearch of what perhaps 
Ine're ſhall find ; if fo my cruel Fate 
Has order'd it: V Vhy then farewell for eyer, 
For l ſhall never, never ſee thee more. | 3 
Theo. How ſenſible my tender ſoul is grown : 
Of what yow- utter ! O my Gallant Friend / 
O Brother ! O Yarares! Donot judge | 
By what ſpeak? for ſighs will interrupt me ; 
Judge by my Tears, Judge by thele ſtrict embraces, 
And by my laſt Reſolve : Tho? I have met 
V Vith what in ſilence | ſo long ador'd, 
Tho? in the rapture of proteſting joyes, 
| I had ſet dowa to morrow for my Nuptials; 
And Atricus to night prepares the Temple. 
Yer, my Yaranes, I will Rob my Soul 
Ot all her healch, of my Imperial Bride, 
And wander with thee ia the ſearch of that 
On which thy life depends 
Para. If this 1 ſuffer, 
* Conclude me then begotten of a Hind, 
And bred in VVilds: No, Theodoſius, no ; 
I charge thee by our Friendſhip, and conjure thee 
By all the Gods, to mention this no more : 
Perhaps, dear Friend, 1 ſhall be ſooner here 
Than you expect, or 7 my {elf imagine - 
VVhat moſt I grieve, is that I cannot wait 
To ſee jour Nuptials : Yet my Soul is with you, 
And all my adorations to your Bride, | 
Theo. VVhat, my YVaranes, will you be ſo cruel 
As not to ſee my Bride before you go ? : 
Or are you angry at your Rivals Charms, 
VVho has already raviſht half my heart, 
That once was all your own ? 
Para. You know I amdilorder'd - 
My melancholly will not ſuit her bleſt Condition. CEx. Theo, 
And the Gods know, ſince thou, my Atherais, 
Art f|-d from thele lick Eyes, all other Women 
To my pall'd Soul ſeem like the Ghoits of Beauty, 
And haunt my memory with the loſs of chee. 


% 


Envter 
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Enter Athenais, Theodoſius Jneing her, 


T heo. Behold, my Lord, the occaſion of my Joy. 
Vara. O ye immortal Gods / Adanthes | obs Fro 4 

Look there; and wonder: Ha is't poſlible "HY 
Athen. My Lord, the Emperor fays you arc his friend, - 

 Hecharges meto ule my intereſt, 

And beg of you to ſtay, at leaſt ſo long 

As our Eſpouſals will be folemnizing ;. 

Itold him / was honour'd once to kaow you; 

But that ſo ſlightly; as'/ could not warrant. 

The grant of any thing that I ſhould ask you=——— 

Fara. O Heaven ! and Earth! Q Athenais! why, 

Why doſt thou uſe me thus ? had / the World 

Thou know'ſt it ſhould be thine. 

Athen. I know rnotthat 

But yer, to make ſure work, one half of i it 

Is mine already, Sir, without your giving. 

My Lord, the Prince is obſtinate, his glory 

Scorns to be moy'd by the weak breath of Woman , 

He is all Heroe, hent for bighergame 

Therefore, *tis nobler Sir, tolet him go - 

If not for him, my Lord, yet for my felf, 

I muſt intreat the Favour to retire. LEx. Athen. &c. 
Vara. Death! and deſpair / Confuſion / Hell and Furies. 
Theo. Heav®n guard thy health, and ill preſerye thy Vertue. 

What ſhould this mean ? I fear the Conſequence, 

For *cis too plain they know each other well. 

Vara. Undone ! Aranthes | loſt, undone for ever, 

I ſee my doom, 7 read it with broad eyes, 

As plain as if 7 ſaw the Book of Fate : 

Yet /will muſter all my Spiritsup. 

Digeſt my griefs, freallon the Riſing Paſſions. 

Yes I will ſtand this ſhock of all the Gods 

«Well as 1 can, and ſtruggle for my life. _ 

Theo. You muſe, my Lord: andif you give me leave 

To judge your thoughts ; they ſeememploy'd at preſent 

About my Bride: I gueſs you know her too. 

Vara. His Bride ! O, Gods! give mea moments patience | ! 

I muſt confeſs the ſight of Athenais, 2] 

Where | ſo little did expect to ſee her, 

So grac'd, and fo adorn'd, did raiſe my wonder. 

But what exceeds all admiration is 

That you ſhould talk of making her your Bride ; 
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'Tis ſuch a blind effect of monſtroys Fortune, 
That tho' / wtlH:femember- you- affitiy'd it, 
1 cannot yet believe 
Theo. Then now: believe.me; - - "LV. 
By all the Pow*rs<divinty« will eſpouiſe b her. {I ow 
Vara. Ha! I ſhall leap the:bounds. : Come, come, my: L8rd; 
By all thoſe-Pow'rs'/you nam'd, 7 ſay you-muſt not. '- 
Theo. I ſay, 1 will ; and who ſhall bar. my pleaſure ? 
Yer more, 7] ſpeak the Judgment of my Soul, 
Weigh buz-with Fortune; Merit in the- Ballance, 
And Athenais loſes: by 'the- Marriage. 
Yara. Relentleſs Fates! malicious cruel Pos! 
O for what Crime do you thus rack your Creature ? 
Sir, I muſt tell you this unkingly meanneſs 
Suits the Profeſſion of . an Anchorite well, 
But in an Oriental Emperour --. + - 
It gives offence; nor can you without ſcandal, 
Without the notion of a groveling Spirit, 
Eſpouſe the Daughter of old Zeontine, 
Whoſe utmoſt Glory. is to have been my Tutor. 
Theo. He has ſo well acquitted that Employment, 
Breeding you up to ſuch a gallant height | 
Of full perfection, and imperial greatneſs, - 
That ev'n for this reſpe&; if for no. other, 
E will-eſteem. kim worthy while 7 live. 
Vara, My Lord, you'l pardon me a little Freedom-? 
For 7. muſt boldly urge in ſuch-a Cauſe, 
Who-ever flatters, you,” the? ne?re. ſo near 
Related' to your blood; ſhould be ſuſpected. 
Theo. if, Friendſhip would adimit a oil ſuſpition, 
After what I have heard, and ſeento day, 
Of all Mankind I ſhould- ſuſpett Var ants. | | 
Fara. He has. ſtung me to the heart ; my groans will choke Ws 
Yaleſs my. ſtruggling paſſion gets a "vent... 
Out with it then——1-can! no more 4iſlemble———- 
Yes, yes, my Lord, ſince you reduce'me to =o 
The laſt necellity, 1 muſt confefs itz 
F muſt avow- my Flame for Arhenars. 
I am all Fire my paſſion eats/ me vp, 
ir grows-if{corporate iwith- my HNeſhand-blood ! 
My pangs redouble, now they-cteave-my heart ? 
O-. Athenass ' 9 Eudoſia—=—— oh: 
Though plain 85-day I ſee my own deſtruction, 
Ket to- my death, anJ oh let all the Gods 
Alcar, Wiinas ! { {wear''l will adore tice, 


Theo. Alas! Varanes. Which-of vs two the Heay'ns 
Have mark'd for Death,-is,yet above the Stars ; 

But while we live let us preſerve our Friendſhip 

Sacred and jult, as we have ever Cone. | 

This onely Mean in two ſuch bard: Extreams + +; 

Remains for both : [To marrow, you thall ſee her, 

With all advantage, in her,own, Apartment z. .....-: 

Take your own time, ſay. all..you.can to: gain her, 

If you can win her, lead her into Perſia ; 

If not, conſent that 1 eſpouſe her, here. \ 

Vara. Still worſe and” worſe! O Theedeſins !. oh, 

I cannot ſpeak for ſighs, any- death. is. ſeaPd: - \_ 

By this laſt ſweetneſs; had. you Been leſs good, 

1 might have hop'd ; but now .my doom's: at hand, 

Go then, and take her, take her to the Temple : 

The Gods too give you joy. O Athena / 

Why does thy Image mock -my. Fooliſh ſorrow ? 

O Theodoſius, do not ſee. my. Tears: -.__.. 

Away, and leave me / leaye me to the Grave. 

Theo. Farewel; lets leave ;the iſſue to: the Heay*as, 

I will prepare your way with all that Honour 

Can urge in your behalf, tho? to my Ruine. [Ex. Theod. 
Vara. O, I could tear my Limbs, and eat my Fleſh ; 

Fool that [ was, fond, ,proud, vain-glorious fool ! 

Damn'd be all Courts, and treble damn'd Ambition : 

Blaſted be thy remembrance / Curſes on thee. 

And plagues on plagues fall on thoſe Fools that ſeek thee. 
Aranth. Have comfort, Sir 
Vara. Away, and leave me, Villainz.. . + 

Traytor, who wrought me firſt to my gdeſtrution— 

Yet ſtay and help me, help me to curſe my pride, 

Help-me to wiſh that I had ne're been Royal, 

That 7 had never heard the name of Cyrus, 

That my firſt Brawl'in Court. had been my laſt. 

Oh that 7 had been. born ſome happy Swain, 

And never knownl.a. lite ſo great, 1oivain k---- 

Where 7 extreams might not be forc'd to chooſe, 

And bleſt with ſome /mean- Wife; : no |Crowi? Toulttole :-.. + 
Where the: dearer [Partner' of my-little :ſtate” 

With all her ſmiling Off-ſpring at the Gate, © 


Bleſſing my labours,: might. 4ny/ coming. wait- 10)17h 
Where in our humble Beds All _ſate might-ly,-: 4b win 


And not in curſed-Courts for glotfpdp——: : 35: Emi. 
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bi ' 

Hail to the Mertile Shade, 

All hail tothe Nymphs of the Fields ;, 

Kings would not x74 invade 

Theſe pleaſures that vertue yields. 
Chor. Beauty here opens ber Ares, 

To ſoften the languiſhing mind z 

And Phillis unlocks ber Charms ; 

Ab Phillis - : ah why ſo yin ? 


Phillts, box Soul of a 

Thou joy of the NeightPring Swains 3. 

Phillis that Crowns the Grove, 

And Phillis that pilds the Plains. 
Chor. Phillis, that n&re bad rhe kill, 

To paint, ty patch, wndbe fine ; 

Yet Pitillts whofe Eyes can kill, 

Whom Nature had RR Divine. 


Phillis, whoſe denier Song, 
Makes labour ant pains a dtight ; 
Phitths-chat makes the day young, 
And ſhorter;che For: fong _w_ 

Chor. Phillis, whoſe Iips like Ma 

| Still laughs at the ſweets 7s they bri A « 

Where Laver never knows decay, | 
But fire wa Eternal Lane | AD Ied pg” 


0” CT 


ACT Iv. SCENE II 
Entey Marcin,  #dL,ugins at 4 difence 


"H E General of the Oriental Armies,” 
Was a Commiſſion large as Fate conld'give : 
"Tis gone: why what care |: O Fortune, Fortune 
Thou laughigg Empreſs of this bufic world, 
Marcian defies thetnow nin _u—: 
Why what a thing is#difcarded Favourite ? 
He who but now, tho? longing to retire, 
Cou'd not for buſie Waiters be alone, 


Marc. 


, 
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Throng'd in his Chamber, haunted 80 his Cloſer 
With a full Crond, and an Eternal Court ; 
When once the favour of his Prince is turn'd, 
Shun'd as a Ghoſt, the Clouded man appears; 
And all the gawdy worſhippers.forſake him z 
So fares it now with me where-e&re | come, 
As if I were another Calne. 
The Courtiers riſe, and no man will ſit near me, 
As if the Plague were on me all men fly me : 
O Lucius  Lucixs | if thou leay'it me too, 
- Ithink, I ſwear | think I cou'd not bear it ; 
" Butlike a ſlave, my Spirit broke with ſuffering, 
Should on theſe Coward knees fall down and bee, 
Once to be great again 
Lic. Forbid it, Heav'n f 
That e*re the noble Marcian condeſcend 
To ask of any, but the immortal Gods ; 
Nay I avow, if yet your Spirit dare, 
Spite.of the Conrt, you ſhall be great as Ceſar. 
Afar. No, Lucius, nog the Gods repel that humour. 
Yet ſince we are alone, and muſt e*re long 
Leave this bad Court ; let us like Vetterans 
Speak out——T hon ſay*ſt, alas! as great as Ceſar : 
But where's his greatneſs ? Where is his Ambition ? 
If any ſparks of Vertue yet remain 
In this poor Figure of the Remer Glory ;. 
I ſay, if any be, how dim they ſhine, 
Compar'd with what his great Fore-Fathers were ;. 
How ſhould he lighten then, or awe the World, 
Whoſe Soul in Courts is but aLambent-Fire, 
And ſcarce, O Rome ! a Glow-worm in the Field: 
Soft, young, Religious, God-like qualities, 
For one that ſhould recover the loſt Empire; 
And wade through Seas of blood, - and walk oe Mountains: 
Of flaughter*d Bodies to immortal Honour. 
Luc. Poot heart / he pin'd a while ago for Love. 
Marc. And for his Miſtreſs yow'd to leave the World ;. 
But ſome new chance, it ſeems, has Chang'd his migd. 
A Marriage! but to whom, or whence ſhe came, 
None knows : but yet a Marriage isproclaim'd, 
Pageants prepar'd ; the Arches are adorn'd ; 
The Statues Crown'd; the. Hyppodrome does groan: 
Beneath the Burden of the mounted Warriors; 
The Theater is open'd too, where he 
And.the hot Perſian mean to-act. their Follies. 


Gods! 
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Gods! Gods ! Is: this the Image of our Ceſar? 
Is this the model of our Romulus ? 
O why fo poorly have you ſtampt Rome's glory ! 
Not Romes, but yours { is this Man fit to bear it? 
This waxen Portraifture of Majeſty ! Wo 
Which every warmer paſſion- does melt 'down;  ' #2: 67 
And makes him fonder than a Woman's longing. 
Luci. Thos much 1 know, to the eternal - ſhame -* 
Of the Imperial blood; this upſtart Empreſs, 
This fine new Queen is ſprung from abject Parents ; 
Nay, baſely born ! but that's all one to him, 
He likes and loves, and therefore marries her. 
Marc. Shall 7 not ſpeak? Shall 7 not tell him of it ? 
T feel this big ſwollen throbbing Romar Spirit 
Will burſt, unleſs 7 utter what 7 ought. 


Enter Pulcheria with a Paper m "8 hand, and Julia. 


Marc. Pulcheria here ' why ſhe's the ſcourge of Marcian, 
1 tremble too when ever ſhe approaches 
And my heart dances an unuſual meaſure, 
Spite of my ſelf 1 bluſh and cannot ſtir 
W hile "ay is here——- What, Lucizs, can this mean ? 
*Tts faid Calphurnia had the heare of Ceſar : 
Aaguſtus doted on the ſubtle Livia : 
VVhy then ſhould 1 not worſhip that fair Anger ? 
Oh didſt thou mark her when her fury lightned, 
She ſeem'd- all Goddeſs; nay, her frowns became her, 
There was a beauty in her very wildneſs. 
VVere 1 a man born great as our firſt Founder, 
Sprung from the- blood divine : But 7-am caſt 
Beyond all poſſibility of hope. | 
Pulch. Come hither, Afarcian / read this Paper o're, 
And mark the ſtrange neglect of Theodoſins: 
He ſigns what-e're 7 bring ; perhaps'you have heard C 
To morrow he intends'to VVed a Maid of Athens + 
New made a Chriſtian; and new nam'd Eundoſta ;' + 
VVhom he more dearly prizes than' his Empire: _ ] 
Yet inthis Paper he hath fer his-hand, + 
And ſeaPd it too with th? Imperial Signet, - 
That ſh ſhall loſe her head to morrow' morning. ' 7 I 
Marc. *Tis not for me to Judge; - yet this ſeims trange==47 
| Pulch. 1 know. he rather would commit a murder, Ds 
On his own perſon, than pzrmit'a vein © *'- q 
Of her to bleed; yer, Aarcian, what might follow 
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If 7 were envious of this Virgins honour, 

By his raſh paſling whatſoever 7 offer 

VVithout a view——ha, but 7 had forgot / 

Fulia, let's haſte from this infeftious perſon —— 

I-had forgot that 1ſarcian was a Traytor 

Yet by the pow'rs divine, I ſwear 'tis pity, 

That one ſo form'd by Nature for all honour, 

All Titles, Greatneſs, Dignities Imperial, 

The nobleſt Perſon, and the braveſt courage, 

Should not be honeſt : Fulia, igt not pity ?—- 

O Marcian, Marcian}:  Icould weep to think 

Vertue ſhould loſe it ſelf as thine has done. 

Repent, raſh man, if yet *tis not too late, : 

And mend thy errors ; ſo farewel forever. [Ex. Pulch. Jul. 
Marc, Farewel for ever { no Madam, ere I go, 

I am reſoly'd to ſpeak, and you (ſhall-hear me : 

Then if you pleaſe, take off: this Traytors head 

End my Commiſſion' and my: life together; 

Luc. Perhaps you'l laugh at what 7 am going to fay ;. 

But by your life, my Lord, 7 think.*cis true - 
Pulcheria loves this Traytour ! did you mark her? 
At firſt ſhe had forgot your baniſhment ; 

Makes you her Counſellour, and tells her ſecrets, 
As to a Friend; nay leaves them in your hand, 
And ſays, *tis pity that you are not honeſt, 

VVith ſuch Deſcription of your Gallantry 

As none but Love cou'd make: Fhen taking leave,. 
Through the dark laſhes, off her darting eyes, 
Methought ſhe ſhot her Soul at every glance , 

Still looking back, as if ſhe had a mind 

That you ſhould know ſhe leſt her heart behind her. 

HMarc, Alas ! thou doſt not 'know her, nor do 1! 
Nor can the Wit of all man-kind conceive her ,. 
But let's away. . This Paper''is of uſe. 

Luc. I gueſs: your purpoſe; 

He is a Boy, and asa Boy you'l uſe him; 
There is no other way. 

Marc. Yes, if he be not 1. P29 3005TP 
Quite dead with fleep;: for ever loſt to.honour : -. - 
Marcian with this Thall: rovze! him. + Qg:my Laxcin® =: 
Methinks the Ghoſts of 'the great+ Theadoſng, £2555! 1 / 
And thundring :Conſtantive appear |before:ime: > 
They charge me- as/a 'Soulcier to chaſtiſe him, 

To laſh him with keen words” from lazy Love, 
And ſhew. him how-they trod-the paths of honour, [[Exern: 


S cene: 
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SCENE II 


Theodoſius) ying 9# a Conch, with two Boys dreſt ike Cupids 
ſinging to him as he ſleeps. 


SONG. 


Happy day * ah happy day, 
That Celar?s Beams did firſt diſplay, 
So peaceful was the happy day. 
The Gods themſelves did all look down, 
T be Royal Infant”s Birth to Crown, 
So pleas'd they ſcarce did on the guilty frown, 


Happy day * ah happy aay * 
And ob thrice happy hour / 


That made fach Goodneſs Maſter of ſuch Pow'r : 
For thus the Gods declare to men, 
No day like this ſhall ever come agen. 


Enter Marcian with an Order. 


Theo. Ha ” what raſh thing art thou, who ſet'ſt ſo ſmall 
A value onthy life, thus to preſume 
Againſt the fatal Orders 72 have given, 
Thus toentrench on Ceſar*s ſolitude, 
And urge me to thy ruine ? 
Marc. Mighty Ceſar, 
1 have tranſgreſt, and for my Pardon bow 
To thee, as to the Gods when I offend : 
Nor can /doubt your Mercy when you know 
The nature of my Crime. Jam Commiſſion'd 
From all the Earth to give thee thanks and praiſes, 
Thou Darling of Mankind ! whoſe Conqu'ring Arms 
Already drown the Glory of great Fulins, 
W hoſe deeper reach in Laws and Policy 
Makes wife Auguſizs envy thee in Heav?n; 2 
What mean the Fates by ſuch prodigious Vertue ? 
When ſcarce the manly Downyet ſhades thy Face, 
With Conqueſt thns toover-run the World; 
And m:;ke Barbarians tremble O, ye Gods ! 
Should Aeſtiny now end thee in thy Bloom, 
Met 1::.'-3 I ſee thee mourn'd above the loſs 


The Force of Lowe, 
Of lov'd Germanicus, thy' Funerals: ' * : 
Like his are ſolemniz'd with tears, and blood; © © © on 

Theo. How, Marcian * , © 
Marc. Yes, the raging multitude, | 
Like torrents, ſet no bonnd'to their mad grief, ' © - 
Shave their Wives heads, and tear 'off their own hair, 
Wirh wild deſpair they bring their infants out 
To brawl their Parents forrow in the Streets': ©. 
Trade is no more, all Courts of Juſtice ſtopt ; 
With ſtones they daſh the Windows of their Temples, 
Pull down their Altars; break- their houſe-hold Gods ; 
And till the Univerſal: groan / 1s this, 
Conſt antinople's loſt, our Empire?s ruin'd : 
Sit:ce he is gone, that Father of his Country 
Since he is dead, © life, where is thy pleafure? 
O Rome ! Oh conquer?d World, where is thy Glory ? 
Theo. I know thee well, thy Cuſtom and thy 'manners ; 
Thou doſt uphraid me; but no' more of this, 
Not for thy Life . FEVER 
Marc. What's life without my Honour ? 

Could you transform your ſelf into a Gorgon, 

Or make that beatdleſs Face like Fupiters, 

I would be heard in ſpight of all your Thunder - 

O pow?r of Guilt, you fear to ſtand the Teſt 

Which Vertue-brings ; like Sores your Vices ſhake 

Before this Roman-healer : But, by the Gods, 

Before 1 go Pl rip the Malady, 

And let the Venom flow before your eyes. 

This is a debt to the great Theodoſins, 

The Grandfather of your illuſtrious blood : - 

And then farewell for ever. 

Theo. Preſuming Marcian ? 

What canſt thou urge againſt my innocence ? | 

Through the whole Courſe of all my. harmleſs youth,  _ 

Ev*n to this' hour, I cannot cail. to mind © © | : 

One wicked a& which 7 have done to ſhame me. 
Marc. This may be true - yet if you.'give the ſway 

To other hands; and your poor SnbjeQs ſuffer, 

Your negligence to them is as the Caufe. 

O Theodoſius credit me, who know , | 

The world, and hear how- Sonldiers cenſure Kings 3 

In after-times, if thus you ſtiould -go on, 

Your memory by Warriors-will be ſcorn'd;- - - 

As much as Nero or Caligula loath'd, 

They will deſpiſe your ſloth, _ backward eale, 
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42 THEODOSIUS; 0x, 
* More than they hate the others cruelty. 

And what a thing, ye Gods! is ſcorn or pity ? 

Heap on me, Heay?n, the hate of all mankind ;, 

Load me with Malice, envy, deteſtation : 

Let me be horrid to all apprehenſion, 

And the world ſhun me, to I eſcape but ſcorn. 

Theo, Prithee, no more / 

Marc. Nay, when the Legions make Compariſons ;, 
And ſay, thus cruel Nere once reſoly?d 
On Galba's Inſurrection, for revenge, 

To give all Frarce as plunder to the Arms, 

To poiſon the whole Senate at aFeaſt ; 

To burn the City, turn the wild beaſts out; 

" Bears, Lions, Tygers, on the Multitude; 

That ſo obſtructing thoſe that quench'd the Fire, 
He might at once deſtroy Rebellious Rome. 

Theo. O cruelty ! why telPſt thou me of this ? 
Am | of ſuch a barb'rous blondy temper ? 

Marc. Yet ſome will ay; this ſhew'd he had a ſpirit, 
However fierce, ayenging, and pernicious, 

'That ſayour'd of a Roman; but for you, 

What can your partial Sycophants invent, 

To make you Room among the Emperors? 
Whoſe utmoſt is. the ſmalleſt part of Nero ; 

A pretty Player, one that can att a Heroe, 

And never be one. Q ye immortal Gods, 

Is this the old Ceſarian Majeſty ? 

Now in the name of our. great Romulus, 

Why fing you not, and fiddle too as he did? 
Why have you not. like Nero-a Phenaſcus ? 

One to take care of your celeſtial Voice? 

Ly on your back, my Lord, and. on your ſtomach: 
Lay a thin plate of Lead, abſtain from frvits ;, 
And when the bufineſs of the Stage is done, 
Retire with your looſe; Friends, to coſtly Banquets,, 
VVhile the lean Army groans upon the ground. 

Theo. Leave me, Hay; leſt 1 chaſtiſe thee : 

Hence, begon, I ſay 

Aare. Not till you have. heard me out 
Build too: like him a Pallace lin'd with gold, 
As long and large as that to the Elguiline : 
Incloſe a pool too in it. like the Sea, 

And at the Empires coſt let Navies meet - 
Adern your ſtarry Chambers too. with Gems,. 
Contrive the plated: Ceilings to» turn. round, 
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With Pipes to caſt Ambroſian Oyles upon you: _ 
Conſume with his prodigious Vanity, 
In meer Perfumes, and Odorous diſtillations, 
Of Siſterces at once 400 Millions, 
Let naked Virgins wait you at your Table, 
And wanton Cupids dance and clap their Wings, 
No matter what becomes of the poor Souldier ; 
So they perform the drudgery they are fit for ; 
Why let em ſtarve for want of their Arrears, 
Drop 'as they go, and lye like Dogs in Ditches. 
T heo. Come, you are a Traytor ! 
Marc. Go too, you are Boy 
Or by the Gods 
Theo. If arrogance like this, 
And to the Emperor's face, ſhould ſcape nnpuniſh'd, 
Pl write my ſelf a Coward; dye then Villain, 
A deat! too glorious for ſo bad a man, 
By Theodoſins hand. {[Marcian diſarms him, but is wounded. 
Marc. Now Sir, where are you ?' 
What in the name of all our Rowan Spirits 
Now charms my hand from piving thee thy Fate ? 
Has he not cut me off from all my honours ? 
Torn my Commiſſions, ſham'd me to the Earth, 
Baniſht the Court, a Vagabond for ever ? 
Does not the Souldier hourly ask it from me ? 
Sigh their own wrongs, and beg me to revenge em? 
What hinders now, but that 1 mount the Throne ? 
And make to that this purple Youth my Footſtool # 
The Armies Court me, and my Countryes Caule : 
The Injuries of Rome and Greece perſwade me- 
Shew but this Rowan blood which he has drawn, 
They?ll make me Emperour whether 7 will or no: 
Did not for leſs than this the latter Brutus, . 
Becauſe he thought Rome wrong'd, in perſon head, 
Againſt his Friend, a black Conſpiracy ? : 
And ſtab the Majeſty of all the World? | 
Theo. At as you pleaſe, t am within your Power: 
Marc. Did not the former Brutus for the Crime 
Ot Sextus drive old Tarquin from his Kingdom ? 
And ſhall this Prince: too, by permitting others 
To a& their wicked Wills and lawleſs Pleaſures, 
Raviſh from the Empire its dear health, 
Well being, happineſs, and ancient glory, 
Go on in this diſhonourable reſt ? 
Shall he, 7 ſay, dream on, while the ſtary'd Troops, 
G 2 Lye 
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'Lye cold and waking'in the Winter Camp ; 
And like pin*d Birds for. -want of ſuſtenance 
Feed on the Haws and Berries of the Fields / 
O temper ! temper me! ye gracious Gods - 
Give to my hand forbearance; to my heart 
Its conſtant Loyalty ! I would but ſhake him, 
Rouze hir'a little from this death of Honour, 
And ſhew him what he ſhould be. 
Theo, You accuſe me, | | 
'As if I were ſome Monſter, moſt unheard of; 
Firſt, as the Ruin of the 'Arfny ! then 
Of taking your Commiſſion : But, by Heav'a 
1 ſwear, O Marcian! this 1 never did; 
Nor e're intended it : Nor fſay-7 this 
To alter thy ſtern uſage z; for with what 
Thou. haſt ſaid, and done, and brought to my remembrance, 
1 grow already weary of my. life. hb. 6 
. Marc. My Lord, 7 takes your ward : you do-not know :/ 
The wourids which rage within your Countries Bowels : 
The horrid uſage.of the ſuff*ring Souldier : 
But why will not our Theodofins know, 
If you intruſt . the Government to others 
That a& theſe Crimes: Who but your ſelf's to blame? 
Be witneſs, ye Gods! of my plain dealing, 
Of Marciar's . hogeſty, chow-e're degraded: 
I thank you for my baniſhment ! but, alas ! 
My loſs is little to what ſoon: will. follow: ; 
Retlect but on your ſelf and your own joys : 
Let not this Lethargy for ever hold you! 
*Twas rumour'd, through the. City that you - loy'd + 
That your Eſpouſals ſhould be ſalemniz'd ; 
When on a_ſidden here .you. ſend, your Ordess 
That th's bright Favourite, the lov'd Exdeſia, 
Should loſs her head. : | 
Theo. O Aeav®n, and Earth / What ſay?ſt thou, 
T hat 7 hive feaPd the death.,of my Erdeſia ? i 
tare *Tis,your,,awa Hand ang Signet: Yetl ſwear,. 
1ho? you haye.given to Female Ky. your ſway, 
And therefore 7. as well as the whole Army 
For ever onght.£0* Curſe all, Woman-kind, 
Yer waen tie Virgin came; as,,ſhe was: doom'd,. - 
And on the Scalfold, for. that purpoſe :rais'd, - 
Without the Walls appzard. before the Army! 
Theo. Wiat, on x Scaffold! ha, before, the Army / 
Hare, How quickly was-the tide of Fury turn'd ! 
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To ſoft compaſſion and-relenting tears: But when the. Axe- 
Seyer'd the brighteſt Beauty: of the Earth wo 
From. that fair body, had you heard the groan, 
W hich like a peal of diſtant Thunder, ran 
Through all the Armed Holt, you would have thought, 
By the immediate darkneſs that fell round us, 
VVhole Nature was concern'd at; ſuch a ſufi*cing, 
And all the Gods were angry. : | 
Theo. O, Pulcheria' 
Cruel ambitious Siſter, this muſt be 
Thy doing. O ſupport me, noble Marciarn ! 
Now, now's the time, if thou darſt ſtrike ; behold. 
1 offer thee my Breaſt, with my laſt breath, 
. Fil thank thee too, if now-thou drawſt my blood. 
Were I to live, thy Counſel ſhould diret me; 
But *tis too late [ He ſwooms- 
Marc. He faints! what, hoa there, Lucius! [Enter Lucius: 
My Lord, the Emperour, Eudoſia lives z 5 
She*s here, or will be in a minute, moment, 
Quick as athought. ſhe calls you to the Temple. 
O Lucius, help——7 have gone too far; but ſee, 
He breathes again—Eudeſia has awak'd him. 
Theo. Did you not vame Eudoſia? 
Marc. Yes, ſhe lives 
T did but. feign the ſtory of her Death; 
To find -how. near you plac'd her to your heart - 
And may the Gods rain all their Plagues upon me, 
It ever 1 rebuke you-thus again: 
Yet *tis- moſt certain that you ſign'd her Death, 
Not knowing what the wiſe Pwlcheria. olier'd, 
VVho left it in my hand to ſtartle you - 
But by my. Life and Fame, 7 did not think IT > Bee » 
It would have toucht your life. O pardon me.. - wl 
Dear Prince, my Lord, my. Emp'ror ! Royal Maſter . 
Droop gt becauſe 4 utter'd ſome raſh words, - 
And was-a-Mad; man——-by th'-immortal .Gods: - _ 
I love you as my Soul: what-e'ce 7 ſaid, 
My thovghts were, otherwiſe; believe theſe tears 
VVhich do not ule to flow ; all ſhall be well: 
I ſwear that there are ſeeds in that ſweet temper; 
To attone -for all the Crimes -in. this. bad age. \-4 
Theo. | thank thee firſt for my Eudoſias lite.: . ., | 
VVbat but my Love could have calld. back that lty n—— 
VVhich thou, haſt made me hate, and oh methougas 
*T was hard, dcar Maraan, very bard from thee, 
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From him 7 ever reverenc'd as my Father, 
To hear ſo harſh a Meſſage——but no more : | 
We are Friends : Thy hand; Nay, if thou wilt not riſe, 
And let me fold my Arms about thy Neck, 
V1 not believe thy Love / In this forgive me; 
Firſt let me wed Eudefia, and we'll out ; 
We will, my General, and make amends 
For all that's paſt - Glory and Arms ye call, 
And Marcian leads me on 
Marc. Let her not reſt then, 
Eſpouſe her ſtraight; Ill ſtrike you at a heat; 
May this great humour. get large growth within you, 
And be encourag'd by the emboldning Gods : 
O what a ſight will this be to the Souldier ; 
To ſee me bring you dreſt in ſhining Armour, - 
To head the ſhouting Squadrons— O ye Gods? 
Methinks 7 hear the ecchoing Cries of Joy z - 
The ſound of Trumpets, and the beat of Drums. 
I ſee each ſtarving Souldier bound from Earth, 
As if ſome God by miracle had rais'd him, 
And with beholding you grow fat again : 
Nothing but gazing eyes, and opening mouths ; 
Checks red with joy, and lifted hands about you: 
Some wiping the glad tears that trickle down 
With broken 7o's, and with ſobbing raptures, 
Crying to Arms: He's come / our Emp'ror's come 
To win the World. Why is not this far better 
Than lolling in a Ladies lap, and ſleeping, 
Faſting, or praying ? Come, come, you (hall be merry. 
And for Exdeſja, ſhe is yours already : 
Marcian has ſaid 1t, Sir, ſhe ſhall be yours. 
Theo, O Marcian! oh my Brother ! Father! all: 
Thou beſt of Friends, moſt faithful Counſellor, 
Pil find a Match for thee too &re I reſt, 
To make thee Love me. For when thou art with me. 
I'm ſtrong and well : But when thou art gone, I am nothing. 


Enter Athenais, meeting Theodoſius. 


\ Theo. Alas ! Eudeſia, tell me what to ſay 
For my full heart can ſcarce brizz forth a word, 
Of that which 1 have ſworn to ſee perform'd. 
Athen. { am perfeCtly obedient to your pleaſure. 
Theo. Well then 1 come to tell thee that Yaranes- 
Of all man-kind is neareſt to my heart ; 
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I love him, dear Eigoſia, and toprove 
That love on trial all my blood?s too little ; 
Ev'n thee, if F were ſure todye this moment, 
(As Heav*n alone can tell how far my Fate 
Is off !) O thou my Soul's moſt tender joy, 
V Vith my laſt breath 7would bequeath him thee. 
Athen. Then you are pleas'd, my Lord, to yield me to him: 
Theo. No, my Eudoſia, no, I will not yield thee : | 
VVhile 7 have life ; for VVorlds I wil not yield thee. 
Yet, thus far I amengag'd to tet thee know, 
He loves thee Athenars more than ever. i 
He languiſhes, deſpairs, and dies like me z 
And [have paſt my word that he ſhall ſee thee: 
Altben. Ah, Sir, what haveyou done againſt your felf., 
And me? VVhy-have you paſt your fatal word? 
VVhy will you truſt me, who am now affraid 
To truſt my ſelf ? VVhy do you leave me naked 
To an aſfault, who had made proof my Vertue, 
VVith this ſure guard never toſee him more. 
For, oh with trembling Agonies Zſpeak it, 
I cannot ſee a Prince, whom oncel loy'd, 
Bath'd in his grief, and gaſping at my Feet, 
In all the violent trancesof deſpair, 
V Vithout a ſorrow that perhaps may end me. 
Theo. O ye ſeverer Pow*rs/, too cruel Fate ! 
Did ever Love tread ſuch'a nie before ? 
Yet, Athenais, ſtill 7 truſt thy Vertue 
But if thy bleeding Heart cannot refrain, 
Give, give thy ſelf away. yet ſtill remember, 
That moment Theodoſins is no more 
CEx. Theo. with Attic. Pulc. Leon; 
Athen. Now glory © now, if ever thou didſt work 
In VVomans mind, aſliſt me-—Oh my heart ! 
VVhy doſt thou throb, as if thou -wer't a breaking ? 
Down, down, I ſay, think on tby Injuries, 
Thy wrongs! thy wrongs.. *Tis well my Eyes are drye., 
And all within my Bofom now 1s ſtill. 


/ 


Enter Varanes, leaning on Aranthes. 


Ha ! is this he! or ist Yaranes Ghoſt ? 
He looks as if he had beſpoke his Grave, 
Trembling and pale; muſt not dare to view him; 
For oh | feel his melancholly here, 

And fear 7 ſhall too ſoon partake his ſickneſs! 
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Fara. Thus to the angry Gods offending; Martals,, 
Made ſenſible by ſome ſevere afliiction, i 
How all their Crimes are regiſtred in Heay'n, 
In that nice Court, how no raſh words eſcapes, 
But ev/n extravagant thoughts are all ſet down - 
Thus the poor Penitents with fear approach ' 
The reverend Shrines, and, thus for mercy bow,  [Xneels; 
Thus melting too, they waſh the hallowed Earth, 
And groan to be forgivel——— 
O Empreſs! O Endeſia? ſuch you are now, 
Theſe are your Titles, and. I muſt not dare 
Ever to call you Athenais more. 
Athen. Riſe, riſe, my Lord, let ;me intreat you riſe, '. 
I will not hear you in that: humble poſture : 
Riſe or / muſt withdraw ——The VVorld would bluſh 
For you and me, ſhould it behold a Prince, 
Sprung from immortal Cyrzs, on his knees, 
Before the Daughter of a poor Philoſopher. 
Vara, 'Tis juſt, you righteous Gods! my doom is juſt ; 
Nor will I ſtrive to deprecate her anger. 
If poſſible VI aggravate my Crimes, 
That ſhe may rage till ſhe has broke my heart - 
For all 7 now deſire, andlet the Gods, 
Thoſe cruel Gods that: joyn to my- undoing, 
Be witnelles to this unnatural wiſh, IN 
Is to fall dead without a wound before her. 
Athen, O ye known ſounds ! But 1 muſt ſteel my ſoul. 
Methinks theſe Robes, my Delia, are too heavy. 
Vara. Not worth .a word, a look, nor one repard ! 
| Is then the Nature of my fault ſo hajnous,. 
That when I come to take my eternal leave, 
You'll.not vouchſafe to view me? This is ſcorn 
Which the fair ſoul of gentle Athenais, 
Would ne*re have harbour'd 
O, for the ſake of him, - whom , you. e*ce-long 
Shall hold as faſt as now you'r:1wiſhes form him, 
Give me'a patient hearings for hoaw-ever 
4 talk of death, and ſeem to loath my life, 
7 would deliberate with my Fate a while, 
VVith ſnatching glances eye thee to the laſt, 
Pauſe o?re a loſs like thet of Athenars, : 
And parly with my ruine. > .; 7 1... 
Arhea. Speak my, Lord...: > . 
To hear you'is the Emperor's.command ; 
And for that Cauſe:l.readily .obcy. 
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Fara. The Rmpanne, the Eniperar” $ command ; 
And for that cauſe ſhe readily .obeys,  : ... 
1 thank you Madam that on -any terms - 
You condeſcend to . hear me 
Know then, Eudoſia. Ah, rather let me call thee 
By the Lov'd name of Athenais ſtill; | 
That name that 1 ſo often haye invok'd ! 
And which was once Auſpitious.to. my Vows; _ 
So oft *at Midnight: figh'd amongſt the Groves” wh 
The Rivers murmur and the Eccho's burden, 
Which every Bird could ſing and wind did bear !_ 
By that dear Name,  / make this proteſtation, 
By all that's good on Earth, or bleſt. in Heav'n: 
I ſwear I love thee more, far- more. than ever 
With conſcious bluſhes too! Here: help me, Gods, 
Help me to tell her, ctho'to my Confuſion, 
And everlaſting ſhame.z yet I mult tell her, 
I lay the Perſia Crown before, her Feet. 
Athen. My Lord, 1 thank you, .and to.expyels thoſe thanks, 
As nobly as you offer 'em,,l- return... * 
The guift you make, nor will 7 now '"upbraid you 
With the Example of the Emp'ror ;' 
Not but I know 'tis that that draws you. on, | 
Thus to deſcend beneath your Majeſty;,*-* ©", 
And ſwell the Daughter of a. poor Philoſopher 56+ 
With hopes of being; great. _ ; 
V ara. Ah, Madam! Ah you wrong me, by the Gods 
I had repented e're I knew the Emp'ror "a 
Athen. You find perhaps too Iate that Athenass, | y 
However lighted for. her Birth' and, Fortune, 
Has ſomething in her Perſon, and, her Vertue, as 
VVorth the Regard of Emperors themſelves, © 
And to return the Complement you Fore 
My Father, Leontine, that poor Philoſopher, 
VVhoſe utmoſt glory.,is to have been your "Tutor : 
I here proteſt, by Vertue, . and by Glory, os 
I ſmear by Heay?a and All. the Pow?cs, Divine... 
The abandoned Daughter. of, that poor "old man_* 
Shall ne're be ſeated on - the Throne of Cyrus. $ | 
Vara, O death to. all my hopes ! what baſt thor ſworn ? 
To turn me wild !. Ah, cucſed Throne of Cyrus, 
VVould thou had(E been © returg'd and 141d in duſt, _ 
His Crown. .co0 zhundgr-ſtrook. - , My. Father, all,. rh 
The Perſian Race, like: poor Datins. ruin'd,' 
/Blotted, and ſwept for ever from _ world; 
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When firſt Ambition blaſted thy Remembrance 
Athen. O Heay*n ? 1 had forgot the baſe affront 

Offer'd by this proud man a wrong ſo great, 

It is remoy*d beyond all hope of mercy - 

He had deſign'd to bribe my Fathers yertue, 

And by unlawfnl means | 

Fly from my ſight, leſt 7' become a Fory— 

And break thoſe rules of temperance 7 propog'd, 

Fly, fly, Farares” fly this ſacred place 

Where Vertue and Religion are profeſs'd : 

This City will not harbour Infidels, 

Traytors to. Chaſtity, Licentious Princes;. 

Begon, 7 ſay, thou canſt not here be ſafe, 

Fly to Imperial Libertines abroad ; 

la foreign Courts thov'lt find a thouſand Beauties. 

That will comply for gold, for gold they*ll weep,. 

For gold be fond as Athenais was; 

And charm thee ſtill as if they lov'd indeed. 

Thow'lt frad enow Companions too for riot 

 Luxuriant all,. and Royal as*thy felf; 

Tho? thy loud Vices ſhould reſound to heav'n. 

Art thou not gone yet? 
Vara No, 1 am charn''d to hear you : 

O from my Sovit 7'do confeſs my ſelf 

The very blot .of. Honoury, 7 am more black 

Than thou, in all thy heart- of juſt revenge, 

With all thy glorious Eloquence, canſt' make me.. 
Athen. Away, Faranes. ; ſr 
Vara. Yes, Madam, I am going a 

Nay, by the Gods, 7 do not ask. thee pardon :-- 

Nor while I live will 7. idiplore thy” mercy. 

But when 1 am dead, if as thon doft. return, 

With happy Theodeſius from the Tetnple, | 

It as thou go'ſt in Triumph through the ſtreets, 

Thou chance to' meet the cold Yaranes there, 

Born by his Friends to.bis Eternal home ;. 

Stop then, O Arhtnais! and behold me; 

Say. as thou hang'ſt about the Emp*ror*s Neck, ' 

Alas.! my Lord, this ſight is worth our pity ; 

If to: thoſe pitying words, thou add a tear, 

Or give one parting groan—l1f poſſible, 

if the good Gods. will grant my Sonl the freedom, | 

PI leave iny ſhrow?d, and wake fromDeath to thank thee: 
Athen. Ae ſhakes. my, reſolution from the bottom: 

My bleeding Heart too; ſpeaks in his behalf, 


And 
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And ſays my Vertne has been too ſevere. : 
Yara. Farewell! O Empreſs : No Athenais, now; 
I will not call thee by that tender. Name ; 
Since cold deſpair begins to freeze my Boſom, 
And all my Pow'rs are now reſolv'd on Death, 
"Tis faid, that from my Youth I bave been-raſh; - 
Chollerick, and hot, but let the Gods now Judge 
By my laſt wiſh, if ever patient man 
Did calmly bear fo great a loſs as mine ; 
Since *tis ſo doom'd by Fate you muſt be wedded, 
For your own peace, when, 7 am laid in Earth, | 
Forget that ere Yaranes had a. being ; | 
Turn all your Sovl go Theodoſius boſom > 
Continue Gods their Days, and make %em long ; 
LZacina wait upon their fruitful Hymen, | 
And many Children, beautious, as the Mother, 
And pious .as. the Father, make *em ſmile. 
Athen. O Heav*ns! 
Vara. Farewell—TII trouble: you no more: 
The malady that's lodg*d within grows ſtronger 3 
I feel the ſhock of my approching Fate : 
My heart too trembles at his: diſtang march; 
Nor can 1 utter more, if you ſhou'd ask me... 
Thy arm, Aranthes | O farewell for ever — _.. 
Athen. Varanes, ſtay, and e*re you go for ever, 
Let me unfold my heart. 
Vara. O, Athenais! 
What further cruelty haſt thou in ſtore 
To add to what 7 ſuffer ? 
Athen. Since it is doom'd Wy 
That we muſt 'part, let's part as Loyers ſhou'd, 
As thoſe that have loy'd long, and loy*d well, 
Vara. Art thou ſo, good! O Athenass, oh'! 
Athen. Firſt from my Soul 7 pity and forgive you; 
I pardon you. that baſty little Error, 
Which yet has been the Caule, of both our ruines. 
And let this ſorrow witneſs for my heart, 
How eagerly I wiſh it had not been, 
And ſince 7 cannot keep it, take it all. 
Take all the Love, O Prince,- 7 ever bore you. 
Or if *tis poſſible, VII give you more ; | | 
Your noble carriage forces this Confeſſion : 
1 rage ! 1 burn! I bleed” 7 dye for Love: 
I am diſtratted with this world 'of paſſion. 


Yara. Gods! cruel Gods ! take notice I forgive you. 
H3. | Athen. 


— 


. . * 
——— EVI een—_ VEE OE Fs a a. 9 DSP <0 ogy —C— 


&P THEODOS1US: 0r, 
Athen. Alas ! my Lord! my weaker tender Sex ©. 

Has not your fhanly patience; cannot curb 

This Fury 1a therefore '/ lct it looſe 

Spite of my rigid duty, 7 will ſpeak 

With all the deafneſs: of a dying Lover, | 

Farewell moſt lovely, and moſt' toy'd of: men ; 

Why comes 'this dying paleneſs o'ce thy Face ? 

VVhy wander thus thy eyes? VVhy doſt thou bend - 

As if the fatal weight of Death were on thee ? 
Vara. Speak - yet a little more , For, by the Gods ? 

And as I prize-thole bleſſed happy moments, 

I ſwear, O Athenais ! all is well/ © 

O neyer better” * Hb 
Athen, 1 doubt thee, dear Yaranes ; 

Yet, if thou dy*ſt; 7 ſhall not long be from thee: 

Once more farewell, and take theſe laſt embraces, 

Oh! I could cruſh him to -my heart / Farewell; _ 

And as a dying pledge of my laſt Love, LR SS 

Take this, whicty all thy Pray*rs could never Charm; 

VVhat have I done? Oh lead me, lead me, Delis! 

Ah, Prince farewell ! Angels- prote& and guard thee. 
Vara. Turn back' O i Athenars !' and behold me ! 

Hear my laſt words, and then farewell for-ever: 

Thou haſt undone 'me-more by this confeſſion :- © 

You ſay, you ſwear, you love me more than ever- 

Yet, I muſt ſee you marry'd to another, 

Can there be any plague or hell like this ? 

O Athenais! VVhither ſhall 7 turn me? 

You have brought me back to life : but oh- what life ? 

To a life more terrible than a thouſand Deaths; 

Like one that had been buried in a Trance, 

 VVith racking ſtarts, he wakes and gazes round, 

Forc'd by deſpair his whirling Limbs to V Vound., 

And beHow. Itke a Spirit under-ground. | 
Still urg?d by Fate, to turn, to: toſs, atid raye, 
Tormented, -daſt'd, and broken- in the Grave. 


TExennt. 


- | ' f Ea p X 
The Force of Lowe." i $3. 
doin wands ieers”) 


A dv Ae 


——— —_—_— 


ACT V.- SCENE 1 


Athenais dreſt in Imperial Robes, - and Crown'd, a Table with 
a 'bowl .of Poiſon. 
Athen. Midnight Marriage !. muſt. I to the Temple, 
Thus at the Murderers hour?? Tis wond'rous ſtrange; 
But ſo thou ſay*ſt my Father bas commanded 
And that's Almighty Reaſon. EC Ihe ar 
Delia. Tt? Emperor in compaſſion to the Prince, 
Who would perhaps fly to extravagance, 
If he in Publick ſhould reſolve to eſpouſe you, 
Contriv'd by this cloſe Marriage to deceive him. 
Athen. Go fetch thy Lute, and ſing thoſe lines 7 gave thee 
So, now Z am alone; yet my Soul ſhakes; 
For where this dreadful draught may carry me, 
The Heav?ns can onely tell ; yet I am reſolved 
To drink it off in ſpite of Conſequence, 
Whiſperhim, O ſome Angel ! what I am doing; 
By ſympathy of Soul let him too tremble, 
To hear my wondrous Faith, my wondrous Love, 
Whoſe Spirit not content with an Ovation 
Of lingring Fate, with Tryumph thus reſoly'd: 
Thus in the rapid Chariat of the Soul , 
To mount and dare as never Woman dar'd : 
*Tis done, - haſte, Delia, haſte ! come bring thy Lute, [ Drinks. 
And ſing my waftage to immortal Joys, 
Methinks 7 cannot but ſmile at my own bravery, 
Thus from my loweſt Fortune raisd to Empire, 
Crown'd and adorn'd ! worſhipt by haif the Earth, 
While a young Monarch dyes for my Embraces: 
Yet now. to. Wave. the glories of the World : 
O my Yaranes ! tho? my Birth's unequal : 
My Vertue ſure has richly recompenc'd 3 
And quite out-gone Example / 


SONG. 


. Ah Cruel bloody Fate, 
What canft thow now do more ? 
Alas, *tis all too Late, 
Philander #0 reſtere: 
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Why ſhould the Heavenly Powers perſwade 
' * Poor Mortals to. believe, 

That they guard us here, 
And rewards us there, 
Tet all. eur Foys deceive. 
Her Poinyard then ſhe took, 
And held it in her hands 
And with a dying look, 
Cry'd, thus I Fate command: 
Philander ! ab wy Love I come, 
To meet thy ſhade below; 
Ab, I come, ſhe Cry'd, 
With a wound ſo Wide, 
There needs no ſecond blow. 


3 
In Purple Waves her blood 
Ran ſtreaming down the Floor , 
Unmov?d ſhe ſaw the flood, 
| And bleſt her dying hour : 

Philander ! ah, Philander ! f!! 
The bleeding Phillis cry'd, 
She wept a while, 
And fhe forc'd a ſmile; 

Then clogd her eyes and ay d. 


Enter Pulcheria- 


. Pulch. How fares my dear Ex4doſia ? ha, thou look'ſt, 
Or elſe the Tapers cheat my ſight, like one 
That's fitter for thy Tomb than Czſar*s Bed, 
A Fatal ſorrow dims thy ſhaded eyes, 
And in deſpight of all thy Ornaments, 
Thou ſeem®ſt ro me the Ghoſt of Athenais. 
Athen. And what's the puniſhment, my deat” Pulcheria, 
What Torments are allotted thoſe ſad ſpirits, 
* Who groaning with the burden of deſpair ; 
No longer will endure the Cares of. Life, 
But boldly ſet themſelves at liberty, 
Throvgh the dark Caves 'of Death to wander on, 
Like wilded Travellers without a Guide, 
ternal Rovers in the gloomy, Maze, - 
Where ſcarce the Twilight of an Infant Moon, 
By a faint glimmer checkering through the Trees, 
Reflects to diſmal view the walking Ghoſts, 
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And neyer hope to reach the bleſſed Fields 7 

Pulch. No more o' that, Atticus ſhall reſolye. Thee, 
But ſee, he waits thee from the Emperour ; 
Thy Father too attendss | 


Enter Leontine, Atticus, &c: 


Leont, Come, Athenais! Ha, what now' in tears ? 
O fall of Honour, but no more 1-charge thee, 
I. charge thee, as thou ever hop'ſt my bleſſing, 
Or fear'ſt my Curſe, to baniſh from thy Soul 
All thoughts, if poſſible the memory, 
Of that ungrateful Prince that has undone thee. 
Attend me to the Temple on this inſtant, 
To-make the Emperour thine, this- night to wed him; 
And lye within his Arms: 

Athen. Yes, Sir, Ple go0——— 
Let me but dry my Eyes, and 7 will go, 
Eudoſia, this unhappy Bride ſhall go, 
Thus like a Victim crown'd and doom'd to bleed,. 
Ple wait you to the Altar, wed the Emperour, 
And if he pleaſes, lye within his Arms. 

Leont. FThou-art my Child agen. 

Athen. But do not,. Sir, . imagine that any. Charms; 
Or threatnings ſhall compel me 
Never to think of poor Yaranes more: 
No, my FYaranes: No 
While 1 have breath, I will remember thee: 
To thee alone, I will my. thoughts confine, . 
And all my Meditations ſhall be thine, 
The Image of thy Woes my Soul ſhall fill, 
Fate and my end, and thy remembrance till, 
As in ſome Pop'lar ſhade the Nightingale 
With piercing moans does her loſt young: bewail, , 
Which the rough Hind, obſerving as they lay, 
Warm in their Downy-Neſt, had ſtoln away, 
But ſhe in mournful ſounds does ſtill complain, q 


Sings all - the night, tho? all her Songs are vain, 
And ſtill renews her miſerable ſtrain : 
So my Varanes till my death comes on 


Shall ſad Edzfia thy dear loſs bemoan. [ Ex. Athenais, Atticus- 


Stene - 
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mo — _ & 
Enter Varanes. 


Vara. *Tis Night, dead- night, and; weary Nature lies 

So faſt, as if ſhe never were'to riſe 

No breath of Wind now whiſpers through the Trees ; - 

No noiſe at Land, nor murmur in the Seas 

Lean Wolves forget to howl at Nights pale Noon; 

No wakeful Dogs bark at the filent Moon : 

Nor bay the Ghoſts that glide with horror by, 

To view the Caverns where their bodies lye, 

The Ravens petch, and no preſages give ; 

Nor to the Windows of the dying cleave. | 

The Owls forget to ſcream, no midnight ſound, 

Call drowſie eccho from the hollow ground, 

In vaults the walking Fires extinguiſht lye,. 

The ftars, Heay?'a Centry, wink and ſeem to dye. 

Such Univerſal ſilence ſpreads below, 

Through the vaſt ſhades where 7 am doom'd togo; 

Nor ſhall I need a violence to wound : 

The ſtorm is here that drives me on the ground ; 

Sure means -to make the Soul; and Body part, - 

A burning Feaver, and a broken heart. - ins 

What hoa, Aranthes! | LEnter Aranthes. 

I ſent thee to the Apartment of 

Athenats | I ſent thee, did I not, to be admitted ? 
Aran. You did, my Lord; but oh 

I fear to give you an .Account, 
Var. Alas ! | | 

Aranthes, I am: got on the other ſide 

Of this bad World; and now am paſt all fear. 

O ye avenging Gods, 1s there a plague 

Among your hoorded Bolts and heaps of Vengeance 

Beyond the mighty loſs. of Athenass, | 

*Tis contradiction, ſpeak, then ſpeak, Aranthes, 

For all misfortunes if compar'd with that, | 

Will make Faranes ſmile 
Aranth. My Lord, the Empreſs, 

Crown'd and edorn'd with the Imperial Robes, 

At this dead time of 'Night with ſilent pomp, 

As they deſign'd from all to keep it ſecret, 

But chiefly ſure from you-,, 7 ſay the Empreſs 

Is now conducted by the General. 


\ 
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Atticus and. her. Father to the Temple, 
- There to eſpouſe th* Emperor, 'Theodgſtne: * 
Vara. Sayſt thou ? is't certain! hah. 
Arant. Moſt certain, Sir, I ſaw *em -in' proceſſion. 
Vara. Give me thy Sword, Malicious Fate / O Fortune ! 
O giddy chance,” O turn of Loye and greatneſs ? 
Marry'd? ſhe has kept her promiſe now: indeed ; © 
And oh her pointed fame, and nice revenge, 
Haye reacht their-end. . No Aranthes * no! 
I will not ſtay, the lazy execution Re ce TBI, 
Of a ſlow Feaver, Give me 'thy' hand, and ſwear' © | --. 
By all the Loye and Duty that. thou 'ow'ſt met! ' ' - 754 
To obſerye the laſt Commands that 1 ſhall give. thee'z -- '- 
Stir not. againſt my purpoſe, as thou fear*ſt a 
My anger and diſdain; Nor dare to oppoſe me 
With troubleſome unneceſſary formal :reaſons ; J 
For what my thought has doom'd, my, hand- ſhall ſeal, - 5 | 
» I charge thee hold it ſtedfaſt to my heart, © % 
- Fixt as the Fate that throws me on the point. 
Tho?1 have lived a Perſian, I will fall 
As fair, as fearleſs, and as full reſoly'd 
As any Greek, or Roman of *em. all. 
Arante What. you command is terrible' but ſacred, 
And to attone for this too cruel duty,  , | 
My Lord, Il follow you — | 
Vara. 1 charge thee not ? 
Bat when I am dead take the attending Slaves, 
And bear me, with my blood diſtilling down, 
Straight to the Temple, lay me/ O Aranthes ? 
Lay my cold Coarſe at Athenars Feet, 
And ſay, O why, why, do my eyes run o're? 
Say with my lateſt gaſp I groan'd for pardon ; 
Juſt here my Friend, hold faſt,” and fix the Sword 3 "3 
[ feel the Artery, where the life blood lies 3 
It heaves againſt the Point——Now o' ye Gods 
If for the greatly wretched you have Room, 
Prepare my place, for dauntleſs lo I come! 
The force of Love thus makes the Mortal wound, 
And Athenais ſends me to the ground. 
[Kills himſelf. 
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SCENE the third, the, outward part of the Temple. 


Enter Pulcheria and Julia at one door,, Marcian and Lucius at 
another. 


Tis to my wiſh, 1 muſt no lon ger loſe him; 
Leſt he ſhould leave the Court indeed - he looks 
As if ſome mighty ſecret work'd within him, 
And labour'd for a vent, inſpire me Woman, 
That what my Soul deſires aboye the world, 
May ſeem--impos'd and forced on my afteCtions 

Luc. 1 ſay ſhe loves you, and ſhe ſtays to hear it 
From. your own Mouth : Now in the name of all | 
The Gods at once, my Lord, why are you ſilent ? 
Take heed, Sir, mark. your opportunity ;. 
For if the Woman. lays it in your way, 
And you over-ſee it : She is loſt for ever. 
Marc. Madam, 7 come to take my eternal leave, 
Your doom. has baniſht me,. and 7 obey. 
The Court and I ſhake hands, and now we part, 
Never to ſee each other more ; the Court 
Where 1 was born, and hred a Gentleman ; 
No- more, till your illuſtrigqus bounty rais?d me, 
And drew the Earth-born vapour to. the Clouds :: 
But as the Gods ordain'd 1t I haye loft, 
I know not how through nance, your Grace : 
And now the Exhalatipn of my glory 
Is quite conſum'd and vaniſht into Air. 
Pulch. Proceed,, Si——, | | 
Marc. Yet. let thoſe Gods-that doom'd me to diſpleaſe you; 
Be witneſſes how much 1 honour you———- 
Thus worſhipping 1 ſwear by your bright ſ:If, 
T leave this Infamous Court with more content, 
Than Fools and- Flatterers. ſeek it. 'But, oh Heaven !. 
I cannot go if ſtil your hate purſues me, 
Yes, 1 declare it is impoſlible, 
To go to baniſhment without your pardon. 
Pulch. You. have: it; Marciay, is there ouptt beſide; 
That you would ſpeak, for 1 am free to hear. 
Marc. Since 7 ſhall never ſee you more, what hinders.. 
But my laſt words- ſhould here proteſt the truth, 
Know then Imperial Princeſs, matchleſs Woman, 
aince firit you. caſt your eyes upon my meannelſs, 


Pulch. Look Julia, ſee the penſive Marcian comes ;, 


Ev'n: | 


- » The Force of Lave, © 5 
Eva till you .rai?d me to my envy?d- height, 
I have in ſecret lov'd you —— | 


a; 


Pulch, Is this, Marcian? FRE 
Marc. You frown! but 7 am ftill prepar*d for all 
1fay I ley*d you, and I loye you ſtil, 
More than my lite, and equal to my Glory 3 
Methinks the Warring Spirit that inſpires 
This Frame, the very Genius of old Rome ! 
That makes me talk without the Fear of Death, 
And drives my daring Soul to aQts of honour, 
Flames in your eyes! our thoughts too. are: a-kiny 
Ambitious, fierce, and bura alike. for, glory: 
Now, by the Gods! I loy'd you in. your Fury, 
In all the thunder that quite riv'd my hopes, . 
I loy'd you moſt ey*a when you did deſtroy me. | 
Madam, Pve ſpoke my heart, and cou'd ſay morez . » 
But that 7 ſee it grieves you, your high blood 
Frets at the arrogance and. ſawcy -pride 
Of this bold Vagabond : may the- Gods forgive me: 
Farewell; a worthier General may ſucceed me; 
But none more faithful to the Emperors intereſt, 
Than him you are pleas'd to call the Traytor, Marcia 1. 
Pulc. Come back, you have ſubtilly play'd your part indeed; 
For firſt, th* Emperor, whom you lately ſchooPd, _ - 
Reſtores you your Commiſſion ; next commands, you, 
As you're a Subject not to leave the Court. ._ - 
Next, but oh Heay'n/ which way ſhalll expreſs 
His cruel pleaſure, he that is ſo mild 
In all things elſe, yet obſtinate in this, 
Spite of my tears, my Birth, and my Diſdain, 
Commands me, as I dread his high diſpleaſure, 
O Marcian! to receive you as my Husband. 
Marc. Ha, Lucius! what, what- does: my Fate intend ? 
Luc. Purſue her, Sir, *tis at 7 ſaid, ſhe yields, 
And ragts that. you follow her no faſter ! 
Pulc. Is then at laſt ray great Authority, 
And my intruſted Pow'r declin'd to this? 
Yet oh my Fate, what way can 7 ayoid it? 
He charg*d- me -ftreight to wait him to the Temple ; 
And there reſolve! O Marcian! on this Marriage» 
Now generous Souldier, as you're truly noble; 
O help me forth, loſt in this Labyrinth ; 
Help me to looſe this more than Gordzan Knot, 
And make me. and. your ſelf for ever happy.  .; | 
Marc. Madam, 711 ſpeak as OY as I can, A 
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And as a Souldier ought, the 'onely way 
To help this knot is yet to tyeit faſter. 
Since then the Emperor has reſoly'd you mine, 
For which I will for ever thank the Gods, 
And make this Holiday throughout my life, 
I take him at his word, and claim his promiſe ; 
The Empire of the World ſhall not redeem you. 
Nay, weep not Madam, though my outſide's rough, 
Yet by thoſe Eyes your Souldier has a heart 
Compaſſionate and tender as a Virgins, 
Ev'n now it -bleeds to ſee thoſe falling ſorrows, 
Perhaps this gtief- may move the Emperour+ 
To a Repentafice! Come then- to the Tryal; 
For by my Arms; 'my* Life, and dearer honour, 
if you go back"when given me by his hand, 
In diſtant Wars my Fate-I will deplore, 
And Marcian's Name ſhall ne*ce be heard of more. F[Exenrt: 


Theodoſius, Athenais, Atticus Joyning their hands —— Marci: 
- an, Pulcheria, Lucius, Julia, Delia, &c. Leontine. 


Attic. ' The mbre than Gortian.knot is tyd, 
” "hich" 'Dearhs firone ' Arm fhall nere' divide, © © 
Foy t#htn Fa bliſs ye wafted _— | 
Tour Spirits ſhall 's Wedded there, 
Waters are loſt, and Fires will dyes. 
But Love alone can Fate defie. | 


Enter Aranthes with the Boay of Varanes: | 7 


Aranth. Where is the Empreſs ? where ſhall I find Exudofia? 
By Fate I am ſent to tell that cruel Beauty, 
She has robb'd the World of Fame ; her eyes have giy'n 
A blaſt to the big bloſſom of the War Pen 
Behold him there nipt in his Flowry Morn, ._ | 
CompelPd to break his promiſe of a day; ry | 
A day that conqueſt would have made her boaſt; 
Behold her Lawrel wither'd to the Rook 
Canker'd and kild by Athenais ſcorn, 

Athen. Dead! dead, Yaranes ? | | 

Theo. Or ye Eternal Pow?rs 7 Sor 
That guide the World,” why' do yon thock our Reaſan; © 
With acts Itke theſe that Tay our thoughts in duſt 2 


Forgive 


t 
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Forgif® me Heay*n this ſtart, or elevate 
Imagination more, and. make -it, nothing. 
Alas ! alas, Faranes! But ſpeak, Aranthes, 
The manner of his Fate» Groans choak my words; 
But ſpeak, and we' will Anſwer thee with Tears. 
Aran. His Feaver would no doubt by this have done 
What ſome few minutes paſt his Sword perform, 
He heard from me' your progreſs to the Temple, 
How you deſignd at midnight to deceive him, 
By a Clandeſtine Marriage : But, my Lord, 
Had you beheld his Racks at my Relation ; 
Or had your Empreſs ſeen him in thoſe Torments, 
When from his dying Eyes ſwoln to the brim 
The big round drops rowl'd down his manly Face ; 
When from his hollowed Breaſt a murmuring Groud 
Of groans ruſh'd forth, and eccho'd all is. well : 
Then had you ſeen- him O ye cruel Gods / 
Ruſh on t'ze Sword I held againſt his Breaſt, 
And dye it to the: Hilts with theſe laſt words—— 
Bear me to Athenais 
Athen. Give me way, my Lord, 
I have moſt ſtriftly kept my promiſe with you, 
7 a- _ your Bride, and you canask no more, 
Or if you did, I-am paſt the power to give :. 
But here! oh here4.on his cold bloody Breaſt, 
Thus let me breath my laſt. 
Theo, O Empreſs, what, what can this tranſport mean? 
Are theſe our Nuptials / theſe my promis?d Joys ? 
Athen. Forgive me, Sir, this laſt reſpe&t 7 pay 
Theſe ſad remains - ——And. oh thou mighty Spirit, 
If yet thou art not mingled with the - Stars, | 
Look down and hear the wretched Athenazs, 
When thou ſhalt know before I gave conſent 
To this indecent Marriage, I had taken 
Into my Veins a cold and deadly draught, 
Which ſoon: would render me, alas, unfit 
For the warm Joys of an Imperial Lover, 
And make me ever thine! yet keep my word 
With Theodoſius : Wilt thou not forgive me? - 
Theo: Poilon'd'to- free thee from the Emperor ! 
Oh, Athenais! thou haſt done a deed | 
That tears my heart ! what have I done againſt thee 
That' thou: ſhon'dſt brand me thus with Infamy 
And everlaſting ſame ! Thou mightſt have made 
Thy choice without this cruel. act of Death 
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I left thee to thy will, and in requital 
Thou haft murder'd all my Fame 
Athen. O pardon me? 
i lay my dying body at your Feet, / 
And beg, my Lord, with my laſt ſighs intreat you 
To impute the fault, if *ci$ a fault, to love; 
And the ingratitude of Arthenass, 
To her too cruel Starsz Remember too, 
1 beg'd you would not let me ſee the Prince, 
Prefaging what has happen'd; yet my word, 
As to our Nuptials was inviolable. | 
Theo, Ha? ſhe is going ! ſee her languiſhing eyes 
Draw in - their Beams, the ſleep of Death is on her. 
Athen. Farewell, my Lord! alas! alas, Yaranes. 
To embrace thee now is not immodeſty ; 
Oc if it were, I think my bleeding heart, 
Would make me criminal in death to claſp thee, 
Break all the tender niceties of honour, 
To fold thee. thus, and warm thee into life, 
For oh what man like him con'd woman move / 
O Prince beloy'd !  O Spirit moſt divine ! 
Thus by my death, 7 give thee all my Love. 
And ſeal my Soul and Body ever thine—-—— [Dvez, 
Theo. O Marcien! O Pulcheria! did :not the Pow. 
Whom we adore plant all his Thunder. bolts 
Againſt ſelf-Murderers, 7 would periſh too: 
But as I am I ſwear to leave the Empire: 
To thee my Siſter I bequeath the World g 
And yet a gift more great the galiant Afarciar ! 
On then, my Friend, now ſhew thy Romax Spirit : 
As to her Sex, fair Athenais was, 
Be thou to thine a pattern of tre honour, 
Thus we'll attone for all the preſent Crimes, 
That yet it may be faid in after-times ; 
No age with ſuch Examples cou'd compare, 
So gicat, ſo good, ſo yertuous, and ſo fair. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Epilogue. 


Hrice happy they that never writ before ; 

How pleas'd and bold they quit the ſafer (hore : 
Like ſome new Captain of the City Bands, 
That with big looks in Finsbury Commands, 
SwelPd with hnge Ale he Cries, beat, beat a Drum, ' W 
Pox 0 the French-King, nds bud let him come : 

Give me ten thouſand Redcoats, and alles, 

Well firk his Crequi and his Conde too, 

Thus the young Scriblers, Mankinds ſenſe diſdain; 

For 1gnorance is ſure to make 'em vain, 

But far from Vanity, or dang'rous pride, 

Our cautions Poet conrts you to his ſide : 

For why -ſhonld you be ſcorn'd, to whom are due, 

All the good days that ever Authors knew. 


If ever gay, "tis you that make "em fine; : 
A 


The Pit and Boxes make the Poet dine, 

And he ſcarce drinks but of the Criticks Wine.. 
Old Writers ſhould not for vain glory. ſtrive, 
But like old Miſtreſſes think, how to thrive, 

Be fond of ew*ry thing their Keepers ſay, 

At leaſt till they can live without 4 Play. 
Like one that knows the Trade, and has been bit; : 


She doats and fawns upon her wealthy Cit ; 
And ſwears ſhe loves bim meerly for his Wit, 

Another more untaught than a Walloon, 
Antick, and ugly, liks an old Baboon, ' 5 
She ſwears is an accompliſht Beau-garſon, 

Turns with all winds, and ſails with all” deſires 1 | 
All hearts in City, Town, and Conrt, ſhe fires, . © 
Young callow Lords, lean Knights, and driv"ling Squires: 
She in reſiſtleſs flattery finds her ends, 

Gives thanks for Fools; and makss ye all her Friends, 

So ſhould wiſe Poets ſooth an awkard Age, 

For they are Proſtitutes upon the Stage : 

To ſtand on points were fooliſh andill-bred, 

As for a Lady to benice in Bed: 

Your wills alone*muſt their performance meaſure, 
And you may turn *em every way. for pleaſure. 


PROLOGUE: 


1T long oppreft, and filld at laſk with rage, 
"Thus in @ ſulkei: mood rebukes the Age. 

What loats of Fame do medern Hero's bear, 
For. an inglorious, long, and lazy War? 
Who for ſome” Skirmiſh or a ſafe Retreat, | 

(Not to be drapg'd to Battle) are cald Great. 

But oh, what do ambitions States-men gain ! * 
Who znto private Cheſts whole Nations drain? 

What ſums of Gold they hoard ts aayly known, 

To all mens coſt, and ſometimes to their own. 

Your Lawyer too, that lthe an O Yes bauls, C 


That drowns the Market-Higler im the Stalls, 

That ſeems begot, conceiv'd, and born in brawls ; 

Yet thrives : He and his Crowd get what they pleaſe, 
Swarming all Term-time thro the| Strand like Bees, : 
They buz at Weſtminſter, and lye for Fees. } 
The godly too their ways of getting have; 

But none ſo mich as your Phanatick, Knave : 

Wiſely the wealthieſt Livings they refuſe, 

Who by the fatteſt  Biſhopricks wou'd looſe ; 

Who with ſhort hair, large Ears, and ſmall blne Band, 
True Rogues, their own, not Gods Eleft, command. 

Let Pigs then be profane ; but Broths allow'd, 

Poſſets aud Chriſtian Caudles may be good, £ 
AMeet helps to reinforce a Brothers blood ;; 

Therefore each Pemale Saint he does adviſe, | : 
With groans, and bums, and ha's, and gogling eyes, 

To rub him down, and make .the Spirit riſe. 

While with his zeal tranſported, from the ground 

He mounts, and ſanitifies the Siſters round, 

On Poets onely no kind Star Ore ſml'd; 

Curſt Fate has damn'd *em every Mothers Child: 
Therefore he warns his Brothers of the Stage 

To write no more to an ingrateful age. | 

Think what pentirions Maſters you have . ſervd; 

Taſlo ran mad, and noble: Spencer ſtared : 

Turn then, who ©re thou art that canſt write well, 

Thy ith to» Gaul, and in Lampoons excell, 

For ſwear all honeſty, traduce the Great, 

Grow impudent, and rail againſt the State 

Burſting with ſpleen, abroad thy Paſquils ſend, 

And chuſe ſome Libel-ſpreader for thy Friend : 

The Wu and Wart ef Timon point thy mind, 

And for tny Satyr-ſnbjett chuſe Mankind. | 
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To the Right Honourable Þ HIL1P, 
Earl of PEMBROKE, and 
MONGOMERY, &c. 


My Lord; 


KL / Hen anUniverſalConſternation ſpreads 
through the Kingdom, and the-peace 


which every man enjoys becomes 
dreadful to him ; when mens minds in this dead 
calm of State are as buſe, as *tis fear'd, the hands 
of ſome wou'd be in the Tempeſt of a Battel, to 
ke a Poct plotting in his Chamber quite another 
way, painting faſt as vigorous Fancy can inſpire 
, him, drawing the paſt World, the preſent, andto 
| come, in a narrow ſpace, 1s an Image not unwor- 
thy a grave man's Contemplacion. Ir 1s the buſineſs 
wa poor Poets to bethe diverſionof mankind ; plea- 
ſure 1s their being, Ithink I may call 'emthe Miſtrefles 
of the World ; which if granted, I am ure 'tis cafie 
to prove their Gallants very brutiſh, for they gene- 
call loath them as foon as they are cnjoy'd : The 
beſt. of .cm come under the ſeyereſt laſh of the 
orcateſt men ; nay, the caſt will be ſhooting their 
Bolts, and when the Maſtifts worry 'em, the little 
Curs will be barking ; the whole World cent _ 
A 2 an 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory,  _ 
and ev'ry rom Poet that comes forth; matt ex- 
pect to be like the Almanack Hero, all over wounds, | 
For my own part, I have: been'fo harſhly hind[q 
by ſome of 'em, that my courage” quite tilde , 
nor wou'd I now appear in print, but under the 
Protection and Patronage of your Lordſhip. Your 
Iluſtrious Forefathers, and indeed all your Emi- 
nent Relations, have always been of the Firſt-rate 
Nobility, Patrons of Wit and Arms, magnificent- 
ly brave, true old-ſtampt Brittors,, and ever fote- 
moſt in the Race of Glory. Not to unravel half 
your Honoutablc Records, I challenge all the men 
of Fame to ſhow an Equal co. the Immortal Srd- | 
ney, -ev nh when. ſo many contemporaty Worthies 
flouriſh'd, I meat Sir Philip, the name {till of your 
Lordſhip ,. true Rival. of your Honour, one that 
cou'd match your Spirit, ſo moſt extravagantly 
great, that he refusd to be a King, He was at once 
a Ceſar and a Virgil, the leading Souldicr, and the 
foremoſt Poet, all after this mult fail: I have paid 
juſt Veneration to his Name, and methinks the 
Spirit of Shakeſpear puſh'd the cominendarion. 

_. That there are in your Lordſhip all theſe Excel- 
lent Grains which madethisPerfect Man,T think my 
{lf bound by reaſon to tell theWorld, which to my 
" whpuni obſcryation and certain knowkdge has 
done you wrong. I muftacknowledg,that yourboil- 
ing Youth has made great Salleys; and ſo did 4- 
lexander, and our Great Fifth Henry: Yotir Spirit 
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in a Tub, who thwarts the courſe of Nature, and is 
never pleas'd, but when he ſees grey Hairs upon a 


Blood, Magrificent asthe olt _—_ infinitely 
Charitable, modeſt as Hunulity it (elf, the faſteſt 
Friend upor Farth; jm ow Lordſhip is pleas'd 
to fix the Honour ; if theſe Ingredients can com- 


pound one admirable Man, then may your Lord-- 
tip ſtand torth'a' Monument of laſting Honour. 


Perhaps for this I ſhall incur the notion of a Flat- 


terer ; Flattery indeed 1s a Catholick 1ll, it paſles- 


through the World, and ſuits with all Complext- 
ons: is an infinuating Poyſon, a Jeſuit s Pow- 
der, which ſeems to intend the Cure of the Diſeaſe 
it promotes: I am confident, all thoſe who haye 
the honour of your Lordſhips acquaintance, will 
tell me F tive fad cooheele. Ze ir fuffice, thar 1 
imitate the beſt of Poets: in a ſhort but hearty ac- 


knowledgment of my Obligations to. your Lord-- 


ſhip. 


Therefore 1 hope, as your Lord(hips Great Uncle . 


ſhont -apdn the nughty: Ber: with a full Favour, 


(though my beſt Merits are not the ten thouſand- 
part- 


as EG 
complains uns, AS, Alexande?'s,; did,; fon Action ; who,. 
gru g'd tis Fathers Canqueſts, asf rang } : " | 
ent, and wanted: Elbow-roota, refaly'd ta go. a+” 
road ore Walls, if not throtgh Doors; | andmen, 
of Senſe laugh at your preciſe Fellow, your Cynick 


young Head. If to be.truly Valiant, ev'n in cold 
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The Epiftle Dedicatory, . | 
part of his ſmalleſt labours) your Lordſhips infinite 
goodneſs will accept of my honeſt intentions, 
which to your Lordfhips feryice ſhall cyer be hum- 
bly ofter'd, 


By my Lord, 
Your Lordſhips moſt Humble and 
Obedient Seryant, 


NAT. LEE. 


What praiſe ſoe're the Poetry deſerve, 

Yet every Fool can bid the Poet ſtarve : 

That fumbling Lecher to revenge is bent, 
Becauſe he thinks himſelf or Whore is meant : 
Name but a Cuckold, all the City ſwarms, 
From Leaden-hall to Ludgate 1s im Arms, 
Were there no fear of Antichriſt or France, 
In the beſt times poor Poets live by chance. 
Either you come not here, or as you grace 
Some old acquaintance,arop into the place, 
Careleſs and qualmiſh with a yawning Face. 
You ſleep.o're Wit, andby my troth you may, 
Moſt of your Talents Iye ahother way. 

You love to hear of ſome prodigious T ale, 

. The Bellthat tolPd alone, or Iriſh Whale. 
News is your Food, and you enough provide, 
Both for your ſelves and all the V Yorld beſide. 
One Theatre there is of vaſt reſort, 


VV hich whilome of Requeſts was call”d the Court. 


But now the great Exchange of News *tis hight, 


And full of hum aud buzz from Noon till Night : 


y Stairs and down you run as for a Race, 
nd each man wears three Nations in his Face. 
So big you look., tho? Claret you retrench, 


That arm'd with battled Ale, Jo buff the French : 


But all your Entertainment ſtill is fed: 

By Villains, in our own dull Iſland bred: 
VVould you return to_ us, we dare engage 

To ſhow you better Rogues upon the Stage : 
You know no Poiſon but plain Rats-bane bere, 
Deaths more refind, and better bred elſewhere. 
They have a civil way in\taly AY 

By ſmelling a perfume to make you aye, 

4 Trick. Sl make you ET Snif-hox by. 


'Murder”s a Trade ——— ſo known and prattisd there, 


That "tis Infallible as is the Chair 


But mark_ their Feaſts, you ſhall behold ſuch Pranks, 
The Pope ſays Grace, but *tis the Devil gives Thanks: 


"Ez »nhappy mar, who orice bas traiÞd a Pen, 
Lzves not to pleaſe hifſe lf but other men : 
Is always drudging, waſts his Life and Bl:od, 
Yet only eats and drinks what you think, good: 


PROLOGUE, Written by Mr. Dry 
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"Ceſar Bor BIA, ORs: of A lexan der Mr .Bettertan, 
—_ To” he Sixrh, _ Williams, 
Machiavel, Secretary of Florence. Mr- Smith. 


Paul Orfing, Head of the Faftions Mr. Giliew. 
againſt Borgia. 


Aſcanio Sforza, A Buffoon Cardinal. ,MHr., Lee: 
Vitellozzo, Chief of the Fitelli, Mr [Peircifall. 


Enna, 


Ange, 

Cardinals, &c. 

Bellamira, Daughter of Orfine. Mrs," Lee. 
Ador Na, Her Kinſwoman and © Ars. Price. 


Attendants, 9c. 


The Scene R O WE. 


Czſar Borgia, 
ACT L SCENE L 


_——— —_ - b — — _ 


—_— tt. AM. 
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Scene is a Chamber of State, at diſtance are diſcovered little American 
Boys with Boxes of Jewels in their hands; om each ſide of the Stage, 
from the flat Scene to the Chamber, long Indian Screnes are ſpread at 
their full length. 


Enter Alonzo, and Don Michael: 


D. Mich. | RE theſe the Preſents, ſay'ſt thou, of the late 
New Cardinal Aſcanio Sforza ? 
Alenz. They are; he offers thus to Machiavel, 
> And thinks that Gold may bribe him to betray 
| The Duke Yalentinois. But, Michael, tell me 
What does the World report of this Creation, 
_ + Does it not railz and grin, and bite the Pope ? 
D. Ach. Has it not Reaſon? For, betwixt our ſelves, 
' Would any man in his high Dignity 
So vilely ſell the Glories of the Church ? 
Twelve Cardinals at once created! 
Aſeanis firſt, becauſe he bids him moſt : 
A fine effeminate Villain, bred in Brothels, . 
Senſeleſs, illiterate, the Jear of Rem, 
A blot to the whole See i One fitter far 
For Hoſpitals, that paints and patches up 
A wretchas Carkaſs worried in the Stews. 
But, ſee! the gandy Pageant moves this way : 
How ſpruce he looks! and with a Pocket-Glaſs 


Surveys the mul Image. 

pans All Luxiry: | 
I heard, the night ſucceeding his Creation, 
'That he got drunk, and kiſg'd the Prelates round | ""fY 
For joy———But, ſee he comes; retire and leave me» [Ex, D.Mich, 
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©A54R BORGIA. 


Emer. Aſcanio Sforza: 


yn well! LA Amboy reveng'd 7 


Aſean. well, Boy 
Was there.nong e elf Bellangrg?. 
Ah Bella, Belo Rell a? þ rn gp p- 
I faw her firſt at Mas, as | remember ; 
Cherub n and Seraphin were nothing to her: 
Oh ſuch a skin-full. of alluring fleſh * 
Ah, ſuch a ruddy, moiſt, an pouting Lip 3 
Such Dimples, and ſuch Eyes! ſuch An ng Eyes, 
Blacker than Sloes,. and yet they ſparkFd re, 
Fhen ſach a way ſhe had to roul *em round ; 
As thus, and thus——a thouſand amorous WAYS 3 s 
And wink and gloat, and: turn %em to. the corners —= 

Alenz.. My Noble Lord! | 

Aſean, My dear, my dear. Alonzo | 
Nay, let me greet thee: *twas the Fathers Cuſtom. 
But tell me, lovely, dear Alonzo, tell me: 

Thou haſt the ſofteſt fine Co _—_ - 

A Lover ;. beſt take heed of eatkin UF 

Tell me 1 ſay, or [ =_ inch thy heek ?- 

Moves he this way, oes he teem alone 

With ſome ſtate Birth? if fo, ll ir agen 
Alonzs Whom does your Eminence intend ? 
Afcan. Thy Lord: 

Whom ſhould | mean,. intend, or think. of elſe ? 

Thy Lord and mine. Well he” $S an, Oracle! "intend! 

Why man I dream of nothing elfe *- 

Alenz. But Wenches. 

Aſcan. O, Machiavel\ there, there's a word, aſound; 
An Air, a blaſt, a Thunder-c lap of wit, 

To rowſe our Foggy thick ſcul'd Cardinals - 

I'll fay no more; Would he were P Neg 

Head of the Chriſtian world, and I. his aging, 
His particular member, to-bring, to caſt, 

To throw, diſperſe, convey the warmeſt; 
Sprinklings of his benediCtion. 

Alonz, My Lord | humbly offer'd your Addreſs, 
While with an eye; ſwift as the Sun andpiercing,. 
He ran your Letter o're: and ſure it ſtirred him; .. 
For ſtraic he turn'd, and darting.me, he ask'd 
If the great Cardinal, meaning you, my Lord, 
Which OF the deep. reſpect be.b \beaxs* OUT. Perſon, 


CASAR BURGTH. 
Knew hot that Foyg;4 was his beſt of Friends. 
Borgia, he cry*d again, to whom the Lords - 
Of Florence ſent me theit Ambaſſadour 
With promis'd aid againſt the Rebel Of. 

Aſcan. Has he receiv d—— ay, I fay, has he? her 
Open thy Fiſt, now gripe me faſt; and tell me. 

Alone. 1 durſt not name your Preſents ; 

But, _— ſoon retir'd, and plac'd *em here, 
That as he follows, he may view at once 

All your Magnificence-—if ought of Earth 

His temper hokds, this lightning will diſfolve it : 
But ſee ! He comes be pleas'd, Sir, to-retire, 

And you ſhall hear the Zeal with which1 ferye you. 


& Enter Machiavel. 


Mach. Thus have Idrawn the platform of their Fates ; 
As oft I have beheld, by Maſters hands, 
A Tale in JRUng admirably told ; 
Here a ſoft Dido ſtabb'd into the'breſt, 
A Hero there thrown headlong from a Window, 
To meet her Lover wrack'd upon the Shore - 
So have I form'd in more than Braſs or Marble, 
The Deaths of thoſe whom I intend to huſh. 
O, Ceſar Borsia! ſuch a Name and Nature! RD 
That is my ſecond ſelf ; a Afachiavel : 
A Prince ! who, by the _— of this brain, 
Shall riſe to the old height of Rowan Tyrants. 
Alonz. He deeply thinks; nor dare I interrupt him, 
Till he comes forward. 


Aſcan. Peace, and give him way——Oh ſuch a Head-piece? 


Mach. In all my tri enquiries, all the humors 
Which I have drain'd with more then Chymiſts pains, 
I have not found a temper ſo compleat | 
To finiſh forth a greatneſs as my Ceſar's. 

Firſt ; he's a Baſtard, got in a fit of Nature! 
She ſhook him from her Nerves in a Convulfion 3 : 
. His Father ſtampt the Bullion in a heat, 
' And taking from the Mint the fiery ore, . 
His Image bleſt, and cry'd, it ismy own. 
Yet more, a Prieſt begot him, and *tis thought ' 
That Earth is more oblig*d to Prieſts for Bodies, 
Than Heay?n for Souls! nay, and a young Prieſt too, 
Perhaps in the Embraces of a Nun, 
Who. ventur'd life to claſp the luſty joy: $ 


2, 


A CASAR BORGIA. 
Aſean. Oh, if a man could but hear him now ! Brain, all brain z 
Alas, Alonzo, we are ſtuff to him —— 
Meer Entrails, but the Guts of Goyernment, 
Nothing to him——hark——he goes 0n—— 
Mach. Why, what a ſtart of Nature is this maa 
Whom by Ambition, not by Love Fll raiſe? + 
Therefore Aſcanio's new golden World, 
I gravely take, for ruine tothe Bride, 
To her old doting Father, Brothers, Uncles, . 
And the whole race of Orſm and Yell; 
Is fixt by Fate and me: No more? the fleeting Aic 
May catch the ſounds, and walls themſelves have ears. 
Alonz.. My Lord! the Cardinal Aſcanio [coming forward and bowing. 
Is planted to your order. 
Mach. Lett him hear us—— . 
Urge me no more, — for *tis- impoſlible ! 
Alonz. My Lord, he thinks not ſo : 
He ayes your voice is as the mouth of Heay'n, 
Stiles you a God, and in the extravagance 
Of his unbounded admiration, ſwears 
Nothing to you can be impoſlible. 
Mach. Extravagance indeed ! 
Yet ſuch extravagance expreſles love, 
And merits all my thanks: and had he mention'd 
Ought but the ruine of my beſt of Friends, 
I would with all the Wings of expedition 
Have ſhot through 1000 bars to do him ſervice. 
Alonz. My Lord ! he does not hint at Beorgia's ruine. 
Mach. Does he not wiſh that I ſhould break the Nuptials ? 
*Tis ſure the marriage I at firſt diflik'd 
I pierc'd the Charmer with a narrow eye, 
And found how Wit and beauty threata'd in her, 
With all the ſabtleſt graces, that might lull 
Stubborn amHition to inglorious relt : 
But love already had perform'd his part, 
And laid the Warring Borgia at her Feet, 
How then ſhould 1 oppoſe his firſt Enjoyment, 
Who was his Legate and ſollicited 
The Parents of thz beauteous Bellamira. 
Alonz. At leaſt, Sir, for the future, lay ſome block 
That may diſturb the progreſs of their loves; 
And ſince you have alledg'd *tis for his glory 
This marriage were undoae: ſince it is done, 
Let 1t be hurtful in the conſequence. | 
Mach. Thus 1 ſhoald proye deed a Friend to Florence, hs 


CAESAR BORGIAM.. 
Who hate Orſimo's Race: Nay, 1 ſhould At 
The trueſt Part of Friendſhip to my Borgia, | 
Snatching this Soft'ner from his War-like Boſom, 
And turning him new bent, tor Arms and Glory.—— 

Ha! What new Scene of Gallantry is this ? 
Whence, and from whom comes this Magnificence ? 
And wherefore kneel theſe Offerers at my Feet ? 

Alonz., They are the Children of the new-found World, 
The Forms of Zemes, call'd the Indian Gods. 

Mach. Away with 'em, and bid 'em tell their Lord, 
Machiavel's Virtue never ſhall be brib'd; 
And for their ſervice give 'em twenty Crowns: 
But if thou dareſt to: rob 'em of a Spangle, 
You know my humour, — never ſee me more. 

* Alonz., Doubt not, my Lord, but I'll obſerve your hu mour._— 
Come in, my Lord.—— I told you he would melt. 

Sir, the great Cardigal. So,-— now they cringe; 

What, ' and embrace too! Oh thou damn'd, damn'd World! 
Theſe will be heard, and make your Stateſ-man fmile, 

When Orphans, Widows, and the crippled Souldiers 

Are Elbow'd off, and thruſt away in frowns. Exit, with the Boys. 

Mach. My Lord, you make me wonder ! Sure you've been 

In love your ſelf with old _—_ Daughter! | 
Aſcan. Lov'd her, my Lord! witnels theſe falling tears! 
Why do you thaw my Nature with your Queſtions ? 
Witneſs bright Stars! witneſs you golden Planets ! 
And all ye Woods, and all ye purting Streams ; 
And Birds and Flocks, and Grots, and Rocks, and Flow'rs ! 
Nay Sir, I tell yon, ſhe was mine betroth'd, 
If I conld caſt my Coat, which had been done, 
For nothing tickles the preſent Pope like Gold, 
Dazles him that he weeps Indulgences, 
Forgives, abſolves, all for Omnipotent Gold ; 
Diſpenſes Pardons ſometimes in a fury, 
He ſends his Bulls abroad thatroar like Thunder : 
Whea ſtrait a golden Calm 
Comes o're their backs, and then they're ſtill as Lambs z 
Why ſhould I hold you long amongſt the rel, 
That ſaw her Borgia, that unlucky Baſtard, 
Beheld and loy'd her.— I, my Lord, was ruin'd. 
Mach. My Lord, I wiſh the Mariage may not proſper : 
He's: bent to enjoy her, and in that I ſooth him; 
For ſubtly offering once to bring him off, 
I found pale anger ia his Face like Death 


Where- 


6 CASAR BORGTIA. 
Whereon I feign'd campliance ,and have wraught 
The buſineſs to a head——But let time work, 
And reſt aſſur'd, that what ſo mean a man 
As Machiavel with honour can performe, 
To pay you perfect ſervice ſhall be done. 

Aſcan. My Lord! farewel -when I proteſt and fivear, 
Ev'n by the Altar of fair Bellamura, 
My life is | ur Believe I am your Servant, 


Not a ſtep er by wy Rohe! your Captive, 
Your Eminence moſt le Creature, Servant, Slave. [Ex. Aſcanio. 
Mach. I am ty'd for ever. [Walkeng. 


No dull Buffoon ! thou walking lump of Luft ; 
Not to revenge thy ungorg'd appetite 

Shall Borg kill her ; But for his own Renown: 
He is my, Champion-prince, [talsan Tyrant, 

Not form'd to languiſh in a Womans arms. 
Oh—tis-a fault, were I ſo fram'd far gregtneſs, 
E're I would amble in a Female Court, 

And cringe, and skip, and play, the Ladies Cripple, 
I would be Gibbetted 1'th* Common-way, 

For Crows and Daws to peck my Carrion Limhs. 
But I muſt rouze him, and, Pl do't by: Death, 
Ev'n by the bloody Death of her he doats on. 


Enter Adorna- 


Here's -one Ingredient I muſt mix to make 
The potion Death——The Wretch is deep in Love 
With Borgia's Brother, the young Duke of Gandia, 
That way I make her ſure.! 

Aador. My Lord. 

Mach. My dear Aadorna, 
How goes the marriage forward? and how treats 
The gallant Boygia, great Valentinozs, 
Romania's Duke his fair and Virgin Bride ? 

Ador. The Rites are to be ſolemniz'd this morning ; 
Tho” Bellamira quite abhors the Marriage, 
Who ſtill when Borgia humbly faes for Love ; 
Anſwers him with her Tears, and Pays his Vows 
With Ominous weeping- 

Mach. And how takes he that ? 

Ador. He walks and muſes deeply, ſpeaks to no mar, 
But Pau! Orſmo, whoſe moſt watchful wit 
I fear deſcries where ſhe has lockt her heart; 
With a bent brow the eyes the Duke of Gangsa, 

| Salute 


CASAR BORGTA. 
Salutes him not of late : He came this motnine 
Into her Chamber z dreadful was his ation, © 
Unworthy of my blood, he thundred out j 
But if the generous Boygia is-refus'd:; 

Think not of Gandia, but of blood-and death; 
 Ab«ch. What inauſpicions Chance. diſcovered to him 
A ſecret, which I hou conceal'd from all, 

But thee and; me. and th —_— Lovers? 

Azder. 1 cannot gueſs; he paus'd awhile, then ſfigh'd, 

And ſtarting, up-in fury charg'd her riſe: 

Receive, he cry'd, receive hint as a+ Hugband' 

Whom the ſelected vertues of thy Sex 

Can ne*re deſerve, adorm' thee like a Bride, 

And meet him, tho? = Treacherous heart is Mortgag'd ;. 
Meet him at leaſt with well dilembled' Love; 

Or by my hopes, VII wreke-my anger on-thee,. 
With all the Torments that 7tal;av. Fury 
Could e're invent for an Adulterous Wretch: 

He cry*d I will, and after make thee” nothing. + 

Mach. Haſte thee@away:! charm with thy urmoſt- skill? 

The mourning Bellamira; tor obey hin: 

The knot once ty'd, Gardia! will ſoon; deſpair... 

Leave me to' work: him: then/z- Millions to -one 

But I ſhall make him.thine.. | 

Ador. But did Duke of Gand:ia once. proteſt? 

Mach: Proteſt ! He did ppoteſt,. and ſwear, and yow: 
Go go, and hafte ! for the- day grows' uppn us. Ex. Adorna» 
His Brother: too ! + this:Duke- off Gandve'bleeds;, 

For he is grown of'i late the Romans darting; 

Warm'd in the very Boſom' of the _ 

And dearer than my Borgs«to-his;Sitter;. 

The famous Lxcrece, who can chatm'her Father 

In all the heat of Excommunications, 

When he throws:« Bulls; like: Thunderbolts! about hin; ; 
She like a Yenxs to this angry Fove* 

Moves with inceſtuous Fires,” folds/her 'white arm. 
About his chafing Neck, ſtrokes his: black: Beard, 
And ſmooths his furrow'd Cheeks to: dimpled: ſmiles; 
The Brothers too enjoy'd her. O- Heay*n, and Earttv? 
Not the firſt day, after ſuch infinite time 

That Motion had th* irregulac matter rowl'd, 

When all the wandring Atoms hit-'at:laſt 

Into this beauteous form, even: when our'Sires = 

Firſt mingled, was there ſuch a looſe of Nature; 

Such atriumvirate of Lawlefs Lovers, - 


Such 
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Such Rivals as out-do even Lucian's Gods! _ 

Ha! the Orſins here ! and the Yitells / 

They move this way in murmuring Cabals ; ; 

Methinks Death darkens every Viſage there. 

"Tis ſo——They are no more——Or this is trues 

Or Machiavcl knows nothing of Man-kind. Ex. Mach. 


Enter Orſino, Vitellozzo, Aſcanio, Adrian, Enna,. Ange, three 
Cardinals. Oliverotto, Gravina. 


Vitel. 1 fay agen, I do not like the Marriage 
Were Bellamira mine, I'd ſell her off 
For Gold, I'd merchandize her tender beauty 
With Infidels, and ſend her to the Tark, 
Like an Andromaaa, to gorge the Monſter, 
Rather than wed her to perfidious Borgia 
Orſin: You are too violent. 
Vitel. Ithink not ſo : 
A drowning man will grasp at any thing, 
- Nay, fink his Friend that leap'd among the Waves 
To give him life : but you tho in the gulph, 
Ride on to ruine, tho your Friends tall out. 
Ang. Nay, though they point the Whiele-pool juſt before you, 
That wonld devour us all. | 
Adrian. Beſides *tis Impious, 
Againſt all Right of Nature, Law of Reaſon, 
To att the Tyrant o're a Daughters will. 
Aſcan. She knows the Cruelties of Ceſar Borgia, 
Has heard his Rapes and Murders! mercy on me / 
How did he uſe the poor Venetian Lady ? 
He forc'd her in a Wood, nay ina Ditch, 
As'l am credibly inform'd by thoſe 
That heard her ſqueak, in a Dry-Ditch deflowr'd her / 
Add yetto this, my Lords; How, when the French, 
At ſacking of a Town, broke open Nunneries, 
He truſs'd at leaſt 40 the pretty*ſt Rogues, 
The tendefrſt quaking things ! never broke up! 
All ſpotleſs Maids, like Buds ne're blown upon, 
Nor touch'd even with the tip of any Finger, 
And kept *em for his Letchery. 
Orſin. Methinks my Lord Aſcanio ! my Lord of Xliain, 
Or my Lord Cardinal, more moderation 
would better fit a man of your profeſſion ? 
I would not come to the old Argument, 
For then we claſh: Borgsa is now my Son; 
| There. 


Therefore I pray once more forbear totax him ; 
The Theme is great and worthy that we mention, 
Romania's Duke and Nephew to the Pope. - 
Aſeax. Prithee, old Parl : Prithee now ben't fo hot : 
Good Reverend Gray-beard : if you'l name his Greatneſs, 
Pronounce him right,ev*n as his Holineſs 
Has own'd him to the World without a bluſh, 
His natural Son, his Nephew, or his By-blow, that is, 
In ſhort,old Paxlzhis down right Baſtard. 
Orſiz. Without a bluſh : ſhould I ſtand up the Champion 
Of abſent Borgia, and unrayel thee, 
I tell thee,Prieſt ; thou ſcandal to the Altar, 
Thy Front, thy Eyes, thy Lips, each part of thee 
Would bluſh with Scarlet deeper than thy Robe. 
Aſcan. Peace Dotard, peace; 
I ay old ſtuttering Paul, thaw'lt ha? the worſt on't: 
Therefore peace, peace Dotard. 
Orſm. Ha! 
Vitel. Forbear : my Lord, Remember ! 
Orſin. How dares he thus provoke me ? 
Who knows, yet urges me, knows in his heart 
How I have pierc'd into his deepelt thoughts, 
Have had intelligence of all his Vices, 
Ev'n of his cloſeſt, darkeſt Deeds of Luſt, 
And dar'ſt thou call me Dotard ? Saucy Churchman ! 
Thou that gav*{t Whores Indulgences for Sin ; 
So rank; that he frequents the Common Stews z 
For a new Face would give his Scarlet Coat 
To make the Strumpet fine. | ER 
Oliv. My Lord, Conſider where, to whom, of whom; 
And what it is you utter ? 
 Orſz. Place me, ſome Power, 
Upon Saint Peter's Vane, the very Ball, 
And turn my Voice to Thunder, that I may 
Lay open to the World the Helliſh Acts 
Of this Contagious Prelate. 
Aſcan. Spit, ſpit thy Vetiom ; nay, nay, let him out witht— 
Mark how he ſhakes now; by my Holy-Dame E.- 
I have nettled him : Poor Paul——1 pity the old Fool. 
Orſin, Then Prieſt, let me demand thee; ; 
Is not the Cupping-glaſs that burns thy Luſt, 
And draws. thy riſing Gall to ſuch a Bliſter, 
My Daughter's ſcorn, and loathing of thy perſon ? 
Ha ! istnot that? Ithink Pyeſtung you, Cardinal! * 
Work: than the Neapolitan Pox you. gave 
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Aſcan. Why how now, Paul, what: doſt thou grow foul 
Mouth'd now ? by my Holy-Dame, had I a Sword 
I'd firk thee, Orfor— I'd io whip thee, Paul, 
So flawg and ſcourge thee, thou ſhould'ſt eat thy words. 
The Pox! why, how now ? ha / the Pox i'faith! 
The Pox to me! let me come at him———hai ! 
Orin. Ha ! wilt thou fight ? 
So forward Prieſt ! by Heav'n I'll ſhave your Crown; 
Stand back and let me mow this Poppy off; 
This rank red Weed that ſpoils the Churches Corn. 
Vitel. id ever fury run to ſuch a height / 
Why , my Lord Cardinal, know you this place, 
And how "tis priviledg'd.? ; | 
Aſean. My Lord, Tam filenc'd: 
An eaſie Man, made up of patience, I” 
No Gall in me / give me thy hand, Od Paul : 
Henceſorth -w*are Friends, and as a Friend 1'll tell thee, 
Ev*n from my Heart, Þ ll tell thee what I think: 
Thon art bewitch't, Oid Paul, beſotted, fool'd 
This Son-in-Law of thine has fealPd thine Eyes, 
And ſhortly I ſhall ſee thee walkthe. Streets 
With a Dog and a Bel] nay— prithee be not angry; 
For *cis in love : 1'll tell thee of a Dotage, 
And ſo your Servant noble Yitellazuo, 
Ae and Enna yours ——Farewell, my Lord, 
And laſtly thine whoſe Neck is 1n the Nooſe, 
Old V/oodcock, Orſm. "Exit Cardinal. 
D.Gravin. I am not us'd to fear, 
But yet methought Aſcano's laſt words 
Were dreadful to my Ears: 
Orjin. I have engag'd 
My Dauzhter, Life and Honour, andall my Fortunes 
For the Dake's Faith, and the ſecurity 
Ot every perſon here z why ſhould we doubt him ?: 
Have we not ſeen his Labour in this matter ? | 
Four thouſand Duckets, given us down in hand, 
VVith an-aſſurance of our former pay ; 
Nay more, he binds himſelf not to conſtrain 
Any one of os to- appear in perſon 
Before him, but-who pleaſes of himſelf : 
Th:refore let me intreat you clear your Brains; 
Mect all this day together at the Marriage, 
And pay him; as he merits, faithful homage. Y 
V-atel.. There's ſomething here fore-bodes, in ſpite py EA 


CASAR BORGIA. 
The Muſick that he makes, a harſh Concluſion; 

Orſm. For ſhame no more ! the very fears of Children 
Becauſe he gives our Friends allowances, ; 
And honours them with Charges, Governments, 

Beyond their Qualities, we dread his Dealing, 
And ſwear he means to draw our Faction from us. 

Vitel. Henceforth ſay what you will, do whatyou pleaſe 

Since to your Intereſts 1 am link*d by Fate : 

I will no more oppoſe your ſpecious Reaſons, 

But inſtantly go wait upon the Duke. Trumpets. 
_ Orſin. This day to add new Honours to the Marriage, 
Our Son-in-law, the Duke Yalentsnois, 

Receives the Roſe before the Conſiſtory, 

A Grace which ſeldom is vouchſafed to Kings ; 

Indeed the greateſt which the Sacred Head 

Of the wholq Chriſtian World can giveto Man, 

The very higheſt Round of Humane Glory.e 


? 


Scene draws, and ſhews the Conſiſtory « Borgia comes forward, 
with the Roſe carri'd before him 1n great Pomp. His Son Se- 
raphino led by Alonzo, Machiavel, Attendants, Aſcanio, 
and frve Cardinals, &c. 


Borg. O Machiavel.! was ever Pomp like this ? 
The Morning dawns with an unwonted Crimſon ; 
The Flow*rs more od'rous ſeem, the Garden Birds 
Sing louder, and the laughing Sun aſcends 
The gaudy Earth with an unuſual brightneſs — 
All Nature ſmiles, and the whole world is pleas'd, 
Even all the World, but thy unhappy Berga. 
Mach. And why ſhould he, whom every man'concludes 
The Darling of the Times, whom bounteous Heav'n 
Has Crown'd with Glory in ſucceſsful .'Wars, 
Whom it now doubly Crowns with Beauty too, 
The brighteſt of her Sex, why ſhould he thwart 
The whole Worlds Vogue, and think himſelf unhappy? 
Borg. Yes Machiavel ! thou worthi'ſt of Mankind, 
To thee Ill ſtrip my Heart, that ſecret Bed, \ 
With Vices,Vertues, every naked thought, - \ 
And ſhew thee all the mixture of a Man. 
We are obſery'd— Think me not over.frail 
Becauſellove : were Bellamira dearer, 
Her Fathef bleeds, and all the Rebel-Race ; 
P11 firſt infnare the Fools: then preach Fate to 'em. _ 
' Mach, And let *emknow, juſt as the Cords are drawing, 
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None ought to offend his Prince, and after truſt him. 
Borg. My Lord Orfme! O forpive me ,' Heay'n ! | 
Who have thus grolly faild ' ., pay the Reverence 
Lowe the beſt of Fathers, beſt of Friends : 
This day, this glorious day, forever bleſt 
And never to be lolt in Times dark Legend, | 
Crowns me your Son. Thus then I bend my knees, 
Which are not us'd to kneel but at the Altar : 
And O! permit me thus to kiſs your Hand, 
And pay the Eternal Vows of my Obedience. 
Orſin. Oriſe, my Lord, all Duty is out-done 
With but one ſingle bare Acknowledgment; 
Yet for a ſatisfaction to this Company, 
Say, do you loye my Daughter Bellamira? 
Borg. Ha ! what ſays my Father? dol live? 
O Heav'n ! why do yon wound me with the Queſtion ? 
Does the poor {uff ring Fair One Vertue love, 
Who drinks the Brook, and eats what Nature yields, 
Rather than feaſt in Courts with loſs of Honour t 
Do thoſe, who on the Rack for Heay'*n expire, 
Love Angels, and Eternal brightneſs there ? 
*Tis ſure they do: And oh—'tis full as ſare, 
That Ceſar Borgia dies for Bellamira. _ | 
Orſin. No more; you honour her and me toomuch : - 
Therefore this day I give her to your Arms 
With all the pleaſure of a proud old Father, 
O'rejoy'd to ſee his Daughter match'd above him : 
By Heay*n, my eyes grow full; here all our Diſcord 
For ever end, all Jars betwixt the Orſimns, 
Vitells, and the Duke of Yalentinois, 
Be buri'd ever in this ſtrift Imbrace. 
Borg. Since you will have it fo, __—_ my Duty ; 
Let me grow bold, and as a Friend imbrace you— 
Orſi. Sec here, my Lord, for ſcarce can] diſtinguiſh, 
Through the bright 109 that dazles my weak ſight, 
Ol;verotto, and the Duke Graviana, 
When /7:tellozzo come to grace your Nuptials : 
All on their Knees acknowledge you their Prince. 
Borg. My Equalsall : Nor ſhall this Homage be, 
I {wear itſhallnot : Riſe my Lords; your Arms: 
Let me imbrace you round : by all thinps ſacred, 
I ſwear thatnone of you have been too blame. 
Were you Confederates againſt my Arms? 
You were: but Borgia's infinite Ambition 
Ford you againſt your wills to let him know, 
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His head-ſtrong Youth, like a youn Horſe 

Ualeſs yoy kindly. ſtopt him is man ; 

Would hurl him from ſome Precipice to ruine. 
Orſin, See Vitellozzo + how. he takes our Crimes 

Upon himſelf. ; | 
Borg. Behold this Child, my Son ? 

I know not any thing the World calls precious, 

Which in the dearneſs' of my heart can match him, 

But Bellamira. Take him Fitellozzo, 

Take the- dear blood that trickles from my heart, 

The very ſtrings that wind about my life, 

And let him for my part be Surety, 

As beauteous Bellamire is for yours. 

' Orſm. Farewel, my Lord: with theſe Attendants here 

I go to haſte the Bride; and let my life 

Be anſwer for the little Seraphino. | Ex. Orſi- Vitels. 
Aſcan. He has her now, that delicate bit of Beauty 

Which I reſery'd for my own Letchery, 

He drills her from her old deluded Sire : 

Hell! and ſhe melts; ſhe melts into his mouth : 

But by my Holy-Dame Fl be reveng'd 

On every part of him: His little Baſtard, 

Becauſe he doats on him, ſhall ſtrait be mangled=—— 

F11 do'r I fay : Yes by' my Holy-Dame, 

I will revenge my loſs of Letchery— 

Ha! what a jerk was that? it grates my bones; 

Pray Heav*n it ben't a Spice, a little Tang / 

Of the Neapolitan Itch, O my Holy-Dame. Ex. with Cardinals, 
Borg. Now Machiavel, prepare to hear my Soul, 

Hear to what ſoftneſs and effteminate mourning 

All my dear Victories at laſt are melted : 

For I will tell thee, though thou'le ſcarce believe, 

Since firſt I ſaw the Charming Bellamira, 

The very Image of Charlotts's ſcorn, 

] have not had one hour of free repoſe 

Ev*n when at laſt I have reſolv'd to joyn 

Our hands, and truſt her with my tender glory, 

I've ſtarted from my Bed, at midnight roſe, 

And wander'd by the Moon: Then laid me down 

- Upon ſome dewy bank, and ſlept till morn. : 
Mach. Therefore there muſt be ſome ſtrange - Circumſtance 

That firſt induc'd thoſe fears, ſome dang'rous hint 

For your ſuſpitions— 
Borg. Yes Machiavel, | ; 

There js, there is a cayſe for my ſuſpitions, 
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Mach. Are you ſure of it * + ©, | 

Borg. Moſt ſure 1 am; | 
Sure as reſery'dneſs does. imply averſion : 

Yet I, as if my flames were fire inFroſt, ALS 
The more ſhe cools, ſcorch,,rage, and burn the more— 

Mach. 1 gueſs your meaning ;"like Charlotta, ſhe _ 

Has pawn'd her heart——but *tis confeſs'd you know him 

Borg. Ha ! did I know the name of him I dread? 

What God in Arms ſhould ſave him from my Sword? 
Here thou haſt rouz'd the Lion in my heart, 
Italian ſpite, revenge and blaſting fury | 
Devours my Soul? all mildneſs ſleeps like Death : 

I boil like Drunkards Veins—Death! Hell and Vengeance! 

Mach. Suppreſs. this Fury— | 
Come! come! my Lord——1 find you are better skil'd 
In Camps than Courts, and know not yet Loves World. 
She is reſerv'd you ſay, when you approach her ; 

Why, let her weeptoo: was it ever known 

A ſubtle Bride laugh'd on her Wedding Day, 

Or clasp'd her Lover'in the eyeo'th world ? 

[ find you are unlearn'd ! Sir tis their Trade, 
The very Nature, Soul, and Life-blood of *em— 
To whine, and cry, and turn their heads away, 
When their hearts dote on what they ſeem to ſcorn! 

Borg. If it were ſo! 

Mach. Why it was always ſo 
Is ſo, and will be ſo to the worlds end ! 

Gtve me your hand, and take her .on my word 3 

I have been bred in Courts; ſounded the humours 
Even of all Woman-kind: Therefore adviſe you 
Repair immediately to old Orſino, 

Who with his Beanteous Daughter waits your Coming. 

Borg. Could ſhe be truly mine! the wings of Winds 
Would be too ſlow to watt me to her arms / 

Mach. ace more I ſay, ſhe is and ſhall be yours, 
Truly, religiouſly, devoutly yours—— 
Why all this thought. and groundleſs Jealouſy ? 

Let manly Confidence and Roman-Vertue 
Maſter this Gothick Fury in your blood. 

Borg. By arms ! by all the glories I have won ! 
Thou haſt awak'd my Love, and, Charm'd my fears. 
Charlotta! O the very figure of hr ; 

But ſure the beauteous Lines are ſofter here : 
And now I find 'ris ruins to forgo her — — 
Mah. 'No more my Lord. "Tis Ithatthus embark you, 
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And if fome ſtarting Plank ſhould flaw the Veſlel, 

To your deſtruction——I am ruin'd too 
Since all I have, or am, 'or ever would be, 

Isto be yours, your ſworn, unbyaſs'd friend. 

Borg. Thou beſt of men: 

Thou art my Oracle, my Heay'n, - my Genius, 
And,as ſome God, ſhalt guide me through the Wotld. 
Let's go to Conqueſt, tho through Death we go; 
Marriage and Death both new Experiments. 
Methinks I ſee the Taper in the Window, 

The Buſie Nurſe unveils the weeping Maid, 

AndI muſt naked paſs through Seas to reach her. 

O fatal Marriage! O thou diſmal Gulph / 

Which like the Helleſponr do'ſt rore between 

Me and my Joys.: Is there no other way ? 

None, none, the Winds and thedaſh'd Rocks reply : 
Why let 'em roar ; and let the Billows ſwell 

Tilt the rack't Orbs$ be with the Deluge drown'd. 
"Tis fixt ; I'll plunge, or periſh, or enjoy her — — 

Mach, Juſtly reſoly'd;: nor let a few falſe Tears 
Melt you again to an untimely mildneſs. 

Charlotta thus deluded you in France, 
Which render'dall your Court ridiculous : 
Remember that, andleſt the like diſgrace 
Should happen now, drag her if ſhe refuſes / 

Borg. 1 will, my Machiavel, 
What an Eternal Ruſt would ſmear your Luſter, 
Did not this Spirit of. Ambition fire me ! 

Vl tell her that the lives of all her race 
Are now within my power. . 

Mach. Nay, threaten her ! 

Borg. I will do more than threaten ; | 
Think not the dreadful Ceſar will be ows'd 
Tothreaten only ; that's a ſleeping Borgia, + 
A.loving,dreaming, Conſcientious Borgza , 

But when I wake there's always Execution—— 

Mach. It has been ſo. 

Borgia. And ſhall I ſwear again; 

No, Machiavel; ſhe muſt be mine or dye; 

Should ſhe for refuge to the Temple flie ! 

Id after her; there, if ſhe ſcorns my flame, - 

To the dumb Saints I will my Vows proclaim 3 

And in their view reſolve the glorious game - - 
Upon the Golden Shrines I'll lay her head, 
And ev'athe Altar make my Bridal Bed—— 
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O Arms! OGlory! 
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ACT IL SCENE L 


Enter Orſino and Bellamira «2 Monrmeng. 


Or ſino. V HERE didſt thou get the daring thus to moye tne # 
By thy dead Mothers ſhrowd, not the firſt Night, 
When in my Youthful arms I grasp'd her to me, | 
Was I ſo hot with Love as now with rage, 
Thou Young and Virgin Witch, thon new-found Fury ? 
Bella. Ah, Sir! for lamafraid fo call you Father, 
Give me my Death: give to theſe trembling breaſts 
A thouſand wounds; or cut me Limb from Limb, 
But do not look ſo dreadfully upon me 
Nor blaſt me with ſuch ſonnds. Oh pity me! 
There's not one fatal ſentence, one dread VVord, 
But runs like Iron through my. freezing blood. 
VVhat have I done? Ah, what is my offence ? 
And tell me how, which way I ſhall atone you ? 
Orſin. O, thou vile wretch! what is thy offence ? 
Doſt thou not know it ? Exquiſite diſlembler! 
Thou leading Sorc'reſs ! Hecat of thy Sex? 
Subtleſt of all thy kind, that ever rowld 
Their falſe deluding eyes, and in their Glaſſes 
Conjur'd for looks to cheat the ſimple world ! 
But to take all evaſion from thy guilt, 
Did I not charge thee, as thou fear*ſb my curſe; 
This yery Morning to adorn thy ſelf 
As one, whom the great Duke intends to honout 
By making thee his Bride? 
Bell. Alas! you did; | 
And I am come, Oh Heaven ! and all you Powets 
That pity womans weaknels, I am come 
My Lord as you commanded; and have vow'd, 
Tho Death attends my Nuptials, to obey you. P 
 Orſim. Thou lyſt even in thy heart, thon know'ſt thou ly'ſ, 
Thou haſt maliciouſly, molt groſly fail'd 
In this obedience : Say, declare, haſte, anſwer, 
Thou moſt ungrateful wretch; Ah, how unlike 
Thy meek, thy Perfect bright and bleſfed Mother, 
Is this a habit for a glorious Bride? 
Doſt thou thus meet the generons Boygia ? | 
I know thy awkard Heart; thou meanit by this To 


-— 


_ 9. TOE 5-4 Cd ; tat ba 5 
# | : | 4 =» : ; 4 - w F , 
DASMR BORE 2. 

- . | - - oy F : p 


To tell the VVorld, thou doſt not like thy Husband, 


And daſh him at the Altar : but by Heay'n, 

Whither thou, Murdreſs, mow -art ſending me, 

This ſhall nog ſerye thy. purpoſe : In this dreſs 

That blaſts my eyes, and ſtrikes my Soul with ſadneſs, 
Fl! ſee the Prieſt for ever make you one. 


Bellam. Ah! how have Tdeſerv'd this cruel uſage ? 


Did ever Daughter yet obey like' me 2 
Not ſhe who in the Dungeon fed her Father 
With her own Milk, and by her Piety 


Sav'd him from Death, can match my rigorous Vertne; 


For I have done much more.: torn off 'my' Breaſts, 

My Breaſts, my very Heart,'and flung it from” me, © 

To feed the Tyrant” Daty with my blood. 
Orſin. Call thou: the-lawful Impoſition' of 

A careful Father, that intends thee honour, _ - 

Tyrannical and bloody? Rage reſume me ; -- 

Here, ſeeſt thou this ?.-O. would the gallant Burgia 

Could fling thee from his, Soul, as I from mine, 

For *tis reſpect to him" that ſaves thy life ;- 

Elſe by the Feayer that quite burns me vp, 

I'd ponyard thee till all thy Robes were Crimſon : 

Yet ſince thou haſt the Impudence to brave me, 


_ And call thy: Father Tyrant to his face; 


I that have foſter'd thee even from th& Womb, 
And bred thee in my Boſom, hear -and tremble; 
For I will curſe thee till thy frighted Soul 
Runs mad with hotrour, till thy Mother ſtarts 
From her cold Monument, to beg me ceaſe, 
Though all in vain. 

Bellam. 1 caſt me at your feet; . 
I'm all'Obedience : See, Sir, — ſee me here 
Grovelling upon the Earth. 

Orſin. Curs'd be the Night, | 
Ten thouſand Curſes on that fatal hour, _ 
When my great Spirit trifled with thy Mother . 
For the Production. of ſo falſe a Joy! 

Bellam. O horrid blaſting breath! 

Orfin. Whien' I artUead, 


My troubled Ghoſt ſhall nightly-hannt thy Dreams: . 
Bellam. Ah,hold—1 kiſs your feet,and hug your knees . 
O-ſm. Though in thy Husbands Arms, Fll draw the Curtauns, 


And ſtare thee into Frenzy ; and thy Lord | 
I'll Charm ſo faſt, thy ſhrieks ſhall not awake him: 


Zellan. Yet Sir, forbeat; "tread.on me, trawple me: 
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O-ſin. And-alt the day, when other” Spirits fleep, 
' PII follow thee with groans, and curſe thee till : © 
Nay, when thou ſeek'ſt for company to: / me, 
I'll make thze ſcream. See there his Spirit ſtands. 
Bellam. Hear him not Heav'nt 
Orſm. After thy firſt imbrace,. | , 
May thy Lord loath. thee; fwear thou art no Virgin, 
And caſt thee off as a moſt: leud' Adulrereſs. 
Bellam..If there be Saints or Angels: Ol Icharge you-— 
Orſ#. Or if thy Husband-ſhould- by: chance retain thee, 
Heart-burnings, Jealoufies incite' him {tilt 
To plague thee with a thouſand: Hells on- Earth, 
And after end thee in ſome horrid! manner. 
Bellam. Ponyard me as you promis*@Sir + Oh ſtab me 
Orſim. Eternal Barrenneſs ſhut up- thy Womb, 
If ought that's humane chance to raiſe thy hopes,., 
May it be monſtrous at the curſt Production, 
An after-birth, or ſome-abhorr'd Conception, . 


fo 


Enter Duke of -Gandia #+ Momwnne. 


Bellam,  V* have ſaid enough ?. my heart, my ſpirits: fail me, 
And I have now my wiſh without a. Dagger: 
Oſim. What now? another Mourner ? Hell and Furies ! 
They both have plotted to indo my Honour. | 
Well — Duke of Gandia——but Pltcatl- the Bridegroom.. 
Gand.. Ha ! how's this ? the beauteons: Hellavora- 
Upon the Earth.- Help, help—my Lord, ſhe's. cold,.. 
Your Daughter Swoons.——- 
Orſin.. 1 care not, let her periſh; 
And thou, who haſt ſeduc'd her, periſh with” her : | 
Swoon with. her, ſink witk--her : Die both, and. both be damr'd« 
Ex» Oxling«. 


Gand. Wake Bellzmira from this ſleep of” Death: 
Life of Palante's life! give mea ward ; 
See thou art ſafe, claſp'd'in thy Gandie's arms; 
Pglante holds thee. Say, what. Murderer 
Offer'd-this cruelty, and I'll revenge thee / ; 
Bellam, Where am» 1? ha! loofe, looſe. me from your' arms; 
Stand oft ; fly from me fly, Pale, fly: ! 
For we mult never, never meet agen: 
The Poles. may ſooner-joyn: ON am loſt; 
By-an inexorable Father ruin'd'; | 
Curſed; blaſted; and for: thee, inhappy: Prince; 
Thoy: baſt undone me; though not by thy widb; - 
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For ſure thou lay'ſt, the awretabed; Bellwairs: _ ; 
| Yet by the conſequence. of 4 is affection, ' 
'Thou haſt deſtroy'd mypeacte pf mind for ever-: 
Thou haſt been ruinous-and mortal :tO me 7 -12fT1 = 
As Robbers, Raviſhers, og Mactlerers! _ 
Therefore be gone! fly from my--eyes for ever, 
And Ae gp _ ſee Tala Are. 
Gand. 1 80 Ior ever irom you, as you charge me, 
And for that purpoſe I gid 1 olagl hank - 
But little thought that you would drive me thus: 
I hop'd, at leaſt, that when 4-parted from you, 
And bid you everlaſtingly farewel, _ 
I hop'd; but oh thoſe flattering hapes were vain! 
That. gentle Bellamira would have iighd, 
Or dropt a tear, when 1-ſhould take my leaye, 
And never ſee her more, | 
Z$ellam. O Cruelty ! 
You rend the Plaiſter {rom a bleeding wound. 
Gand. An Elder Brother calls you to his Bed, 
And you perhaps will not be raviſtd thither : 
O Bellanira! 1 had once thoke Vows 
Which thy frail heart does now reſign to Borgi- 
But 1 have ſtaid too long : Farewel for ever 
When 1 am gone, and thou for many years 
Enjoy'ſt the Change thy Father Torc'd thee to, 
( For fuce I cannot think it all thy-doing*! 
If happy Ceſar Borgia chance to fold thee | 
More cloſcly in his arms than was his Cuſtom ; 
Say to thy heart -with a relenting thought, 
Thus, if our Fatcs had pleagd, the wretched Gandia 
Would thus have loy'd .me. -But no more, fareweh  - _ 
You're” pleas'd to baniſh me—and—Vll obey. Exanm. 
Bell. Come back! come back ! you ſhall not leave me-thus : 
Let Fathers Corſe, 'and Jealous Hnsbands Rage, n 
Love has a force that can ſurmount the World. B 


Enter Borgia. 


If then 'tis deſtin'd that you :muſt be gone, 

And leave me to the Atta of Cruel Borgian—= _ 
Borg. Ha! but-obferve :* there may be more ja this 
Bell. If we two Lovers, whom for tenderneſs 

The World can never match, muſt part for eveſ—— 
Gand. O, that -For-ever 4 < 
Borg. It's Apparition/ all; | | q 


By Heav'n, a Dream; Liwear, a-very. Dream. | 
Bell. Yet take, O take this-dying farewel with thee : 
And whomſoe*ce thy paſſion ſhall Eſpouſe, 
Remember! O remember this, and leave me: 
No Man was ever ſo by Woman lov'd,. 
As thou Palante art by Bellamira: 
Gand. Stop there z for to go on will give me Death. 
O! thou haſt utter'd Sounds 'of ſuch: a ſtrain 
As Nature cannot. bear : like utmoſt Muſick, 
Which while it charms-the Senſe, makes chill the Blood. 
No more! for by my glimmering joys, I fear 
Thow'lt ſing my Soul to Everlaſting Sleep ? 
Borg. Then let me wake you: 
Bell. O: Heayns ! we are undone! 
Borg. Start not, nor weep not?! beauteous* Bellamira * 
For there is nothing toward you, but well; 
Fortune her ſelf now ſmiles on your deſign, 
And Heav'n and Earth conſpire to make you happy : 
Theſe Mourning Habits on your Wedding Day, 
Had chance not guided me to hear your Loves, 
Would have betray'd the ſecret— | 
Gand. O Brother ! what muſt I expect? I know not 
Whether I ought to hope or fear. | 
Borg. Hope all: 
For curſt is he that parts whom Heav*n has joyn'd : 
t ſtand convinc'd that Love has made you one ; 
And may thoſe Chaſter Fires that warm your. hearts, 
Vie with the Stars for Immortality— - 
Gand. Speak it again, again confirm this goodneſs, 
For one ſo Noble ſure this World contains not : 
O! *tis too little but to name him- Nable, 
For fach a Soul aſpires above the Clouds 3 
So great, -Ethereal, and ſo God-like \fram'd, 
He muſt look down on Kings: fach vaſt compaſſion, 
Suchgan unheard magnificence. of Mercy | 
As we muſt both adore : Kneel, Bellamira, 
For *tis a God we talk. with. 
Borg..O you muſt not. 
Methinks fair Bellamira, who ſtill anſwers 
With the accuſtom'd Language of her Tears, _ | > 
Methinks you ſhould have told me all this while, | 
Your Beauties were not dooned+ for: Ceſar Borgia- 
*Tis true, I often fear*d. by your Tteferv'dnels, | 
Your Heart muſt be ingag'd——Or thon, Palante, - 
Had'ſt thou but told me when I woo'd her fixſt,  * | wes 
- | | Lo rs | bo ou 


How many fighs and ſorrows hatlſt thou ſav*d: me ! 
I would not then have launch'd,”but- yielded up 
The Noble Fraight, this more than 7ndien Treaſure, 
And giyen thee all my intereſt in. her Father. 

Gand. Alas! I feard !:; '._ :. 

Borg. I hold you Sir excus'd : 
May you be happy as your Souls can wiſh'; 
But I muſt beg you from this-plate retire 
For your own Intereſt; Orſmo here 
Entreated me to wait him,. and *tis now 
Upon this day, allotted for my. Marriage, 
Unfit to break the buſineſs of your. Loves. 
Yet doubt not, O moſt happy lovely Pair, | 
But Care and ſime ſhall perfect-all: your Wiſhes. 


Gand. Give me your Arms: I had deſign'd:this Morning, 


Made deſperate with my griefs, t' acquaint your ear 
With all the progrefs of my ruin'd paſſion - 
I thought that you would ſtorm, and uſe me ill, 
And had deſigr'd I know not what to forfeit 
My life, rather than loſe my Bellamira-: 
But you have ſo prevented me—— _ 

Borg. No more. 
How, faireſt Bellamira! not one word ? 
Ary I ordain'd the Proxy of your Love, 
Without the Breath of thanks ? 

Bell. The bounteous Heay*ns 
Rain on your head whole Deluges of mercies, 
For this great goodneſs! -Hear me, oh ye Powers, 
Hear me upon my knees; where-e're he goes, | 
Guard him with bleſſings! give him his own wiſhes : 
If to the Wars he paſs, Renown attend him, 
And growing Conqueſt dwell upon-his Arms; 
Let him attain by a long courſe of /Valour, 
And gallant acts, to the old Roman Greatneſs; 
And when at laſt in Triumph he-returns, 
May all the fighing Virgins ſtrow his way, 


And with new Garlands Crown his coming Glory. Ex.with Gandia: 


| "Emtex Machiavel. 


Mach. Something's diſcover'd, and. I, gueſs the buſineſs! 


My Lord, you're wanted, and the. beauteoys Bride. 


Borg. 1 charge thee name her not upon thy life. 


Here, tear, tear off theſe unbecoming Garments, 
Get me my Horſe, and bid my Arms he ready ; 
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Yes, Machiavel, with to morrows dawn, + * 

Thou ſhalt behold me'in another 'Drebs, 

Breathing Defiance £0 theſe fofter Wars — 
Mach. But why, Sir I'why f bow comes this fadden change? © 

. Why have you charg'd me that I ſhould not ſpeak | 
- Of Bellamira 8. | 
Borg. Cruel Machiavel! : 

. Why doſt thou bring the fatal Charmer back, 

. Whom I would drive for ever fromamy Soul? 

Mach. This wondrous alteration of your kumeur, 

Maſt ſure ariſe from ſore as wondrous taut. 

| Have you diſcover'd ought? 

Borg. All, all's diſcover'd ; _ 
And ſuch an over-fight in thee : but where, 

Where now-is thy profound Sapacity? 

Where all thy Depoſitions, Promiſes, 

Warrants, Ingagements that ſhe ſhould be mine; 

'. Chaſtly, religiouſly, devoutly mine? 
Mach. And is ſhe not? _ 
Borg. By Heav'n quite oppvlite - 
All that my boding heart preſap'd to thee 

Before, has happen'd; happen'd in ſuch manner, 

As quite out-went my own Imagination. 

Mach. Who-e're he 1s that has fupp anted yau, 

By your juſt rage he was a ſecret Villan, 

The cloſeſt Traytor that e're plotted miſchief, 

And juſtly has deſerv'd the ſtab you gave hm. 
Borg. How, Machiavel? ha, &dſt rhon talk of ftabbing ? 
Mach. | neither think, 'nor- know what's your intentzon, 

:But that's your Countries Caſtom in fach :caſes- 

Beſides, Sir, when 1 did diſcourſe you laft, 

You fell into Convulfions of Deſpair, 

With mentioning the very 'name'of Rival, 

And thunder'd out whole Volleys of revenge. ; 
Borg. True Machiavel : but could:not think my Rival 

Should prove my Brother. 

Math, Ha! 
Borg. Raiſe, raiſe me Heav'n, | 
*Some-other man-that dares to-take her from me, 

To ſnatch-the only Beauty I can love, j 

And at the Altar too, from my imbraces; « 

If 1 not end him, though he were Imperial, 

Ev'n in the middle of his Guards-—- 

Mach. Your Brother? | 
And have yon Confirmation that ſhe Toves him? 


Boys: 
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Borg. Why doſt thou wonder + 1 both ſaw and: heard; 
Heard all his Vows, and her moſt paſſionate Anſivers -- 
She loves him : Yes, theſe curſed Remembrancers, 
Theſe eyes have ſeen it- .O! ſhe dotes on him, 
Feeds on his logks-—eyes. him, as pregnant Women 
Gaze at the precious thing their Souls. are fet on. 
Mach. And you perhaps will bear it from. a Brother 
With all the meekneſs of an; Ancharite, 
A man of quite another Workd } you'd beſt 
Go to the Wars, be ſhot, and leave this Brother 
The Heir of all, ſole. Darling of the LOPe- 
Borg. *Tis certain, that I ſeem'd to- all appearance. 
Mild and relenting; begg'd 'em; leaye me: here, 
That 1 might think—— | 
Mach. Think ! by your Holy Father, 
You have no blood, no ſoul, nor ſpirit left / 
The Genius of youe houſe multi bluſk at: this; 
A Brother ! why, ſo: much the more a Villain - 
Borg. O Machiavel ! 
Mach. O Conſcientious: Fargia2... 
By all that's great,.it is-in kim flat Ifceſt; 
There's for your Conſcience, if you wilt have Confrience, 
She was betrath'd-yaurs by her Fathers will, 
Publiſh'd to the World, and-whatelſe makes a Marviage 2 
And for a Brother: thus+to-undermige you: 
And carry it: $008 - Ave. you. /ralian born ? : 
Begot by one ? ©,” make it not a doubt, 
I grieve, I groan; 1 am mad to fee-.you' thus! 
What, to be made the tall; the por of Rome, 
As onee you were at Paris by Chaylotta:: 
No——1'Il revenge thee! cold as thou grtand-dead ? - 
And may this Steel be ſheatlt'd im Idaobiauet, 
If that the treacherous-Duke of Gandia ſcape me. Exuturns, 
Borg. Come back, 1 fay; for what is to be done, . 
PII att my ſelf. Where-was I ?-or. where am I? 
No Machiavel, thou know?ſt *tis not my Conſcience 
Thar lets the Villain live: t think thou. haſt heard : 
The fatal Jars w* haye had about my Siſter : 
For I remember, being in her Bath, 
And by her Women told we were at words, 
She ran in haſte half naked" to the Pope, _ 
Who came to part the: fray; and fwore in fury, .. 
With horrid Imprecations, who-e're felt 
By th' others hand, he never would have mercy. 
On the. Surviver. This, my AMachiaveh,: 
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Is Birgia's Conſcience-— For td do a-murder, 
And not be fafe, is Drunkards policy-: 

Mach. What then is your. intent ? 
' Borg. To follow Nature "wa 
For ſo do Flames that burn; and Seas that drown 5 
Yes, Machiavel, and care: not -what comes on't : ' 
So when ſecurity, and: black occaſion - 
Point me to death, I will be rough as thoſe, 
And blood him, till. he changes*to a Ghoſt: 
Yet ſince my Fathers threats-bar preſent murder, 
Fil find a way” to rack him. : 

Mach. Ha : you; mean——— : ! 
To take again your beauteous'Prize ; that-is, 
The lovely Bellamzra ſtill retains —_ 
Some holds about your heart-' 

Borg. O,'tis confels'd ; 
And howſoe're my Tongue has plaid the Brageart, 
She Reigns more fully in my: Soul than ever : 
She Garrifons my Breaſt, and Mans againſt rhe :: - - 
Even my own Rebel thoughts, with thouſand Graces, 
Ten thouſand Charms, .and new. 'diſcover'd Beauties. 
O ! hadſt thou ſeen her-whenl ſhe lately bleſt me, - + 
What tears, what looks, and Janguiſhings ſhe darted; 
Love bath'd himſelf in the' diſtilling Balm: .' 


—_— 


And oh the ſubtle God has: made:his entrance 5 38:11; i | 
Quite through my heart: che ſhouts'and triumphs too, - 


And all his Cry IS Death,i or-Bellamir a. $i 


Mach. Why ! this is like the Spirit of-your Father; : 


You bring his graceful vigour jult/ before me, 
Juſt, juft as firlt he wore the triple Crown, 
Juſt fo he walKF'd, juſt with that -hery Movement 3 
So ſparkled too his eyes? ſo\glow'd his Cheeks. 
Nor'ifear-Palante, .mhenthe's in your »Arms, : 
When ſhe perceives the fervour. of your. paſſion 
Panting upon her naked Breaſts for® Mercy. 
Borg. Sighing, as if my very Soul wotld burſt ; 
And gaſping, Machiavel, as if Deaths 'pangs were on me. 
Mach. Now ſtealing to her Lips, diſſoly'd in Tears, 
And preſling cloſe, but ſoftly to her fide; 
Whiſpering, O why, whiy,-gentle Bellamira? 
Then with a ſudden ſtart let looſe your:love; 
Graſp her as if you could no longer bear 'it ; 
Claſp her all night, and ſtifle her with Kiſſes: 
©, there are thouſand ways !- 
Borg. Ten thouſand thouſand; 


Millions, 
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Millions, and infinite, yet add to thoſe, 
I'll try 'em all: nor ſhall a drop of mercy 
Fall from my eyes, though I beheld Palante 
Dead at her door, O expetation burns me! 
O Bellamirs! heart! how jhe docs inflame me 2 
Mach. Then there's no need of warlike preparations? _ 
Borg. Talk no more of War, for now my Theme's all Loye: 
The War like Winter vaniſhes; 'cis gone, 
And Bellamira with eternal Spring, 
- Dreſt in blew Heav'ns, and breathing Vernal ſweets, 
Drops like. a Cherubin in ftmiles before me. 
Mach. Oh, that the World could bnt behold you thus ! 
That Bellamira {aw you in this height | 
Of dazling Paſſion, and becoming Fury ! 
Borg. Thus, to a glorious Coalt, through Tempeſts hurl'd, 
We ail like him who ſought the India» World. _ 
'Tis more; 'tis Paradiſe I go to prove, 
And Bellamira is the Land of Loye : 
I have her in my view ; and hark, ſhe talks, 
And ſee, about, like the firſt Maid ſhe walks : 
Fair as the Day when firſt the World began 
And I am doom'd to be the happy man. __ Exennt. 


FA — 
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ACT II SCENET. 


Enter Aſcanio ayxd Alonzo. 


Alonz. M*. Lord, this is an ACt ſo newly horrid, 
So ghaſtly a contrivance of Revenge, 

That Fiends themſelves would ſtart at the Propoſal. 

I to do this; I, who have bred him up! 

Oh Seraphino! Nurs'd thee in my Boſom, 

To gaſh thy Cheeks, and tear out both thy Eyes! 
Aſcan. The. ſums of Gold are order'd to be paid ; 

Half on your bare conſent : on Execution 

The whole. Alonzo! thou haſt no compaſlion. 

When Intereſt comes in play : Don't I know, 

At the Command of Machbiavel, or Borgia, 

Thou would*ſt not ſtick to poyſon ev'n the Pope ? 


Come, come, diſſemble not thy Occupation, 
Murtler's thy Trade, and Death w Livelihood ; 


Therefore 
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Therefore perform this act of ſpritely Vengeance, 
And I'll Create thee Noble 
Alonz. 'Tis ſure, ©re long, when I have ſerv'd their turn; - 
That they will end me-too, for fear of talking; 
Therefore, my Lord, how-e're my Conſcience ſtings me, 
For *tis moit true, 1 love the Innocent Boy ; 
S2nd home the Gold-—— 
Aſcan. Thou ſhalt along. with me; 
I will not ſend, but pay it thee in hand, 
Full twenty thouſand Crowns — Why, what a ſum. is that ? 
Full twenty thouſand Crowns ! | 
Why, I will tell thee, there are Rogues in Orders, 
Monks, Frycrs, Feſaits, that would kill their Fathers, 
Raviſh their Mothers, eat their'Brothers and Siſters, 
For half the ſam: what, twenty. thouſand: Crowns / 
Away, away ! Come, come, pull out his eyes, 
And make a Cup:d of the lutle: Baſtard. 
I fvcar thou ſhalt; what, twenty thouſand Crowns ! 
Alonz. My Lord, I am Charm d. 


Enter Machiavel and Adorna. 


Aſcan. My good Lord Machiavel. 
Mach. My Noble Lord, 
The humbleſt of your Servants. 25 Ex: 
Now, my Adorna, now the time is coming, 
When thou ſhalt Rivat ey'n the Queen; of Loye ;. 
For, by my life, a Bridegroom like Pdkmte | 
Might match an Empreſs——But he's thine; no more. 
I've ſworn he's thine : This day, that gives his Brother 
- Thy beauteous Couſin, is the bleſt Fore-runner 
Of my Adorna's Certain. happineſs. 
Ador. Heay'n only knows the iſſue of my Fate 3. 
But did not love and ms deſire 
Tranſport me from my ſelf, I ſhould endeavour 
To heip the poor deſpairing Bellamira.. 
Not many hours. ago: ſhe: ran upon me 
With Extaſies, even Crying out for joy, 
In ſpite of Fate, Palante- ſhall be mine ; 
Then told me all that you diſcourſt but now-: 
When an that minute cruel | Borgsa'enter'd 
With old 0Orſe, who commanded. her, 
Ich” mid'it 07 pray'rs. and tears, and ſhricking ſorrows, 
Strait to att-nd' her Husband to the Temple. 
Mach, Excclleat!! Aud: hoiw bears Palate. this ? 
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Adorn. So much the worfe, becauſe quite unexpected. 

And while I told it in' moſt moving terms, 
He ſtruck his Breaſt, and caſt his eyes to Heav*n, 
Enquir'd for you; then talkt of blood, and vaniſh'd. 

Mach. 1 have been ever ſince I came to Rome 

A Confident to both: I like the Method; 

The Machine moves exactly'to my mind, 

Sails like a Ship well ballaſt through the Air, 
And ploughs the riling miſfchiefs clear before me. 
I've heard thee often talk of pretty Letters 
That paſt between Palante and thy Couſin. 

Aador. 1 have 'em all in keeping, by her order. 

Mach. Let me-peruſe 'em. | | 

Adorn. Will you be ſecret then ? 

Mach. Away, and fear-not, they ſhall make thy Fortune: | 
Soon as the 'Marriage Rites are paſt, we'll meet, Ex, Adorna. 
But lo, they come! the Duke of Gandia frowns; 

I fear my Ceſar, and muſt watch their claſhing. 


Scene draws , and diſcowtrs the Progreſs of 4 ſtately Marri 
age; Aſcanio, Adrian, Enna ,"Cardinals , going before , 
Orſino following *. | Bellamira ſupported by two Virgins 16 
White : Borgia folfow'd Ly Vitellozzo, Alonzo, ©6: ..,, 


Gard. Sir, I muſt ſpeak with you: 
Borg. "Tis inconvenient. £4 430U IA 
Gand. *Tis not our firſt of Jars. Remember Lncyecez 
Our Siſter Lucrece, and be then-perſwaded y=2'1 7, 
Neceſlity requires your ear. - | 
Borg. For' what ? F $84 | 
Gand. If you dare walk aſide with me, I Il tell you- 
Borg. After the Prieſt; —— DD! ; ol 
Gand. No Sir——before the Prieſt— 
Fate hovers-near us; you ſhall give me hearing. 
Borg. What Boy! how fſay'ſt thou ? Shall !— 
Gand. Yes Sir, you ſhall. 4 
Borg. No more; for fear we ſhould be over-heard: 
ll inſtantly return upon my Hononr : 
Let me but wait Or/ſm to the Gate, ' | 
And I'll attend thee'; 'on;my word 1 will —— 
The Prieſt ſhall wait till thorn haſt ſatisfaction. - ® 
j ©» | Fx: all but Mach? «ud Gand 
Mach. What have you faid, my Lord ? | 
 Gand. Forbear to know; GE 
[ think thou lov'ſt me, yet a proof were well ; "EY 
E 2 And 
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And ſince occaſion now demands .a tryal, 
Refuſe not what m Friendſhip ſhall enjoyn thee. _ 
Mach. *Tis granted, though the conſequence be death.” 
Gand. Begone , this moment leave me to my ſelf. 
Mach. 1 apprehend: Let me imbrace you. 
Why ſhall 1 leave you ? but my-word's ingag'd;. 
Call all thoſe pow?rful provocations-up, . 
Your wrongs, your moſt ignoble injuries,.. - _ 
To ſteel your arm, and dye your, Vitory. 
In blood : I go—becauſe you grow impatient... 
No more, but Conqueſt, Death, or Bellamira 
Yet I muſt watch you hereabouts: For Borgia, 
Though $killd and gallant, yet may meet his Death, 
And that I muſt prevent, for I'll allow no ſtroke 
To Chanee, though my. undaunted-Hero- dares all | 
That Man can dare «15 Ex. Mach.. 
Gand, Why comes he not? 
I know he's brave, Renown'd in Forreiga Wars, 
And to his skill in Arms has ſach a Courage, 
As makes a raſh man run upon his ruine : 
Yet in his-height of fury I can dare him,. 
My blood defies him mortally to death. 
| Yes Machiavel, Vil take thy fatal counſel ; 
The word is Conqueſt, Death, or Bellamira. 


We / = 
"Enter Borgia.- 


Borg. So Sir, you ſee I have obey'd your- Summons; 
You mult be fſatisf'd, though Beauty ſtays, 
- » Though the Bride ſtays, though Bellamira ſtays :. 
That 1s, tho.Heaw*nwithall its waiting glories 
Stops at your call, and ſtands to give. you hearing, . 
Gand. Y*' have us'd me-_baſcly. _ 
& GHorg. No. SY. 
Gand. I ſay you-have, _ 
Without a provocation. - 
Borg. That. were 'baſz 
Indeed: when unprovok'd I do a wrong, .. 
May I, when juſtly urg'd, want due. revenger... 
Gand._ Y' have falſifi'd your word, betray'd me baſely,... 
Betray'd a Brother : O my Stars, a Brother! 
Thatiwould. have: burſt through all the bars of death, ©. 
And yielded all things to you, but.his Love. | 
O,-fooliſh eyes / but theſe are your laſt tears, _ 
And I myſt mend your courſe with, blood, _ 


d =. 


Borg. He weeps! Fo > 
. Was ever ſeen Hypocriſie like this ? Aſide. 
\ O thou young impudent and blooming lyar, 
Who, like our Curtezans, art early prattis'd, 
And in their Nonage taught the Arts of Vice. 
.. But I forego my temper——- Is this all ? 
- You know 1 am in haſte, and. cannot brook 
A longer Conference. 
Gand. | know you Cannot, 
But I ſhall force you : yes, thou Tyrant. Beother,, 
Thou that art fallen from all thy height of glory, 
To the low practice of the worſt of Slaves, 
I will revenge the honour thou haſt loſt : 
Nor ſhalt thou paſs to Bellamira's Arms, 
Till through my heart” thou cutr'ſt thy horrid way.” - 
Draw then— 
Borg. I will not. 
Gand. By Revenge and Fury 
Thou ſhalt not paſs, but, oa my Rapiers point. 
Borg. Think not, thou young Practitioner in Arms, . 
That all thy force, though levelPd at nie naked, 
Should:ſtop me, if I once reſfoly'd my way = 
But I am-calmz and wiſh.thee, for thy ſafety, 
To let me paſs. Thou talk'ſt awhile ago 
Of Lucrece—but no more of that—my Father, , 
O,:fear'd I not his Thunder. which ſo oft 
Has menac'd me if e're I roſe againſt thee, Q 
Long, long e're this, had'ſt thou been duſt; even now- - 
For that abuſe which late thou .gav'ſt my ear, 
For that abhorr'd Conception of my Siltet, 
For, that damn'd mention, by the loweſt Hell, 
And by the burning Fiends, thou ſhould'ſt be Aſhes. 
:Gandx Bluſh not, nor purſe thy threatning Brow, but draw; --: 
And dare not to deſpiſe the weakeſt arm 
That ſtrikes with Juſtice. Yes, upon thy breaſt 
Elate, and haughty as-thau carri'ſt it, © 
L doubt not but my. Sword ſhall write thee Traytor. - 
Borg. No more: O that. I had 
Some one Renown'd, and winter*d as my ſelf, 
T encounter like. an Oak the rooting Storm! 
Bnt thou art weak, and to the Earth wilt bend,” 
With my leaſt blaſt thy Head of Bloſſoms down: - 
If by thy hand I fall (as who e're div'd © | 
So.deep in Fate, but ſometimes was deceiv'd * )- 
| do bequeath: thee more than all. my Dukedoms,- 
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Far more indeed than Worlds, my beauteous Bride y 
Eut if 1 conquer thee, and ſhew thee mercy, 
Never love more; nor after I am marri'd, 
Dare for thy Soul to ſpeak of Bellamira. 

Gard. I thank tnee, and accept the terms with joy, 
Which blood muſt ratifie: And here I ſwear, 
If vanquiſh'd by thy Arm (though Death, I hope, 
Will, more than Oath, confirm the fatal bargain ) 
For ever to renounce all Claim, and yield 
By my Eternal Abſence Bellamira. 

Boro. Come on then: And let Love and Glory ſteel 
Thy unfleſh'd arm: think on this moment hangs 
Thy whole lifes Joy, or worſe than Death, Deſpair ; 
[. would not win ſuch Beauty without blood : 
But as the brave Gorſalvo, being ſhot; . | 
Mov*d not at all, nor chang'd his mighty Look ; 
As if the Gallantry of ſuch demeanour 
Could charm coy Victory to raiſe the Siepe : 
So would I with my blood diftifling down, 
Anſwering her tears, lead Bellamira on, 
And woo her at the. Altar with my wounds. 

Gand. No more. 


Borg, Agreed. The word is, Bellamira— Fight, Gandia 
Hold, hold Palante, for thou bleed'ſt. i5 wounded. 
Gand. A ſcratch. | : 14 
Borg. My Father crys out, fave himon thy life. - - Fight again, 
Gard. Guard well thy life. | - Borgla zs wonnded 
| gs on the arm, but 

Enter Mackiayel. difarms Gandia. 


Mach. What means this noyſe of Arms ? 
Why theſe Swords drawn? what. now, 'my Lords,  þ 
Both wounded ? | + * ©, | -» Borgid throws: Gan» 
By Heay*n, I ſwear, you ſhall proceed no further: "Ta bs Sword 
Borg. Tis now too late to tell thee how we quarrell'd, 

Look to his wound : ſoon as the Cure's perform'd, 
Pll ſerve the Duke of Gandia with my Fortune, 
But far from Rome; for he has agreed 

Never to ſee my Bellamira more, © 

For m:—Pll to the Temple. 

Mach. My Lord, you. bleed: 

Borg. The $kin's but rac'd: . * © 
Would it were deep in the moſt mortal part, 

So Bellamira, when the blood guild forth,” 
Would ſink vpon my breaſt, and fear ſhe loy'd me: 


 CASAR BORGITA 
But that's too much to hope ; what ere is doom'd 
I ſvcar this night to graſp the conquer'd Prize - * 
Yes, yes, Palante, hear, and fly for ever; 

All the White World of Bellamira's Beauty 

This night Vil travel o're, to feaſt my Love ; 

The Little Glutton ſhall be gorg'd with Revels, 

He ſhall be drunk with ſpirits of delight ; 

With all that amorous wiſhes can inſpire, 

And all the Liberties of looſe deſire. Exe. 

Gand. I'll after him, and at the Altar end him. 

Was't not enough to wound and vanquiſh me, 
But he muſt triumph too? I raye and talk 

I know not what; for he is generous, 

And nobly merits what his vyalour won : 

Yes, happy Borgia, I will keep my word ; 
And, ſince thus loſt to all that I held: dear, 
Abandon this loath'd world. 

Mach. You mult retire. 

Gand. 1 will devote the ſad remains of life 
To the bleſt company of holy men : 

Learn Contemplation, and the dregs of life 

Purg'd off, taſte clearer and more fſprightly joys, 

Partake their tranſports in the brighteſt Viſions, 

See opening Heav'ns, and the deſcending Gods : 

Then as I view the dazling tracks of Angels, 

Sigh to my heart, and cry, ſee there, and there, 

In full perfeftion thouſand Bellamrra's. | 

' Mach. My Lord, your wound bleeds faſt. 
Gand. O Machiavel! 

When I am ſhut for ever from the world, 

Thou tenderſt-hearted, gentleſt, beſt of Friends, 

Wilt viſit me ſometimes: I know thou wilt. 

Mach. Why do you droop thus? lean upon my arm: : 
All ſhall be well. ' Yes, I will find a way, 

In ſpite of Fortune, yet to heal your forrows, 
And pour the Balm of Bellagir's tears 
Upon your wound. 

Gand. Could I but ſee her once 
Before I die ! 

Mach. Once, twice, a- hundred times ; | | 
Doubt not, you ſhall ; but haſte to your Apartment. Ex. Gandla.. 
Methinks if miſchief had but: this to: vauat, 
That, like a God, none knows her but her ſelf, 
It were enough to mount her o're the World. 


L loye my ſelf; and. for my ſelf, I love 


Borgi# 
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Borgia my Prince : Who does not love himſelf? 
Selt-love's the Univerſal Beam of Nature, 

The Axle-tree that darts through all its Frame : 
And he's a Child in thought, who fears the ſting 
Of Conſcience ; and will rather loſe himſelf, 

Than make his Fortune by anothers ruine / 
Conſcience, the Bug-bears roar, the Nurſes how, 
Our Infant laſh and whip of Education. 


Enter Adorna. 


My Genius, my Love, my little Angel, 
Haſt thou the Letters ? 
Adorn. Firſt, my Lord, 
If I have breath to utter, let me tell you, 
Never was Marriage ſolemniz'd like this, 
Mach. Go on. 
Aadorn. The Bride in Mourning Robes was led, 
; Or rather born like a pale Courſe along 
. I faw her when ſhe firſt approach'd the Temple, 
How, ruſhing from the arms of thoſe that held her, 
- She threw her body on the Marble ſteps, 
When ſtrait the Bridegroom with a kindled face 
Drew near, and bluſhing ſtretcht his bloody arm, 
Wrapt in a Scarf, and gave it to the Bride : 
Then, bowing, wiſk*'d the Prieſt perform his Duty. 
Mach. What follow'd ? | | 
Adorn. Urg?d, or rather brib'd before, 
The Prieſt, at Old Orſmo's Interceſlion, 
Soon joyn'd their hands : all from the Temple haſte, 
Orjino and his Son in Ieep diſcourſe, 
And Bellamira blind with” weeping, led 
This way, | | 
Mach, I am-glad on't, for I wait to ſpeak with her. 
-Prithee produce the Letters : Come, I know 
Thou haſt *em: nay, *tis thy own intereſt. 
Aaorn. See Bellamira enters : {tay ſome time, 
And Fl! diſcover to your own deſire. 


Enter Bellamica. 


Mach. Madam, I would entreat-a word in private. 
Bell. Can miſery, like mine, be worth diſcourſe ? 

Mach. The dead are- only happy, and the dying : 
[The dead are ſtil, and laſting flumbers hold *em3 . 
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He, who is near his deaths but turns abont, 
Shuttles awhile ro make his Pillow cafic, 
Thea flips into his Shroud; and refts tor ever. 
Bella. My mind preſages, by the bloody hand 
That ſeiz'd me at tne Aitdr— 
Mach. In their Nonage 
A ſympathy unuſual joyn'd their loves; 
They pair'd like Turtles, ſtill tozether drank, 
Together eat, nor quarrell'd for the choice : 
Like Twining-ſtreams both from one Fountain feti, 
And as they ran, {till mingled ſmiles and tears : 
But oh, when Time had fyell'd their Currents high, 
This boundleſs Work, this Oceandid divide 'em, 
And now for evet they have loft each other. 
Bella. For eyer! Oh the ho6trour that invades me! 
Thou ſeem'ſt to intimate fome horrid att : 
I charge thee ſpeak, how fares the Duke of Gund:a ? 
Not anſwer me! why doſt thou ſhake thy head, 
And croſs thy arms, and turn thy eyes away ? 
Has there been ought betwixt my Lord and him? 
Mach. There has, they fought. 
Bella. The Cauſe, the carſed Canſe 


Stands here, before thy eyes ſhe ſtands to blaſt thee: 


I know 'tis thus; Borgis for it was wounded 3 
And, oh my fears ! by his relentleſs hand, 
Perhaps that poor deſpairing of Pdante 
Is miſerably flains If it be fo | 
Spite of my Father, 1! rehounce my Vows, 
Forgo, forſwear all comforts in this life, 
And fly the world. "0 

Mach. Would I were out ont; _ 
Nothing but fraud atid cruefties reign here. 
He is not ſlain : but, 4s his Surgeons bode, 
I fear him much- Oh would you be fo kind 
To ſee the wounds he ſaffers for your fake, 
And charm his pains but witki one parting view 
Before your Lord reftutn,—— 

Bella. Alas ! 1 dare not ! 


' Mach. He graſpt nie q $- wriſt, and weeping, yow'd 


'Twould be a Heav'n, a Lightning in, his Grave, 
Where elſe he muſt for evet lye unpiti'd. 
Now, on my Soul, you muſt, you otght to ſee lim, 
Who ballancing the Scales 0 doub Ds. 

Lies in your way : a glance, one grain of tavour 


Turns -him from Death. Come, __ you miſt have mer 


cy! 
Madam, 
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Madam, 111 wait and intercept your | Lord. 

Bella, A Viſit ! juſt upon our Marriage too— 
2ut *tis the laſt Try he ſhall e're receive, 
Therefore ll go; Nature, Compaſſion, Fatez 
And Love, far more ryrannical than thoſe, 
Forces me on : I feel him here; he throbs, 
And beats a Mournful March. 

Mach. Fear not, away: 
P11 guard the paſlage: look not back, but haſte. Ex, Bellamira. 
If I rememver ſtory well, o:d Rome 
\Was free fromall this weakneſs of the mind; 
For Women! oh how ſlightly were they thought of, 
When the great Caro gave his Friend his Wife, 
To breed him his Heirs, becauſe ſhe was a Teemer : 
And after he was dead, again receiv'd her. 
This was before the Vandals made us Slaves, 
Who mingling with our Wives, begot a Race 
That nothing "holds of the old Lyon, Glory. 


Enter Borgias y 


But huſh, more work, and now I am compos'd. 
Borg. Welcom; my beſt of Friends, my Machiavel ! 
Let me unlade on thee my fraught of joy, 
For Bellamira's mine, her Vows are mine z 
Her Father gave her, and the Holy man 
Has link'd our hands: Fortune” perhaps, e*re long, 
May joyn our hearts: However, dearly bought, 
I ſay, ſhe?s mine. 
Mach. However, dearly bought! 
Boro. True Machiavel, moſt dearly; but alas, 
He that would reach the Mine, muſt burſt the Quarry, 
And labour to the Center ——Ha——thov'rt cold ; 
Scart from- this Lethargy, and tell me why, 
Why doſt thou ſhake my. joys with that ſtern look ?: 
Sneak, for to me thy face is as the Heay*ns, 
And, when thou ſmiPſt, I cannot fear a Storm : 
Bu: now thy gather'd brows prognoſticate 
ll weather : Eightning ſparkles from thy eyes; 
Speak too, though thunder follow. 
Mach. On what conditions had the Prince his life?- 
Borg. It was agreed: betwixt us ſolemnly, 
And bound by Oath, that he who was ſubdy'd: 
Should neyer ſpeak to Bellamira more. 
Mach. I am fatisfi'd, - 
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Borg. O Meachiavel ! is this friendly, 
To hide the Cauſe of thy diſorder from me ? 
Thou ſaid*{t, Iam fatisfied ; but at that moment 
I ſaw two Furies leap from thy red Eyes, 
That ſaid thou*rt.not, thou art not ſatisfi'd. 
This coldneſs of thy Carriage ! this dead ſtillneſs 
Makes me more apprehend than all the noiſe 
That mad-men raiſe : Speak then, but do not blaſt me : 
Speak by degrees, let tne Truth break away 
In oblique ſounds; for if it come direGtly, 
| fall at once, ſplit, ruin'd, daſh'd-for ever, 
Solittle am I Maſter of my Paſſion, 
Mach. Therefore | dare ngt tell you. 
Borg. Therefore *tis horrid, ha'! 


Monſtrous ! *tis ſo; therefore thon dart not tell me : 


But ſpeak ; though trembling thus from: head to foot, 
I will be calm, preſs down the riſing fighs, 
And ſtifle all the ſwellings in my heart : 

I will be Maſter far as Nature can. 


Mach. If that you knew ſuch Fire was in your temper, 


And thus would burn you up, why woutd you marry ? 
Borg- Becauſe reſiſtleſs Love! reſiſtleſs Beauty 

Hurry*d me on. But ſpeak, thou ſtay'{t me off. 

if thou haſt ſenſe of Honour, tell me, Machiavel ! 

Speak, I conjure thee, as thou art my Friend. 


Mach. The faults not great, and you may pardon it; - 


Yet *twas a fault, I think: Where did you leave 

Your Bride ? i 
Borg.. Why doſt thou ask ? Iknow not where : 

T his way they led her; and -as I perſwaded, 

Orſino, though unwilling, judg'd it fit 

She ſhould retire again to her Apartment, 

That her full griefs might have a time to waſte: 
Mach. She 1s retir?d, my Lord. | 
Borg. Ha!- whither ? ſpeak : 

She is retir*d where ſhe ſhould not retire ! 

Tis true, moſt plain, moſt nndeniable, 

I know it by the faſhion of thy-Wit, ok 

Thy accent ſwears it > mouth thy Tale no more, 

But ſay diſtinctly whither ſhe's retir'd : =) 

I charge thee, pray thee, and conjure thee, ſpeak, 

For what, with whom, and on what new occalion ? 
Mach. You have aBrother- _ 
Borg. O theperjur'd Traytor ! 

I have! whatthen? x | 

| 2 
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Mach. She's with him now. 

Borg. With whom ? : | 

Mach. Why with the Duke of Gandia; with your Brother. 
Palante, Son, or Nephew'to-the Pope. 

Borg. What Bellamira with him ? *Ponyards ! Daggers-/ * 

Mach. This way, but now, I faw her come tn haſte 3 
Whether ſhe gueſs?d the matter by your Wound, 

I know not , but with faultring fpeech ſhe ask'd . 
How far'd Palante, if he werein being ?. 
Whereon I nothing mus?d, but in plain terms, 
With moderation, told her what I knew ; 

But had you ſeen the ſtarts and ſtops ſhe made ! ' 

Borg. No doubt ſhe did ; Tenthouſand Curſes, oh-—— 
Goon ; for yet lama fangleſs Lyon. 

Mach. - Had you but heard when firſt his Wound I mention'd; 
__ How ſhe ſhriek*d out; how oft ſhe forced me fivear, 

And ſwear, and ſwear again, it was not mortal / 

Borg. Undone for ever ! O deſtruftion-ſtize her ! - 

Mach. But when I told your hurt, ſhe feenrd farce griey'd, 
And leſſening ſorrow yielded to attention. 

I do not ſay ſhe flatly did rejoice, 

But ſureI amſhe ſmiPd, and touch*d my hand, 
And begg*d me, if you came this-way, to hold you-- 
. In talk, while to thefick ſhe made a viltt. 

Borg. Thy Boſom be my Grave ;, bear me a while: | 
Or ſhall burſt, O- Bellawira ! Oh ! 

Mach. Raiſe, raiſe your felt. Ha, Prince | is this.the Fire- 
We fear'd but now, that moſt tranſporting fury ? 

Borg» No more z *tis gone : O Marriage ! now Ifindthee ; . 
Thou coſtly-Feaſt, on which with fear we feed, . 
As.if each Golden diſh we taſte were poifon'd;; . 

Where, by the fatal Tyranny of- Cuſtom, |. 

Our Honour, like a Sword juſt pointing ore us; 
Hangs by a Hair. Ha! but it comes, ?tis faln ! * 
Like a forked Arrow ſtuck into my Skull, 

No more : Iam deaf as Adders, and'as deadly :. 
Mercy ! no more ! thy Voice is quiteancharnydy - 
All pity-thus bedry'd from my weak Eyes; 

Here will I look my Motkgrs ſoftneſs off, 

And gaze till Southern Fury ſteels-my Soul, - 

Till Lam all my Father; till his Form, 

All bloody o're from Head to Foot withſkughter, - 
Skims o're my polliſt2d Blade, in frownsto-haſte me-- 

Mach. What mean you, Sir ? 
Borg. I know not what my ſelf? . 
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Off from my Arms; away. Pve oftentimes heard 

At Princes Murders, Monſtrous Births forbode ; 

The Heavens themfelves rain Blood: Why, let itrain ! 

If my Heart holds her purpoſe, with this band 
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PII fwell the. Purple Deluge. Vengeance! Death ang Vengeance 


Mach. No, my brave Warrior ! *tis not gone fo far: 
Theſe ſtarcs are but the haſty Harbingers 
To the ſlow Murder that comes dragging; on : 
The Miſchiet*s yet but young, an Infant Fury - 
"Tis the firſt brawl of new-horn Jealouſie : 
But I have Macbiavellian Magick here 
Shall nurſe this Brood of. Hell to ſuch perfeRian, 
As ſhall e're long become the DeviPs Manhogd : 
But hark! the Nowxeapproaches, and the Time 
Put's me in mind of Bellamira's Letters —— 


Exter Borgia, Bellamira,: Gandia. 


Borg. Furies and Hell: yet ere thou dy'ſt, proud Villain, 
Let me demand thee how thou-:da#'ſt abuſe - 
My Mercy thus? 
Gard. I givethee back the Title; 
And havea heart ſo well allar'd of Death, -. 
That I diſdain to anſwer. 
Borg, Dye then, Traytos.! © - : Fug 
Bella. Hold, Borgia,-hold ! Hear Bellamira ſpeak. 
Borg. Conbufion ! off: and play not thus with Thunder, 
Leſt it ſhould blaſt thee too; Hence, aff; 1 ſay : 
Tho thoudeſerv'ſt a Fate as ſharp and ſudden, -. 
Twill take leiſure in thy death.--- Be-gone. - 
Bella. Behold, I graſp-the Dagger, draw it through”: 
And gaſh my Veins, and tear my Arteries ; 
Pll fix my hand thus to.the wounding Blade-. 
While life will let me hold, *and'force thee hear me. 
Borg. Say'ſt; ha! wiltthou ? dar'ſt thou brave me thus ? 
Thus guilty too; once moxe:forego- my: Ponyard. = 
Bella. No: draw it, Cruel ; letthy Bloody Deeds 
Be ſwifter than thy Threats: I fear thee not.z 
But thus will wound my elf, or quite diſarm thee. --- 
Now you ſhall hear me. - 
Borg. Is this poſlible ? * | 
Ha !. Borgia! where! where is thy Fury pow 7 * 
Where thy Revenge? ' O Womanin perfection ! * 
Thou dazling Mixture of ten thaufand Giroe's - 


— 


£E xit. 


Exit. 
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In one bright heapcaſt by fom® oo ; God, 
Hoy dar*ſt taon venture thus ? ow Jeſt thou do this ? 
Yet heave thy Breaſts, pant, breathe, and think on metcy ? 
Bella. My Afts have ſhown the'care indeed I take ” 
To fave my life : No, Prince, not for my own - 
I woul1be heard, but for your innocent Brothers, 
Palante. 
Borg. Ha! Palante! Yes, I know thee, 
There hangs thy Joy, thy Pulſe, thy Breath and Motion, 
Blood, life and Sonl, thy Darling:Bleſling's here, 
And more than all the joyes of Heaven hereafter. 
O World of Horrour ! O Contagion, on 
The Day when firſt I ſaw thee: £ 
Bella. Would you but hear 
Borg. Come, oft, I ſay ! tear ok ſcarf 'd Wound, tnar% up, 
With theſe diſtilling gdrops; come glut thy Eyes, 
Glut ?em with Blood; for Borgia's Blood's thy Joy ; 
For ſay When attheg Altar I ſtood bleeding, . 
Speak, Tygreſs, barbarous 'Wretch, thou ſhe Palante, 
Did'ſt thou once ask the occaſion of my Wound ? 
No——]1 remember thy unecaſte Carriage, 
How often thou look*lt back with longing Eyes! 
How oft in ſecret thou didſt curſe the-Prieſt, 
The tedious length of whoſe flow : 'Cerettionies 
kept thee from flying to Palante's Arms. 
Gand. Farewel,: my Lord ; think Bellamira guilleſs, 
And you ſhall never ſee Palante more. | 
Borg. Stay, Sir 3 come back, Tknow your Wounds a trouble . 
But the reward I mean 1s worth your walting. P0275 90 
| Here, take him, Bellamira-, claſp AM; ii via uy 
n I give him thee, as our Phyſi ORBEDT: | +5219 44 5: | 
0 -- Preſcribe laſt Remedies, toſavethy life ?: 
'£ I give him thee to ſave thy gaſping Soul, 
W hich would be damn'd without him; yet obſerve 
There is a Deed that muſt, that ſhall-bedone. 
Before you langh and kiſs. See here, : my Boſom, 
Strike, andſtrikedeep, deepas Palate burns thee ; 
For 1n thy Heart, hot in thydnmoſt :Veins, 
I know the curs*d, the too loy'd Traytor lies.. 
Gand. 1 do renounce the tiame, andto the Giver 
Retort it with an equal Indignation / 
Borg. Retort it ! what ? 
Ga:id- The name of Traytot.' 
Borg. Ha! F< | 
Proyoke me not, leſt as I am; unarm id, 


craſh thee with my Hands, and daſh thee Dead. 


Bella. Hold off, and hear-me ; noble Borgia, hear me! 
Hear me, my Lord, my Husbarid, hear me kneeling ; 
Thou, whom the Heavens have deſtin'd to my Arms, 


The conſtant Partner of - my niceſt thoughts, 
Doom'd to my Bed, whom I muſt learn to love, 
And will, unleſs you turn my Heart to Stone. 

Borg, Ha' "yy | 
O! ſuchſweet words ne're fell from that fair Mouth 
Before, nor can 1truſt **m now ! 

Bella. If you call back 41 
The Vengeance which your impious Vows let ſlip, 
I ſwear, thus ſinking on your Feet, I ſwear 
Never from this ſad hour, never to ſee, | 
Nor ſpeak, no, nor (if poſlibk) to-think 
Of poor Palante more. þ 


Borg. Goon; go on; I ſwear the Winid is turn'd, 


And all thoſe furious and outragious paſſions 
Now bend another way. 
Bella. 1 will hereafter, 
With {tricteſt duty, ſerve you as my Lord, 
And give you ſigns of. ſuch moſt faithful love, 
That it ſhall ſeem as if we languiſhd long, 
As if we had been us'd to mingle ſighs, 
And from our Cradles interchang®d our Souls 
As if no breach had ever been betwixt us z 
As if no cruel Father forc*d the Marriage ; 
I ſo reſigning as if always yours, 
And you ſo mild as if no othey proof 
Burt my diſhonour e*re could make you angry. 
Borg. O my heart's joy ! Riſe, Bellamira, riſe ! 


* There's nothing lefr, nothing of rage to fright thee;. 


Thou haſt new tun*d-me, and the trembling ſtrings 
Of my touch'd heart dance to. the Inſpiration, 
As if no harſhneſs, nor no jars had been:: 
Had theſe ſweet ſounds but met my entrance here, 
My ghaſtly fears and cloven jealouſies, 
With all the Monſttrs that made ſick my Brain, 
Had fled (fo ſoft and artful are thy ſtrains,) 
Like ſullen Fiends before the Prophets Charms. 
Bella. I came, tis true, my Lord, to ſee Palante;, 
But thought him on his Death-bed. 
Borg. O, no more / 
Ido intreat thee mention that no more z 
AlPs well; and we have mutually forgiven. !. 
I love thee, Belamira; therefore pals. 


CAESAR BORGTA 


This 
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This Errour by; yes, forthy ſelf 1 lovethee! a1 
To glut my fancy with thy endleſs Charms, 

And ſnatch the pleaſures of all Woman-kind:: 

Thy fair Repentance, and thy graveful Vows, 

' Haveturn'd the eagerneſs of fwern revenge 

To furious Wiſhes for the promis'd Joy. 


Enter Orſino. 


Gard. O blaſting ſight! O death to all my hopes ! 
Life, thou art vile, and I will wait no longer. 

Orſm. Ha ! Traytot Prince |why, 8orgia, does he live, 
;Who has himſelf broke all the tyesof blood ? 4 
Where is the leud Adult*reſs too, my Daughter 2? 

' For I will ſtab 'em in each others Arms. 
Borg. Hold! hold Orſino: for revenge is now 
No more; Thy Daughter is molt innocent, 
And melts into my Arms. O happy Night ! 
Not to the weary Pilgrim half ſo welcome, 
-When after many a weary bleeding ſtep 
With joyful looks he ſpics his long?d-for Home. 
- See, ſee, my Lord, the effects of our Vexation 7 
Thus comes to the deſpairing Wretch, the glad 
_Reprieve : *Tis Mercy, Mercy. at the Block : - 
Thus the tols'd Seaman, after boiſterous Storms, 
Lands on his Country's Breaſt; thus ſtands, and gazes, 
And runs it o're with many a greedy look ; | 
Then ſhouts for joy, as I ſhould do, and makes 
The Ecchoing Hills and all the Shoars reſound. 


Orſm. Now Bleſſings on thy Heatt ; more Bleſſings on thee, 


Than, on thy Diſobedience, Curſ&s. Take him, Girl, 
And lay him to thy heart ; the warmeſt Gitt 
That Nature, or thy Father, Can beſtow ! 
Gand. Farewell, thrice happy Lover ! never ſhall 
This Wretchagain diſturb you. Bellamira, 
O- Bellamira — — 
Bella, Ofarewell, forever! 
® Borg. Why doſt thou weep?- and pour into my Wounds 
New Oyl to nike ?em blaze ? 
Bella. Pvedone, my Lord | 
Let me but dry my Eyes,and I will wait you, 
To Death or toyour Bed ; 
Borg. O1ll compar'd ! 
Be conſtant Bellamirato thy Vows, 
»So ſhall we ſhire, asin the in-moſt Heav'ng 


CASARBORGEA. 
"The fixt and brighteſt Stars with ſilent glory, 
Where never Storm, nor Lightnings flaſh, nor ſtroak 
Of Thunder comes : but if thou fail in ought, 
Then ſhall we faltike the caſt Angels down, 
Never toriſe again: Therefore I wara thee——- 
Bell. Fear not; my Lord. | 

\ Borg. O! 1 muſt fear my temper 
But I will purge it off with reſolution, 
And with a confidence thou wilt be mine : 
' For ſhouldſt thou not : Hence Gorgon Jealouſie / 
Canv'ſt thou nncall'd to ſet me on the Rack ? 
Be gone, I ſay, ſhe's chaſte, and I defie thee. 
O plague me, Heaven ! plague me with all the woes 
That man can ſuffer : rootup my poſlcſlions, ' 
Shipwrack my far-ſought Ballaſt in the Haven , 
Fire all my Cities, burn my Dukedoms down, 
Let midnight Wolves howl in my Deſart Chambers : 
May the Earth yawn; ſhatter the frameof Nature ; 
Let the rack*d Orbs in Whirlwinds round me moye, 
But ſaye me from the rage of jealous Love. ©. 


Exenm. 


CAESAR BORGTA 


ACT IK SCENE Li. 


Soft Muſick. with an Epithalamium to Borgia aud Bellamira« \ 


I, 
. 


Luſh not redder than the Morning, 
Though the Virgins gave you warnny 3 
Sigh not at the chance befel ye, | | 
Though they ſmile, and dare wat tell. y- 


2. 


Maids, like Tustles, love the Caving, 

| Bill and murmur in their Woeing. 
Thus, like you, they ſtart and wemble,.. 
And their troubPd joys diſſemble. © 


Zo 


Graſp the pleaſure while *tis coming, 
Thongh your Beauties now are blooming 7 
Time at laſt your joys will ſever, 

And they'l part, they'l part for ever- 


Enter Machiavel aud Adorna- 


Mach. - thou, ſo loving ? 

E Atorn. O ! he has got ground 
Beyond all expectation : Had you ſeen, 
His graceful manner, when the ſighing Bride 
Was laſt night by our Arms given to his Bed; 
When after ſhe was laid, !quite drown'd in tears, 
How, aw'd with trembling, he the. Curtains drew 
And kneeling by her Bed-ſide, took her fair hand, 
\Vith which ſhe ſtrove to hide her Bluſhes from him, 
And ſighing, ſwore upon't,— if ſo ſhe. pleas'd, 
If her cold heart refus'd him utterly, 
He would forgo his joys, though death enſy'd. 
You muſe, my Lord. © 


Mach. This day attend my Motion : 
SOON 


CASAR BORGIA. 
; Soon as my purpoſe hits, which you muſt watch, 
111 train the Bridegroom near Palantes Lodging ; 
Whence, as you were before by me inſtructed, 
You with this Letter (which fromall the Pacquets 
I choſe, and notably ſuits our defign) 
Shall iſſue forth, and aCt! as I inſpir'd— 

Adeorn. 1 fear this buſineſs, 
Leſt he ſhould kill me: in this height of fury, 
Murder his Brother, or his Innocext Lady. 

Adach: 1 tell thee, though a Whirlwind drove him on, 
Fl make him calm. The conſequence of this 
Is thine : He drives. Palante from the Palace, 
Who elſe may linger after Bellamira ; 
And then thou know'ſt—— 

 Adorn. 1 will about it ſtreight. 

If 1 get clearof this, uſe me no more, . 
For I have ſworn to ceaſe— | 

Mach. Prithee, be gone—— + Ex. Adorna: 
Uſe me no more : For ſhe has ſworn to ceaſe, pe | 
To dip her Lady-finger- in new miſchief : 
Yes—thou ſhalt ceaſe to live when have us'd thee, 
Poor uſeleſs thing.— But ſee the Bridegrooms here. 


Emer Borgia: , 


My Lord, I give you joy: your motion gives it 
Your wondrous gallantry, and ſprightly ation. 
But has ſhe wholly yielded ta your wiſhes, , 
Without the leaſt reſerve? 

Borg. Oh! | 
1 cannot tell thee ought but this, I am happy 
Above expreſſion, bleſt beyoad all hope z 
And ſure ſuch perfe£t joy cannot laſt long, 


4 Leſt we be Gods. O thou great Chymiſt, Nature, 


Who drawſt one ſpirit ſo ſublimely 
Thou mak'ſt a Dreg of all the World beſide. 
Mach. Why, this at firſt I told you, but you fear'd, 

And puſh'd the bleſſing from you with both hands. 

I grant you that ſhe loy'd your Brother firſt ; 

I know he's young, and handſom, has a Wit 

Moſt ſuitable to Womans inclination, 

A ſubtle Genius, ſoft and voluble, ; 

That winds with their diſcourſe, and hits the Ver? - 

'Tis true, you are not of this fubtle Mould ; 

But-if you haye enjoy*'d her, *tis all one, ; | 
4 G 2 | My 
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My life ſhe loves you :fo the ACP refolv'd, . 
Leave them to manage. O ye know *em not : 
Thoſe ſubtle Creatures, when neceſlity 
Forces compliance, in a caſe like. yours,; 
Will make the beſt ont. | 
Borg. How Machiavel, the belt on't. Ha! how: mean'ſt thou 2-1 
Mach. Why thus; ſhe may ,. ev.n Bellamra may, 
Spite of her Fathers will, her Vows in Marriage, 
And all her afrer-Oaths, even in'your Arms 
Beſtow her {lf upon, the. Duke of Gandia, 
Borg. Ha! 
Mach. 1 ſay not ( pardon me-!Y ſhe does, or will; 
Bot to- make good my former argument, 
Affirm- they may, they can, they will do thus. 
As-for example : though your Bellamira, 
Compell'd as all Rome knows to this late Marriage, 
Admits you to her Bed; you cannot think,  ' F 
But aer. Palavte. had been much more welcom.” 
Borg. Heay'n ' 
Mach. *Tis likely too her Fancy workt: that way 
I prg?d. before, ſhe-took you for. Palantes: i i 
'Tis "dark, ſhe ſces-you not z-- you are. his Brother, 
Farme'd in one Womb, of the ſame fleſh and blood 
Therefore ſhe yields as to foreknown Embraces : 
And as you gently draw witn trembling arms 
Her nicer Beauties to your tieaving Breaſts; 
She ſhuts her eyes, with languiſhing delight; Fd. 
And whiſpers to her heart; it is Palante. |. 
Borg. Ceaſe, Machiavd hold, as thou loy'ſt my life, - 
| charge thee-hold : O, *tis moſt true 1 ſwear ! 
Thou know'it the very depth of When Kind : 
They are what thy Imagination, paints em, 
Charmers and Sorccreites.: Q+ Fl rell thee, . 
my I the chaitelt, as I thought her then, 
I am ſure the ſweeteſt of the Earth, imbrac'dd —— 
'Twas with complainings, Machiavel, ſach tremblings, 
1 could have ſworn her cold as- Winter ſcreams, 
But oh the horrours thou haſt conjurd up! 
Soon as {oft ſep had ſeal'd her -melting eyes, 
1 beard her ſigh; for till the morn I wak?d," 
Palante. Oh — what have we done, Palante ? 
1ich. By Heav?n; that was too much. 
Borg. O much, —-much more. 
For kealing nearer. me ; her glowing arm, 
Caſt o*;e my Cheek, thrice preſt me to her. Breaſt - 


1 


- wap 


Ev*n that coy arm, ſo nicely ſtrange before, 
Familiar grew, and circled in my Neck, 
With all the freedom of acquainted Love : 
And I too piti?d her, and thought that Nature 
Work'd her imperfectly ; but now 1 know, 

I find, I ſee, it was her hearts deſign, 

The black contrivance of her blotted Fancy : 
Blood, Blood and Death; thus has ſhe ſer me down, 
* Through the whole courſe of her polluted nights, 
To be her Bawd, her moſt induſtrious Groom, 
The Drudge of her damn'd Luſt Palante's ſtale—— 
Mach. Are you incens'd indeed ? or do you,sSir, 
Put on this jealous Fit to make you ſport ? 
For if ſo ſmall a Spark thus makes you glow, 
A little morewill blow you into Flame :. 
Therefore be ſerious in your Anſwer. 
Borg. Hat! ' 
Thou know?ſt before my Ma rriage how-I fear'd, ' 
How when my Honourwas ingag d by Vows, : 
Like Flax my jealous tempep caughttheFlame, - 
And ſcarce could all her melting ſorrows quench me. 
Mach. 1do remember well. 

Borg. But now I have enjoy'd her ; mark me, Machiave!, 

If I wasFlax before, Iam Powder now, 

And will fly up in general Conflagration-: . 

For I would chuſe to ſcramble at a Door, 

Make my-loath'd Meals out of the common Basket, - 
With.Dungean Villains, wallow in the Stews, 

And get my Bread by poyſoning my firm Limbs, 
E*re paſs an hour with het I have Efpoug'd, - 

If-but in thought conſenting with another. . 

Mach. lam glad to find the Genius of your Climate 
Inflames yon thus ; 'my Lord, give me your Hand : 
Prepare your Soul, gather: your Nobler Spirits, 

And bid?em ſtandto Arms, like Towns beſieg?d, :. 
That muſt receive no Quarter.. . 

Borg. Let me g0.::.. 

Sodeep thou threaten?ſt; that Ffearev*n thee 3+ - 
And from thismoment; like the fearful Plant, 

Shrink Back my arms from every humane touch : 

But ſpeak, I charge thee, ſlip the ſtrugling Thunder, 
And foil my Soul. EM 

Mach. This Morning, juſt before you entzr*d her, 

I Gwin haſte Adorna croſs the Garden, +. 
And as ſhe ran, 2 Notedropt from her Bolcm, -.: 


| CESAR BORGTH. | 
Which I took up, and in it read theſe words ; 
Monurnnot,, my dear Palante, for the time 
Draws on, when ſpite of this inhumane Borgia * + 
We will be bappy- 5 3.45 
Borg. Yes, ihe ſhall, ſhe ſhall; 
Pl! joyn %em Breaſt to Boſom, ſtab ?em through, 
And clinch my Dagger on the other ſide. 
Mach. This, as I oft perus'd in great amazement, 
I ſaw her who had miſs?d the Note come back, 
And briefly let her know that I had read it; 
With Menaces, unleſs ſhe told ine all, 
Immediately to carry you the Letter. - 
Why ſhould I rack you longer? your Chaſte Wife 
Has with the help of this her Kinſwoman 
Concluded, on the date of your firſt abſence, . 
To admit your Brother. | 
Borg. *Tis impoſlible! | 
*Tis mountainous to Faith ; Ill not believe it: 
For Hell it ſelf ne're teem'd with ſucha falſhood. 


Enter» Adorna, 


Mach. Ha--——as I lives juſt from Palante now, 
The private way from his Apartment, ſee 
[Their Emiſlary comes. 
Borg. O thou vile Bawd'/ | 
Thou Midnight Hag ; thou maſt Coagiove Bla, 
Which Bellamira with a Strumpets brea 
Blows to Palante, and heback toher: . 
Whence com'ſt thou ? ſpeak! what bear*lt thou ? Ha, produce it, 
. Or I will tear thee Limb from Limb. + 
Aadorn. O Heay'ns! . | % 
I am betray*d, undone, for ever-ruin'd; and Iſball loſe my life. - 
Borg.Thou ſhalt be ſafe;t ſwear thou ſhalt,if than contels the truth: 
But if thou hide ought from me, I will rack thee, 
Till with thy horrid Groans thou wake the Dead: 
Adorn. O, my Lord ! 
I do confeſs that Bel/amira ſent me; 
But ſure no harm was in the Letter. 
Borg. None, | | 
Noneat all ; Hell kgows.her-Ionocence: . 
, But ſpeak G0 21 
Aadorn. I have, my Lord, confeſs'd already pes 
All that I know,to my Lord Machzavel. | 
 Borg.Thou ly*{t, damn'd Wretch! look here,and dare not Urge me ! 


Show me the Anſwer to the Morning 
Or I will cut thee to Anatomy, ry | 
__ omg by _ To. to find it ont. 
orn, O, 1aVe My ute-! old. m 
, What it contains, I know not. ” RT, 0: 
Borg. *Tis his hand. | | 
Mach. Be gone; and on thy lifeno talk of this—— Ex. Adorna. 
| Borg. reads. Palante waits apos your motion. Death and Devils! 
And when yous call, he comes ;, oy the long ſleep . - ow 
Shall huſh þim - 8 | | 
Daggers / Poyſon/ Fire. \.. 
Woe, and ten thouſand horrours on their Souls. ane. 
Mach. What now, my Lord ? 
Borg. Off——or Ill ſtab thee through ! 
Stab— I could mangle, tear up my own Breaſt, 
Drag forth my heart that holds her bleeding Image, 
And daſhit in her face. F 
Mach. Talk no more ont; but do, Sir, do. 
Borg. Yes, Machiavel,] will-——1 will do deeds 
Grain'd as my wrongs: I will, I will be bloody. 
As Pyrrbas, daub'd in Murder at the Altar : 
As Twll;a, driving through her Fathers Bowels ;- 
As Ceſars Butchers in the Capital ; 
As Nero bathing in his Mothers Womb; 
With all ſucceeding Tyrants down to ours. 
Lords of the Inquiſition, black Contrivers 
Of Princes Deaths, and Heads of Maſlacres; 
Orſino, Vitelloz20, Duke Gravina, 
Oliverotto too; all, all at once, 
Eyen the whole Race, a Hecatomb to Vengeance. 
Mach. Hear me one word. 
Borg. Bid the Sea liſten, when the weeping Merchand, 
To gorge its ravenous Jaws, hurls all his Wealth, 
And-ftands himſelf upon the ſplitting Deck, 
For the laſt plunge. No more! let's ruſh together ; 
For Death rides Poſt. 
Mach. Though Death ſhould meet me, 
More horrid than you Name, I'd crolſs this fury, 


| ' This blind, ungovern'd rage: Sit, you ſhall hear me. - 


Borg. Barr*lt thou my Vengeance ?- 
Mach. No——V II further it : 
You ſhall have proof fo plain, the World ſhall ſay, 
The Pope himſelf, dear as he loves your Brother, 
Shall ſay the ſtroke was juſt. This Night I'll bring you 
Into her Chamber, if with ſome pretence 
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You ſeem t? abſent your ſelf : my Lord, Pll bring you 
With a falſe Key into the Bridal Lodging ; 
Where you ſhall ſee, even with thoſe eyes behold, 

And gaze upon their curit inceſtuons Loves. 
Borg. Juſt reeking from my arms! O thou Adult'reſs / 
Whole Name to mention, ſure would rot my Lungs, 
. Andbliſter vp my Tongue; Inſatiate Scyl{a / 
Barkſt thou for more ? . then let the Furies ſeize thee, . 
' Whoſe burning Luſt damnis:to the loweſt Hell, 
Smoaks to the Heay®ns, and ſullies all the Stars. 


Mach. Compoſe yourlooks, : ſinooth down that ſtarting hair, 


And dry your eyes, which ſpite of this diftraCtion, 
I ſee are full, brim-full of guſhing tears. 
Borg. Had ſhe not falPn thus, O ten thouſand Worlds 
Could not have balanc'd ker, for Heay?*n is in her, 
And joys which I muſt neverdream of more 
. I weep, *tis;true : But, Machiavel, I \wear, - 
They?re. Tears of Vengeance, drops of liquid fire : 
So Marble weeps when Flames ſurround the Quarry, + - 
And the pid Oaks ſpout forth ſuch ſcalding Bubbles - 
. Before the general blaze 3 for that ſhe dies, 
Thoughclinging to the Altar ; Guardian Gods, 
_ Thovgh ſtarting from their Shrines, ſhallnot redeem her. 
Mach.. Pretend to night, nor is it bare pretence 3 
For, as I-hear, the Simigallien Victors 
Come on to:wait you here : Pretend to her, 
To Bellamira, you can ſcarce return 
. In forty hours. 
. Borg. I will do what I may- 
. Mach. "Away then. 


AD. 


'Borg. Ha ! methinks thou doſt not ſhare On 


: In my reſentment, Machiavel, as thou ovght'ſ : 

If thou art my Friend, and art indeed concern'd, 

Relieve my wear1i'd fury, bate my Vengeance, 

Call up a friendly rage, and curſe 'em, Machiavel, 

Curſe theſe Triumphers o're thy Borgia's ruine. 

Mach. Diſeaſes wait *em : Wherefore ſhould I curſe *tm? 

Tf thatmy Breath were ſulph*rous as the Lightning 
That murders with a blaſt; -orlike the Vapours, 
The choaking ſtench, which thoſe that die of Plagues 
Send with their parting groans, then I would curſe 'em 
With Accents that ſhould poy{onfram my Tongue, 
-D:liver'd ſtrongly through my gnaſhing Teeth ; 
More harſh, more horrible, and more outragious, 
Than Envy in her Cave, or Mad-men in their Dens. 


Bore, 


_CASAR BURGTA. 
B org. Excellent, Machiauvel\ mor K more, to lull me. | 
Mach. My Tongue ſhould ſtammer.in my. earneſt words, 
My eyes ſhould ſparkle like the'beaten Flint. }.- 

Borg. This hoary Hair'ſhould ſtart, and ſtand an end, 
And all thy ſhaking joynts ſhould ſeem to curſe %etm. . 

Mach. Nay, ſince you urge me, Sir, my heart will break, 
Unleſs I curſe'em ! Poyſon be their drink. -- 

Borg. Gall,Gall and Wormwood! Hemlock ! Hemlock! quench %ent. 

Mach. Their ſweeteſt Shade, a Dell of duskiſh Adders. 

Borg. Their faireſt Proſpect, Fields of Bafilicks ; 

Their ſofteſt touch, as ſmart as Vipers Teeth. 
Mach. Their Muſick horrid as the hiſs of Dragons , 
All the foul terrours of .dark-ſeated Hell. | 
Borg. No more; thou art one piece with me my ſelf - 
And now I take a pride in my revenge. | 
Mach. You bid me ban, and will you bid me ceaſe? 
Now, by your wrongs that turn my heart'to ſteel, 
Well could I curſe away a Winters night, 
Though ſtanding naked on a Mountains top, 
And think 1t but a minute ſpehit inſport. 3'th 75 
Borg. Thou beſt of Frietids!+cometomy Arms, my Brother: 
But the time calls, and Vengeance 'bids us part ; | 
Henceforth, be thou the Miſtreſs of my Heart. Ex. 
Mach. Now it grows ripe ; the Orſims, and Vitells, 
Are buri*d by my Wit withouta noiſe. 
O! 2tis the ſafer courſe, for threats are dang'rons, 
But there's no danger 'in'the Execution; 
For he that's dead, ne're thinks'upon revenge. 
Whta, hoa — Alonzo !— 


Zntey' Alonzo. 


Alonz.. Here, my Lord. + | 
Mach. Are the Gloves brought I ſentto the Perfumers ? 
Alonz. They are. 
Mach. Where is Adorna ? 
Alon. She waits without. 
Mach, As you ſee her enter; -- 
Bring me the Gloves : *Twere eaſte ſtrangling her, 
But this isquainter.—O my bright Adorna * 


Enter Adorna-. 


With confidence I ſwear the Duke is thine. 
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Mach. Be judge, thy {elf, whether I have been idle! | 


Theſe were a Preſent from the King of Spuir, 
Tothe Popes Niece; of whom the young Duke. 
Begg'd 'em for thee. . 
Adorn. Is't poſlible.?. 
Mach. Stay Madam—we muſt change 
One Preſent for another. Lend me the Key. 
To Bellamira's Chamber. 
Adorn. For what ?- 
Mach. Nay, if we barter -words.: 
Adorn. Here, here, my Lord. 
Now give me the dear Preſent. | 
See, ſee, my Lord, they areemboſs'd with Jewels, . 
And cait-ſo rich an odour, they o'recome me. — 
Help me—myLord—O help me—lend your Arm— 
The Earth turnsround with me ! .O mercy, Heaven — 
Mach. Remove the Body — | ; 
Then haſte, and find the Duke of Gandzs ont, 
E're hg removes, as he intendsto night; 
Having Commiſſion from the Pope to dead | 
Th' Italia Ares : carneſtly catreat;/hm;.. 
To honour me by. making one laſt Viſit, 
Which equally imports him-as bis life. 


Enter Borgia aud Bellamira. 


Barg. Upon the inſtant, Faireſt, I muſt leave you; - 
The Lordof F:irmo, with the Duke your Uncle, 
Have taken S:nigallia by ſurprize: 

What elſe, but meeting thy Victorious Kinſmen, 
Should draw me from thy Arms #: yetthusdivided 
But for a day.or two;, methinks I part, 

As Souls areſeyer'd from their warmer Manſiggs,. 
To wander m-:the bleak and defart Air... 

O. Bellamira | 

Bet.-Why do you-ſigh; my Lord ? - 

If *tis your pleaſure, let *em wait you here ;. 
Or-if my Preſence can diſpel theſe Clouds 
That. make.you ſad, I willattend-you thither, - 
For while life laſts I will be allobedience. 


»% 
4 . 
_ 


Borg. Could'ſt thou hold there, how might we laugh at Fate ! * 


So kindled both by Love, and by Ambition, 
How would | fweep, like Tempeſts, with a waſte 
Over all 7raly, and Crown thee Emprets” 
Hexe inthe Heart of Rome——my bright yg uftas. . 


- 


But-. 


"But *cis impoſlible. FS 
Belt. Then you canclude, my Lord, Iam nat true. 
Borg. Why, art thou ? Is there ſuch a thing ig Nature 
As a true Wife ? No, Bellanire, no— — 
Thou would'ſt be monſtrous then, ev'n to derifion : 


For the whole Flock of common Wives would whoot thee, 


And drive thee, likea Bird, without one Feather 
Of thy own kind. 
Fell. Once more upon my knees, 
In view of all the Hierarchy of Heay?n, 
I here attelt my ſpotleſs Innecence. 
Borg. Still Machiavel, ſtilltet us keepto death 
Our Principle, that we are duſt when dead ; 
For, were there any Hell, or any Devil 
But hot enough to make an Exhalation, 
Would he not fetch her now ? would he not dam her ? 
I do believe thee guiltleſs: Therefore riſe; 
But ſince thou art fo confidently clear, 
Swear Bellamira, if Iprove thee falſe, 
What e're [| threat, nay, though I put in act 
' Thoſe Menaces, thou wilt not call me Tyrant. 
Bell. I ſwear by Heay*nlI will ſubmit my lite 
To the ſevereft ſtroke of your revenge. 
Borg. If then 1 prove thee falfe, O Bellamira ! 
Not that Celeſtial Copy, ev'a thy Face, 
Shall ſcape ; but 1 will.race the Draught, as if 
It ne*re had been the pattern of the Gods. 
'. Zell. A&twhatyou pleaſe ; but ſpeak no more,my Lord, 
For every word's a bolt, and ſtrikes me dead. 
Borg. If thou art falſe, and if 1 prove thee ſo, 
That skin of thine, that matchleſs Weft of Heav'n, 
Which ſome more curious Angel caſt abont thee, 
WillT tear off, though cleaving to the Shrine. 
Bell. Speak to him, Macbiavel! O fatal Marriage! 
Borg. If thou doſt play me falſe, think not of mercy 3 
Thy Father ſhall be burnt before thy eyes. ; 
Bell. O horrid thought ! 
Borg. Thy Uncles, Brothers, Siſters, 
All that Have any reliſh of thy blood, | 
Ill rack to death, and throw their Limbs before tiee : 
Therefore look to't; beware, if thou art falſe, 
Pll-take thee unprepar'd, and ſink thy Soul : 
Therefore, | ſay again, beware ! I've warn'd thee; 
Body and Soul, ev 'n everlaſting rune; 
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For ſomay Heav'n have mercy upon mine _ | 
At my laſt gaſp, as Pll have none on thine.—— Exit. 
Bef. Otis too plain ! 1am loſt, undone forever. 
What, but one Night, ev'n the firft Nuptial-Night, 
So ſought, ſocourted, and ſo- hardly won ; 
And the next day, nay, the ſucceeding Morn: 
To be us'd thus ——Let me-go, let me go, 
For Vil proclaim him through the ſtreets of Rome 
The Traytor, Monſter O, I could ſhake the work! 
With thundring forth my wrongs; Hollow his name 
To the reſounding Hills ? Borgia ! Traytor Borgia ! 
Methinks that word, that ſpel}, that horrid ſound, 
That groan of Air ſhould cleave the neighbouring Rocks, 
And ſcare the babling Ecchoes from their Dens. 
Mach. Perhaps ſome bulie Slave has whiſper'd him: 
I know not what, that chafes his «melancholy 
Againſt your Honour. 
Bell. That's impoſlible! 
And I deni'd to admit him to my Bed, 
Some ſeeming cauſe, ſome reaſon for diſtraſt . 
Might then be given: but the bright Heay'ns. know: 
I had reſoly'd to take him for my Lord, | 
And love him too, or force my inclination, 
So ſubtly had he wrought by deepdiſſembling- 
Upon my plain and undiſcerning weakneſs : ' 
But now he's gorg'd, the Monſter ſhews himſelf,. 
_ Appearsall Beaſt, and I muſt die, 'hecries. 
Ah Cruelty ! and all my wretched Race:.. 
Mach. Madamzyou know how' near a Friendſhip grows: - 
Betwixt the Duke of Gandia, and-my ſelf: 51 
After this night yow'll never ſee him more: 
Yet, e're he goes, as he to night is order'd, | 
He will unfold, if you permit him leave, 
The only means to fave your Fathers life / 
Nay, and the lives of all your Family. 
Bell: O Machiavel! now, where is-thy advice? 
Had I not rea{on for my dreadful fears ? 
My Father dies; and by whoſe hand bat Borgia's ? 
What ſhall I do? where ſhall I go ? and whither ſhall. l run?” 
Ten thouſand horrours! O, inſtru me, Machiavel, 
For I grow deſperate 7 | ; 
Mach: Admit the Duke of Garda, 
This night, for one laſt conference : your Husband: ; 
Cannot return, unleſs he ride the Wind - 
In forty hours -— : 


Bell. 


- Bell. Here I am loſt again: | 
Should he return, and find Palarte with me, 
. - Whom I have ſworn never to ſee, diſcourſe, 
Never to hear of, ſcarce to think of more, . 
What Mountains then ſhould hide me from his fury ? 
Yet I ſee him not, my poor old Father, 
With all his Children, Brothers, and Relations, 
Top, Root and Branches, all muſt be cutdown  --.. 
Hear, Heav'n, hear ! I muſt kneel to thee for ſuccour ; 
O aid my Vertue, and ſupport my weakneſs : 
MecthinksI am inſpir'd ; ſome Guardian-Spirit 
Whiſpers me, ſave, O ſave thy Fathers life / 
Bring him then, Machiavel, bring.the Duke of Gandia: 
Yet ſtay / methinks I ſee the Tyrant there ! 
My bloody Husband, with his Ponyard drawn, 
Juſt at the Door : Stop, ſtop, the Duke of Gandia, 
He ſhall not come : Why, then thy Father dies 
© horrid ſtate ! weepeyes, and bleed, O heart ! 
Let Nature burſt with theſe unheard of ſuffcings ! 
Forbid him, Machiavel; or let him come, 
All have their Fate, and Fll expe&t my Doom. —— Ex. ſeverally: 


tt. —____nc_— 


ACT. V. :SCENEL 


Enter Machiavel,; and Alonzo. 


Alo'it. Y Lord, I have been diligent. | 
| Mach. And always wer't my ſubtle Emiſlary ;, 

My glance of Death, and Lanthorn to my miſchiefs, 

Alonz. 1 met the Duke of Gandia at the Head 
Of his new Forces, and acquainted him. 
As youdirefted; and he'll ſtreight attend.you : 
But as1 whiſper'd him, Duke Valentine 
With avaſt Train came up to take his leave, 
Being call'd'(as Fame reports)to Siniyallia: 
But had you ſeen the Embraces, heard the Vows 
Which Borgia ſwore ſhould be inviolable,. 
And ratifi*d 'em with a parting kiſs. ADE 

Mach. 'Tis my own Borgia; a very Limb of me; 
And when he dies, thou'lt ſee me halt, Alonzo. 


f 
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Enter Gandia. 


My Lord, moſt welcom! Alonza—hence—O Prince ! — . Ex. Alonr. 
Wasever Slave ſo careful for his Lord, 
That watch'd his Nod, as 1 have been for you ? 
Gard. I muſt with ſhame to Death acknowledge it. 
' But did'ſt thou know, or could'ſt thou gueſs, how near 
The loſs of. Bellamira touches me, 
Thou would'ſt forgive me. "8 
Mach. I have excus'd you, Sir : 
And for a Witneſs of my faſter Friendſhip, 
This night have ſent the Duke to Sinigallia, 
That you might take your laſt farewel of Love, 
And Bellamira. 
. Gand. And has the Cruel Fair conſented to it ? 
Mach. She has conſented, rather by conſtraint, 
Than her own will: I was forc'd to tell her, 
'How you had ſignifi'd to me, her Father 


Was in great hazard : but if ſhe vouchſaf'd 4 
-A. Viſit, you would fatisfic her better. | 
"Enter Alonzo. 


- Gand. Ha} what's this? a ſudden fall of Spirits—— 
 Aloxz.. MyLord, he's in's Litter muffied up, 
In adark Avenue behind the Palace 
And bid me fly to tell you, T arquins Poppies 
Are bound up all together in one Sheaf. 
Mach.Haſte thee, and make my anſwer thus— The Time 
- Calls for their Heads. This Key, my Lord, admits you— 
Gand. 'Tis now no time for thanks z but if I livve——— Exu. 
Mich. Why, this is true 7talian | turning thus 
A Key with Machiavellian flight of hand, 
'TwoFamilies of rhe beſt Southern Blood, 
With the firſt Prince inRome, arequite extindt : 
"What foggy. Northern Brain would dream of this ? 


Borgia witffled in a Cloak, 


Borg. My Machiavel: 

Mach. My Prince, my God-like Borgis ! 

wa, Tell me my Boſom-ſin am 1 awake? 
Alive ? and may Icredit this thy Summons ? 


ach. No {ooner were you gone, but your Chaſt WS - - 
: Whom 


 CASAR BORGI A. 
Whom I imagin'd dead with what you utter'd : 

I ſay, this Wife, . this heavenly Wife of yours, 
Rearing her Head, and wiping her dry Eyes, 
Dropping her Chin to make her ſmile more ſcornful, 
Cry'd out, Lord Machiavel, you ſee, you ſee, 

What Things theſe Husbands are, and left the Room. 


Borg. Racks, racks, and fire; Caldrons of molten Lead, 


How ſhallI torture her ? | 

Mach. Streight, by her walking Pacquet, 
She ſignif?d her pleaſure to the Duke, | 
Who ſoon approach'd, and with a matchleſs boldneſs 
Deſir'd my friendſhip in this private buſineſs : 
I ſmil'ad, and promis'd that I would not ſee, 
Though I beheld Adornalethimin 
Whom ſince I poyſon'd, leſt ſhe ſhould betray. 
The ſecret of your coming. 

Borg. By Death and Vengeance 
I could turn Carmbal, and with my teeth : 
Tear her alive.. But let ustalk no more. - 


Enter D. Michael. - 


What Hoa, Don Xfchael! when ſtamp my foot 
Axgainſt the ground, bring forth the Priſoners, . 


And execute as I ſhall order. Ex. Michael. 
Mach. Paſs the-back way, my Lord ; this Door islock'd, 


If. that be ſhut too, force it open, while 
Iſeta Guard onthis : Millions to one, 
' But when ſhe hears your voice, ſhe*ll kide the Duke, . 
And then deny him boldly to your face. - 
"Tis like thoſeſubtle Creatures. . 
Borg. Dam?em, Serpents! 


What needs this aggravation ? Revenge / away— -Ex#-. - 


Mach. Now like a yes rpm barking in the ſlips, 
Death ſtruggles for a looſe; I muſt be- gone, 

And lurk in Shadows till the Murder's done. 

Hark, *tis doing, the Doors are thunder'd down ! - 

O'! for an Earth-quake now to ſwallow all, 

All that oppoſe my Tyrant, to the Center.—— Exit. 


Scene draws: Borgia, Bellamira, Dake. of Gandia dsſarm'd & 


D. Michael, &s- 


Borg. Slave, run you down, and bar the Palace Gates; . 


. Let not a Souldier ſtir on pain of death, 


$5” 
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TillI appoint. What's he you havediſarm'd ? ated Lin 
Halte, drag him forth, and put the Tapers near him : 
Lightning and Thunder ! Ha! the Duke of Gandia'! 
Rage burn me up, it is not poſllible: - | 
Woman, O Woman: _. | 
. Bclla. O Heay'ns! O all ye Powers / 

Is there not one, one Door for Mercy left ? 

Bore. Pull off his Robes, and bind him to a Chair ; 
Ply him with Fire and Wounds—— Yes, Bellamira, 
There is a Flood-gate—— but it is of Blood ; 

A Gate for Mercy wide, as thou baſt ſhown 
For Honour, Chaſtity, and Bridal Vertue. . 
See here the Sluce I draw, through doors of wounds ; 
Thy Vows; this ſulphurous ſtench thy Kifles. 
Bella. Hold, hold, Tormentors ! 
Borg. Seize the Furies Arms, 
And execute my Orders. 

Gand. O unmerciful ! | 
O Borgia : when, when ſhall my Tormentsend ? 

Bella. Ha! isit doing * Wretches, Villains, Dogs, 
Miſcreants, Sons of Hell, and Broods of Darkneſs / 

Gand. Humanity can bear no more. My heart, ſtrike there. 

Bella. *Tis done; © the dark deed is done! 

O let me gather all the rage of Woman, 

And tell this Tyrant to his Teeth, he is a Villain. 
Gand. Mercy, gentle Borgia, mercy ! | 
Bella. He gentle; then the Devils themſelves have mercy, 

O Monſter, rocky Villain, Tyger, Hel-hound, 

Seize him you Fiends, and Furies dam him, dam him, 

May Hell have infinite ſtories, and this Devil 

Be damn'd beneath the bottomleſs Foundation. | 

Borg. By Heav'n ſhe weeps: here, dip her Handkerchief, 
Dip*t in his blood, and bid her dry her eyes. 

Bella. O thou Eternal Mover of the Heay?ns, 
Where are thy Bolts? -. | 

Gand. 1 go, O Bellamira!. | 

Think'ſt thou, alas, that we ſhall know each other 
In the bright World; I fear we ſhall not-— Oh! 
Borgia farewel : Thy Bride is Innocent; 

Let Bellamira live, and I forgive thee. 
* *Bella. He's gone; to Heav'n he*s gone, as ſure asthou + 
Shalt ſink to Hell, thou Tyrant, double damn'd: 

Nay, thou would"ſt have me rage, and 1 will rage, 

And weep, and rage, and ſhow thee tothe World, 

Thou Prieſt, Archbiſhop, Cardinal, and Duke, 


Dies. 


- 


Thoy 
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"Thou that haſt run throughralfRebglous Orders; <1 + 1 n0 991: 7 
- Andwith a form of Vestue > pe horrors: WH 11H 2 
Thou proper Son of that 'old/carfed Serpent, 

Who daubs the holy Chair with. blood and Murders: a5 ii 
But ſure the Everlaſting has 'a: Chain Bf t nf] 
To bind your Charms, and link you: beth together; YE 1 
Hells vVias. and his firft begotten'DDeyil,- ey il93 &:q 
Hotter than Lucifer in all his Flames. | 


''' Enter Alon7o. 


Borg. What, hoa, Alozizo! ſtrangle the priſoners, 
Orſino | Vitellozzoi vhaſte;'l fays- 
Without reply. —a 7 
Bella. O ſpare him! ſpare nipEather ! ? 
And I'll unfay, forſwear all thatT have faid : 
O, LIhave play'd the Woman now indeed, 
Alying, fooliſh, vext, outragians Woman! 
To ſet your Wrath againſt the Innocent ; 
There was a ſeeming cauſe forthe Dukes Death 
And mine; But, Oh! what has @yſmo done ? 
Orſma koves you : Oh;'that good old man ! 
Your Father ——Forſo a. thouſand- times. 
Pye heard you call him, feen+you kifs, embracohim! 
Therefore he muſt not,” rac Log 


Borg. Alonzs ' | 
Alonz. My Lord! Y:19D. 307 | | 7 
Borg. Slave, Pl ſtrangle'thve. : j. [Strakes him. 


With my own hands! if 'thow delay my Vengeance: 
Say, Villain, what, not dead ® - -- 
Alonz, My Lord, they atez. 
_ if I live, you ſhall repent this blow—— \F Ape: 
Go, draw the Curtain ; glut'her- eyes with Death,: 
And 4 Foote 'her'! my Veins'are all on: Fire, 
And I could wade up to: the (we blood. 
Draw, draw the Curtain. -:: 
[Orſin. Vitello. DiGrividna, Oliverotto, appear diſpuifed. 
Bella. Gorgon, Meduſa, Horror 
Yet I will ſhoot through Daggens,:cuſl through flames 
LL claſp him_in my armes, O wretched Paul, 
O noble G46) wal what quitewold ?" pale,;dea@?. 
And you, dear web will you not-give | 
One gaſp of breath, one groan, one laſt farewell ? 
Horror! Confuſion ! and eternal ſhante /! 
LiFhs on thee for this deed : I tell thee, Borgia, 
I 


[ ſee 


I ſee thee on thy Death-bed, all on' Fire, 4 1.14 Ao 
As if ſome Helliſh- poiſon had inflam'd thee ; 

I ſee thee thrown ten Fathom in a Well, 

Yet ſtill come up, like ern belching Flames. 

Borg. 1 hope thou wilt go mad, and propheſie / | 
B:lls. Yes, Tyrant, thus, thus to thy face Lbrave thee, 
And tell thee in deſpite of Threats, e*re long "I 
Thou and thy holy Father ſhall be ſeiz'd, "= 

And carry'd to the Everlaſting Goal; 
From whence not all your Spaniſh Cardinals, 
Your Bayliffs in red Liveries, ſhall redeem you 
Borg. Dy in thy propheſie > Alonzo end her 
Bella Thus, on my knees then-——And for terror to thee; 
Hear my laſt prayer, and mark my dying words. 
If I in thought, in word, in private a&t 4 Prevge? 
ave yielded up this Body to the Armes. 
f ought that's Mortal, but inhumane Bozgia! 
Oh thou impartial and moſt awful Judge ? 
Shnt, ſhut thy gates of bliſs againſt 'my Soul; 
But if my tortur*d vertue merits. glory,: re 
Pardon my frailties, ſee with what joy-:... : * 
L leave this life, and bring me to perfettion.' | : [She is ftrangled- 
Borg. What, ather Death.! ſhe that believ'd aHeay?n, 
And fear*d a- Hell, yet to depart a Lyar - 
But how know I that ſhe believ'd: a Heavn ? 
Or why with hopes that in the pangs of Death 
I would reprieve her, might ſhe not deny.” _ - 
Her Whoredom to the laſt ? But that's unnatural ? 
What wouldſt thou then? 1: willno more of this 3, 
It cloud; my brain : Hence, Alonzo, bear, 
Bear the Duke of Gandia's Body to the Triber 
In: ſome cloſe Chair, tye at his neck a Weight, 
And plunge him to'the Bottom. | 
Alonz. My Lord ?cis: done. Ex. Executioners with the Body: 
Borg. | ſwear I have beef cruel to my ſelf, 
For that I loy*d her, is as true , as ſhe a 
E palt the fenſe on't: ſhe is cold already—— 


5 
--' 


Enter Machiavel. 


Mach. Ha! this is ſtately Miſchief! what, my four Foes 
Of Florence? But they are dumb. Ha! gazing, there, - 
T like not that W105 | 
Borg. Her lips are loyely ſtill 


£ 
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The Buds, tho gather'd, keep their Damask Colour : + 4 1 O41 

Yes, and their odour too ! haſte, Machiavel, Y 

Ruſh to my aid: 1 grow in Love with'eath... - 

She ſhall not dye! Run Slaves ! fetch hither Spirits 

I will recover her again! . 
Mach. Again to plague ? (9 

" _ __ _—_ of Gandia? © | 

org. Death on that thought: no, let her 

The damn'd Adultreſs ! periſh the thou oy of _ T9) 

Ha, tell me, come: I will no more of her. 

How ſhall the bodies he diſpos'd ? I fent 

My Brother to the Tyber. 
Mach. That's a trouble, 

P11 find an eaſier way for theſe, and her 

That ſleeps within my Cloſet. Go, Don Michael, 

Bury ?em all together in quick Lime 3 | 

in ſome few hours the fleſh will be confum'd : 

Then burn the bones, and all is duſt and aſhes. 2 

- [Draw here the Curtains on om. 

Borg. I ſwear this body ſhall not” beconſum'd ; 

Pll have*t embalnt'd to lalt a thouſand years, 


$ * 


_ s «© : 


No ſenſe, no relliſh——why did Itcuſt thee then ? 

Had any ſoftneſs'dweltjn'that lean boſom, 

My Beflamira now had- beeft alive : | 

Tho 1 had cauſe to kill her, thou hadſt none ; 

To ſet me on, but honour ; jealous honour ! 

Oh the laſt night! 1 tell thee, Pollititian ! / 

When [run o're the vaſt delight, Icurſe thee, 

And curſe my ſelf ; nay wiſh I had been found 

Dead in her Armes ; But take her, bear her hence : | 

And thou lov*ſt me, drive her from my Memory. [They remove her. 

Tell me my Brothers Murder is diſcover*d ; | | 

That the four Ghoſts are up again in arms : 

Say any thing to make me'mad, and loſe 

This Melancholly, which will elfe deſtroy me. 
Mach. 1 hear the Pope has ſent to Sinizali4 

I 2 


To 


| To call you- back, 

Borg. By Heay*n, I had forgot, 

And thoumoſt opportunely has remembred : 

You know twelve Cardinals werethen created; > 

That ſolemn Mora that I receiv*d the Roſe ; 

And Lwill tell thee, half thoſe Fools to Orr Nee | 
That bought ſo high, ſhall yeil their Caps for ever; :. 

Mach. Hg mends apace, .'tis but anogher ſhrug. . 

_ ther this Loye, this Ague Fit is-lof..” | | 

. I fnear—Vll to the Wars, and ne'rereturn 
To. * i till I have brav'd this hayghty HO, 
'Fhat menac'd. ſo of late. 

Mach. Why, this is Borgias - 
Come, come, you mult not droop : NF 
Methinks I ſee you: Crown'd Rowe's Em 
Nodoubt, Sir, but among your glorious! 
You'll find ſome Woman——- . 

Borg. Ha! no more, chargethee. 

I ſwcarl wasat aſe, and had forgot her: 
Why did'ſt thou wake” me. then, to:turn.me wi 

And rouze the ſlumbering :Oxdexs of, my; Soul? 

To my charm'd Ears no more. of. Woman od 

Name not a Woman, and I ſhall be well. ., 

Like a poor Lunatick that makes his moan, - 

And for a time beguiles the lookers FA 

He reaſons well ;; his eyes their yo 0M 

And yows the Keepers his wrong'd q 

But if you hit the Cauſe that hurt his Bel, "2 wy * 
Then his teeth gnaſh , he foams, he: IHAKRS hi IS. 

His Eye-balls row], and he j is mad. 2S410- 
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7-2 CESAR PORGTA) 


| Exeunt _ 


Enter one Executioner withia dak ZLenhern, fellows by anather at. 1 
a diſtance ;, they part _ 5. GE wma ann; ME: Hens fo. 


the reſt. 


1. Bgcc. The Coaſt is clear, and. 9d.2l the Guards are gone. 


2. Exec. Hark, hark ; -what 
1, Exec. The Clock ſtruck three. 


e was that ? 


- © © 
(5 Tat C2 l 
"I 2 
, T; 


2. Exec. See, the Moon. ſhines baſe, apd FARO Fells. T's - 
Hem to%m4. that's the Signs, ::; c:14; -- bot Went inde ok 
4. Exec. They come, ny COMP. Rf 
1H at'e \ ie 

Enter four Reoratiains more 5 tne. A ll the: Badyef 2 

of Gandia in <q 5 the ns follows wh; ou 


% = % 


FRG 
bean. 


'7 OY 


For 1 am weary 


> ow A ghaſtly ſight 


The Fiſhes want their Breakfaſt. 
4- Exec, Joynall together: |: - 

And hurl him o're this Wall into the T; 
2, Exec. Fly, fly——IhearanoiSt:; 


| | Once more, 1iay,1jjoynal 
Remember the Reward, two:th 


« F1 . V j E þ 
\ 


Tyber. 


Exec. He lies, he lies  the:Goyna = Guards 
J. Exec. ITC NES, NC $6 (oF ge<Or Ns Ears * 
roathononoirthes. | 


WLCrowns - 


A Man : but for that Milk-fapg _— him: ,- 


Therefore let's watch our time, |desuy him 
And when this buſineſs is a litzle-@'cey -- 


003. 


Strangle him in ſome Corner, leſtiheprate: 


of what is done. Now, now's thetime.. any ys 


: @4]. VOIR T9 oF; 3Q61V 991551Þ 38 <li 
They joyn all together ;, tak Hills f "L5m at Arms, | ant 
Apis the Wall into." the T bes i: Htviſe 55 heardy as-of 'a 
Body falling into the Water ——They lk, aboia once moy wc 6; tes! 
fart, takg up the cy and ran tio Senve __ a 
$'CE: N 0 Th emo Lat 
Zuer:Bargia ond Machibrel, 7 ort-boolt A 


Would buy your Fi olt 


Nay, more; Iyield 


aj Lao 


And Maſter of ſuch Forces 


Tates,. 


in ui 


Againſt the haughtieſt Pomer Bugs mA 1, 


But Prince, forgive me, if 1am too free, 


Do you remember whence this glory 5 THlG | 


And how this Golden Foxtune is deriv*d.! 
The Pope——fromthat h ſo 

And when another Pope fiicceeds, whi 
But he may ſtrip you bare of all thole 


Which this bas given, and.turn, ae be. 


Borg. No, Machiavel,1 am pr 


Though Alexander ſhould EXPIre ene _ —_— 


Fiſt, who j isleft of all the the 


tis with ' oh 


Cy: $48 ERGO. 
3- Exec. So—— ſet him ORs ("qe mmaer 


Thr gff97% 1 3SH17 971 Of 

4<.Exec. And ſo amlT : Aneota hut | 

1-Exrzc. Make no More: FINS Qn;t 5 take him from the Chair. 

he Weight aboutihis Neck 

Has bent him almoſt Sake: PII not touch him——- : 
3. Exec. Cowardly Villain——Come, my PR Malter, 


» % "y 
: 


Le ttf: | 
#35 


i, 


T eh d Co "= 
Arc Hella; the's potty oY tk 


LL 
_ 


# 
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\ 
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& XWBSHR BbROPA 
I haye defactd, if :a yew Pope were made; ill 35) ——-2 - 4.1. 
To ſay I wrong*d'em; none that I remember - —_— 

Tis not my way tolop; for then the Tree - JOE 

May ſproutagain ; but root him, yandho ies SUS 

Never to bluſter. But L will tell thee,” 

Qiite to unhinge thathold, no Pope (hall e're | 1120 3 
Be fixt in Rome; While! Borgia is alive, - [1 25VOU 2081 «7 
But by this hand. The Gentry are all mine | it 
For ever, gain'd by Preſents and Preferments : 

ThesS paniſh Cardinals are-mine devoted, 

With Ai thatare conſpicuous in the College : 

What then can Fortune do#?< 1 laugh ather 5- -- 

Spurn all thoſe Shrines and- Aſcars,whichweak Wretchvs, . SIC 


Hero's and Fools, A eg th 2G :o07err27n2 0 
Mach. Yet hear me, Bo# Dp hevddet fory i 2 GH 
| Thatever Melancholly —_ Warld 7.1 ©. E357 57015124 T 


This morning, being early in the Vatican, 
Far in the Library, at the upper.end;'”' C2 3meo? ni :5 '” 
Methought 1 ſaw two ſtately-Humane Forms, A 449b \ 4 1C 
Lying at diſtance, wrapt in Linen Shrouds : 
App roaching hearee with a-ſtedfaſb yg Bape : 
As now L{aok\upatthePrinee'} = 4h 
Law theFigure of the'PopeyourFathe r | 
Stretcht on.cheFlaoz,-pale,:gbaſtly,cold,. and dead; 
And by his ſide, with horrour upon horrour, 
And double tremblings, faw my Lord, ypur {ﬆ, 
My very Ceſar, like a new-laid Gh6ſt, * 
Swoln black, and bloated, yi while your inclog'd eyes, 
Allblood-ſhot, fixt on mineHidlrdreddfiil beams. = 

Borg. Fumes fumes, my Machivel, the effects of phlegm; 
Grols humors, fumes, "hich from thy cnet blood - | 
Stream up like vapours from a foggy pool: ''- 

Mach. 1 am apt to think char Le ip offer, qo 


_ 


With thoughts eternal toj], ſtrikes from the road : 
Yet, as you prize your life? er me conjure you, 
Beware Aſcanio, his long red Coat 
Hides a moſt —_ and ifiveterateFoe. 

Borg. I know, Mycriqus 120 aft and footh him on, ; 


As he T obld BR me. on Aflure thee, -- 
* Fhathe, that ſcarlet pie 
aths. Embraces, 


A jading of the mind, tj, fi ite tired {SL TEEZITY 1 


With his adherent Broth&ts, on, m ght,. 
Even inthe mid{t of kifles,.-: 
Burſt in the Yatican, and ſhed their Veriom, | 

Mach. Your Father is a Maſtgr ofhiz breaſt, . 


Tho 


So. Rc BY WER 4 "Y 63 
The occaſion by new w life, freſh our.to biay ..; IF | 
 Evenat the very verge of bottom death, "* <—_ 
He ſtands and ſmiles as careleſs wei undaunted, 
As wanton ſwimmers ona Rivers brink | 
Laugh at the ra _—_— ſtream. | 
Borg. Therefore ty: Friend. 
Let us Ueſpiſe this Lorrend nol the world,” 
Fortune, I mean and Uam her u up with fences, 
Banks, bulworks, all the Fortreſſes, which Vertue, 
Reſoly'd and man'd like ours, can raiſe "ah BT 
That if ſhe does ore-flow, ſhe may at. leaſt 
Bring but half Ruine to our great fg) 0s-; 
That being at laſt aſham'd of her'own. 
Like algw-bated flogd, the may ret wn 
To her own bounds, and we with pride TTIAtY her. 


f 


"Favor mW Michael. andthe Butler. 


D. Mich. My Lord, your Seryant waits as you appointed. 
Borg. Are my Proviſions come? . | 
Butl. They are, my Lord, © hg 
Borg. Do you remember what 1; gave in Per, e? 
Butl. That none ſhould touch the gilded flask -" wine. 
Borg. 1 charge theenone, but ſuch as 1 ſhall order. 

Don Michael, is my Father yet arriv?'d ? 

D. Mich. He is, "wy Lord, and gone. 
Borg. Say'ſt thou ! 
D. Mich. When firſt he enter”d,quite 6 o*re-come with heat;; 

Thirſting, and faint with the hot ſeaſons rage, 

He call'd for wine, and tho diſſwaded from it, 

Drank _—_— mingled with the Cardinals, 

And walk'd, and laugh'd, play'd with Columbus Boyes, 

Heard their rude M ick, and beheld *em dance ; 

When on a ſudden. ſtarting up, he ask*d 

For you, my Lord; bow'd, as his cuſtoms, 

With deep humility to all, defir'd em 

To fit, and ſo went out — but witha promiſe 

Of a moſt quick return —— 

Srene draws, and diſcovers Chair of ſtate under a Canopy, a large T able, 
with 4 rich Banquet—— and many Candles owt. 


Enter Aſcanio, Adrian, Enna, Ange, two Cardinals more-- 
Aſean. My Lord, the Vatican Soclety,. 


> ES UN ZE FM 


54 
Who were oblig'd to fierifice tht i8hit, | | >. off 
As every looſer Genius ſhouldinſpiey®;7 257 197 7 ooh 
To Air, and Wine, and warmer I er Cotvetfatton, FELT DE 5 2171 


Grow dull for want of you: lolineſs | þ - 

Himſelf*s retir'd—— Therefore let us entreat yout——- ck 
Borg. O my good Lord Aſcanto, any bork 

To beat your n—tce Lords, alk you: 

_ Sirrah, remember him arge. chee fil c 

Of the gilt Flask to hny——— © | 
Butl. My Lord——1 ſhall: 

This Wine is ſure the richeſt f the World, 

' Becauſe he charges me 9 ſtrial 5 —_- 7." 


That Cardinals a Friend, and'hewuſt ny - | 
Aſcan.Lord Machiavel J0n.y h 7 heen cha Grab brink your loves o 
| Nay, with my life, l thank 1 you-—— 
. Mach. My Lord— 1 with you would ds your ſelf. 
Aſcan. 1t needs not; Sir, forthis the tmeaneſt kiow, 
. The Rabble, baſe Mechanicks talk of murders : 
I ſawa ſweating Weaver in his Shirt, 
- Ran puffing with his Shuttle in his hand,” | 
To ask a Neighbour | utche of the news, _ ES 
- Who with his Knife it's mouthabruptly tells Ne Ow 
Orſmo's death z yes, and his Daughters © + $9 + 200 
Then comes a Taylor with his hair tuckd back, 
. Behind his ears, on tiptoes, in his Sl pers, | 
And crys in haſte, the Duke of Gandra's TY 4 
Then ſpits upon his lron, caſts y his eyes, . 
Threads through the company, as twere a Needle, 
And vaniſhes; no more, my Loxd, I thank you. 
"Nay, by my life, but for the Company, 
Id kiſs the bottom of yourRobe; your Lordſhi \ps ever: 
Your Highneſs ſervant - My L; oxds let's drink a Health. to 
His Holineſs — But in my beare, I fay, the Devil take him, 
Borg. Lord Michiavel, you areqmy Guelt to night: 
Were the Society made up'of Gods, 
As ſureit is of Saints, Spiritsabovye 
' The common Elevation: , yetthis man, 
Tay, my Lords, this Humane Prodigy, 
Wauld not be ſet.to wait, but ixt among *em, 
To dazI&with the' brighteſt beinghere, 1 
.Wine there ! —— My Lord Aſcamo Sfor z.4y 
Health to all here, .and to the general. joy 
Aſcan. Fine work, my Los, fne'vork, Ys 100K" £ 
'The Duke of G; frag? S murder'd. 
Adrian, **'Fis the common rumour. 


Drinks. 


Croſling his Breaſt, and looking up to Heav'n, 
He vow'd hereafter moſt ſevere amendment, 
As from this time to faſt for forty hours, 

And all his life wear next his humble fleſh, 

A Shirt of Hair. 


Aſcan, A Shirt of Hair ! bating Zucretian nights : 
Shell not endur't; look you, her skin's too tender : 


A Shirt of Hair, a very prickling Penance. 

Now, by my Holy-dame, meer Letchery : 

Don't I know him ? Slave, more Wine, I ſay; 

Fill up my Glaſs : Come, come, my Lords, 'tis time 

To look about us, and reform the Church— 

Pruneit, | ſay; or elſe like Babylon, 

Like Babels Whore, *twill run upall to ſced. 

Hark you, Lord Ange. 

Ang. My Lord. 
Aſcan. My Lord of Emnatoo; we four are 

As one Soul : This Pope's a yery leud 

And wicked Head; —= be's never well, but 
When he's plotting Murders. Why, look you, Sirs, 
If a man cannot ſpeak his mind of 
State Aﬀairs, but he muſt ſtreight be 
Dogg'd by Hell-hounds, Blood-ſuckers,-Decoyers, 
Raſcals, that watch to throttlehim in ſome 
- By-corner, then quoit him-like a Cat into 
The River, *tis very fine : Now, by my Holy-dame, 
It may be our turn next——by the Maſs it 
I ſay, my Lord, it may: 
Ha, my Lords, how do you | 
Like the motion ? Very pretty, very fine. 
O brave Columbus ! More Wine there ;. a bigger 
Glaſs; il drink Columbus's health——Now, by my 
Holy-dame, I am frolickſome, and will be aCtive. 
Ha, my Lords, ha, I learnt at Paris, when | was 


Enna. The Pope this morning inthe Conſiſtory, 
When firſt he heard the News, leapt from his Throne, 


may ; 
Bret ths "The [ndian Boys dance. 


AStripling; yet theſe are pretty Children, very fine Boys.— 
8 | 


Entey D. Michael. 


D. Mich. My Lord, I grieve to bring you Mortal N eWs, 


— Which were | ſtent, yet in ſome few minutes 
| Mbſt wound yourears; yourFather's dead. 
Borg. Hence, Raven, | 
Thou Boder of the llackeſt deed of Death / 
K 


6 CASAR- BORGIA. © 
My Lords, this Villain ſays the Pope's dead 
Went he not hence but now, ſound, firm, and healthful, 


And promis'd to return ? 
-- D. Mich. My Lord, he did: * 
But *tis moſt certain, e*re he went from hence, ' 


- Asall our beſt Phyfitians give on Oath,. 
He was by ſome pernicious Traytor poyſon'd. 
Borg. O Aachiavel, where is our forecaſt now? 
My heart miſgives me, and my boſom's hot. 
Who miniſtred? who gave my Father Wine ?- 
D. Mich. Your Servant : for when firſt your Father enter2g, 
His owa Proviſions were not come. | 
Borg. O Confuſion !- 
Anſwer me, Villain / ha! filPd you his Wine ? 
Butl. My Lord, I did. 
Borg. What, trom the gilded Flask ? why doſt thou tremble ? 
Horrour conſume thee, gnaw thee, burn thy Entrails, 
Wilt thou not. ſpeak ? 
Butl. My Lord, by your ſtri&t Charge, 
That none ſhould taſte thoſe Flasks but whom you oxder?d, - 
I. judg*d the Wine moſt Excellent, and gave 
Part of it to your Father. ——— 
Borg. Odamn'd Dolt ! F | 
Curſt, ſenſleſs Dog ?. Now, Machiavel, where are we ?- 
Ha! by the Furies that invade my Breaſt, 
And crumble all my Bowels into duſt, ; 
I am caught my ſelf /_ Speak; tell me, horrid Villain, 
 ©rlwill have thee dragg'd in thouſand pieces 3 
Torn by mad Horſes like thefleſh of Dogs: . 
Thou gay*ſt me Wine too from the gilded Flasks ! ha, Traytor! 
Come, double damn thy ſelf, and-ſwear thou did?ſt not. 
Butl. My Lord—I muſt confeſs I gave the ſame 
To you, that was directed for your Friend, 
My Lord Aſcanio.. 
Borg. Take thy reward then, which the Devil thou pour*ſt 
Into my Breaſt, thus gives thee. back again ?- 
O Machiavel, O do not look upon me; 
I am below thy ſcorn, thus vile caught, 
Q baſcely, baſely ſold by my own wild: | 
Aſcan. Oh,oh,oh— LI have my ſhare ont too, the Devil 
Thank you——Fire, fite, fire! oh my Guts—brimſtone 
And fire——haſte there——fly for Antidotes. 
Borg. None, none on Earth; . 
I tell thee, Prieſt, can ſave thy rotten Carkaſs;. 
No Cardinal, lye down, lye dawn, and roar, 


Wn. PST. ; : 


 CASAR BORGTIA. 
Think dn thy Scarlet fins, and feardamnation; 
Aſcan. Legions of Furies here, Hell is broke looſe, 
Andall the Devils are quarter'd in my Bowels. 
Run Slaye / and for a lalt revenge, produce - 
His mangled Baſtard that's ſome pleaſure yet. 
Borg. O Machiavel, thy hand, Iam all flames ; 
Yet thou ſhalt hear no noiſe : fit down, my Friend, 
Upon the Earth — for there's my Manſion now, 
Duſt; and no more——and yet methinks *twas hard 
That this Elaborate Scheme of mighty man, 
| This Parchment, where theLines of Romer greatneſs - 
By thee ſo well were drawn, ſhould by the hand 
Of ſcribling Chance be blotted thus foc ever. 
Aſcan. 1 burn, I burn, Itoſte, I roſte, and my Guts fry, 
They blaze, they ſnap, tiey bounce like Squibs 
and Crackers: Iam all fire — 
Mach. 1st poſlible that you can-bear the.pangs 
Of violent poyſon, thus unmoy'd ? 
Borg. *Tis little. | x . 
 Toeonereſoly'd : No, let the Coward States-man, 
Women, and Prieſts, whine at the thoughts of death ; 
For me, whoſe mind was ever fierceand attire, 
'., Death is unwelcom, only for this reaſon, | 
Becauſe *tis an Eternal lazineſy+— 


[Enter Alonzo, leading in Seraphino, with his Eyes 
out, and Face cut. 


Mach. 1 muſt confeſs my mind, by what I ſaw 
This morning, and by whathas happen'd ſince, 
Is deeply ſhockt, eyen from her own Foundation. 
Aſean. Bear the blind Baſtard to his Father, go, - 
And bid him laugh oh! 
Mach. Horrour ! new horrour / Lak 5s 
My Lord, your Son, by that moſt bloody Cardinal, 
Mangled and blind. 
Borg. Whydoſt thou wonder at it ? 
Tis all the work of Chance, and trick of Fortune ? | 
Yet this methinks is horrible indeed, 
Come hither Boy —- 
Serap. Alas, | hear your voice» 
And cannot find the way 
But am like one benighted in a Wood. 
Borg. A Wood indeed); 12 1 OS. 
But oh the Brambles there have us'd thes vilely, 
2 


Serap* 


67 


68 CAS AR BORGIA. 
Serap. O Father, you are arm'd, and hayea Sword ; 
_ Will you not, for your Seraphino's ſake, 
Curt down thoſe Thorns that prick'd our both my eyes? 
I know you will; for you were always kind 
And tender of me : ofr-times haye you held me 
Faſt in your Arms, and {miPd, and plaid with me z 
[hough you're a Prince, a very buſie Prince, | 
And calPd me little Eyes, littie indeed, 
For now they're out, and all my Face is cut: 
Nay, they have ſtarv*d me too. 
Borg. Death and horrour ! 
Serap. Why do you preſs me thus between your Arms, 
As if you loy*d me ſtill? Iam ſure you cannot. 
Pray let me hide my face within your Boſom ; 
For if you look upon mel ſhall fright you. 
O! Pve a pain here juſt about my heart ! 
W hen, you my Lord, along time after me 
Shall dye, will you not lay my little Bones 
By yours? Alas! my pain encreaſes——Oh, [-Dies- 
Borg. Revenge thee, Boy! I ask but that from Fate : 
And ſee'tis given me : Through a thouſand wounds, | | 
Thus, horrid Prieſt! purge out thy luſtful blood, - [Stabs Aſcan. 
And Vomit thy black Soul ——— | | | 
Aſcan. Oh ! Devil ! Devil ! DenI-— -[ Dies. 
Borg. No, Machiavel, *tis now fit time to rave; | 
For I am now enrag*d to that degree, | 
That I will live even in deſpight of Fortune, 
" Stars! Fates! and all the Juggles of a Heayen. 
Hence, bear me, Slaves, and plunge me into Tyber, 
Deep as | ſunk the Duke of Gandia down.! 
Till I have queach't this Hell within my bowels ; 
Then flay me an Oxe hide and ſwadle me, 
Like Hercnles in the Nemean.$kin. Pg 
"Till all my poiſon'd fleſh like bark pills off; 
And my bare Trunck ſtands every bruſhing wind ! 
Exna. Where are our Guards ? My Lords, I judg it fit 
That AMachiavel and Borgia ſhould be ſeiz'd . 
Borg.Seize me ! what ſawcy Prieſt durſt ſtart that motion? 
Am I not-Tyrant here * The Lord of Rome ? 
Does not France dread my Frown ? and Spain adore me ? 
Who then dares ta!:: of ſeizing me ? what, he ? 
This wag-tail Prieſt, with the black picked Beard, 
That ſcowrs the Country round for freckled Wenches ? 
Or was it you my Lord of Emma? Ha! 
Death, where's my Majeſty ? or vail your Caps, 


"CASAR BORGTI A. 
Or Iwill trample you beneath my Feet ? 
You, Ange ! that could proſtitute your Siſter 
To gain a Hat? lye there Lord of St. Perer : 
You Cardinal ad Yincula, you pack of Hell hounds, 
That trace me by the blood. On, on 1 ſay, 
On to the brink of Hell : Thence plunge together, 
Where , on his Throne, behold the Maſter Deyil 
With a great pair of glowing: horns red hot 
To gore you for your lives incontinence, 
You Raviſhers, you Virgin pioners, 
' Yon Cuckold-makers of the forked World. 
Ange. Where are our Guards ? 
Borg. Hark, Ihear %em 'coming : 
Oris it Dooms-day ? Ha—by Hell itis: 
\And ſee, the Heav'ns, and Earth, and Air are all 
On fire: the very Seas, like Moulter-glaſs, 
Rowl their bright Waves, and from the ſmoky deep 
Caſt up the glaring Dead : The Trumpet ſounds, 
And the ſwift Angels skim about the Globe 
To ſummon all ManRnd. Rome, Rome is call'd ? 
Work, work for Hell. Hoa, Satan! Belzebub ! 
Belial, and Baal Whence this Thunderclap ? 
They've blown us up with Wild fire ia the Air, 
And look” how the ball'd Fryers in Ruſſet-gowns 
Croak like old Vultures, how the flutt*ring Zeſuirs, 
In black azd white, chatter about the Heav?ns ! 
Capuchins, Monks, with the whole Tribe of Knaves ! 
Then let me burſtmy ſpleen! Look how the Taſſels, 
Caps, Hats and Cardinals Coats, and Cowls and Hoods 
Are toſt about——the ſport the ſport af winds—— 
; Indulgences, Diſpences, Pardons, Bulls, ſee yonder ! 
Prieft, they fly—— they're whirld aloft. They fly, 
They fly or'e the backſide o'th' world, 
Into a Limbo large, and broad, fince call d the Paradiſe 
_ .Of Fools. . . 4 
Enna. Tis juſt we give him way! this fit of rage 
_ Fas waſted him to Death, ſee he breaths ſhort, 
The Taper's ſpent, and this 1s his laſt Blaze. 
Borg.Ha ! Breath ſhort ? Prelate, thouly'ſt : my pulſe 
Beats with a conſtant fire and ſpritely motion ; 
The ſtrings of my tough heart as ſtrong as ever : 
No——1 will live ; in ſpight of Fate I'll live. 
To be the ſcourge of Rome : I'll live to act 
New miſchieſs, and create new wicked Popes, 
To ponyard Heretick Princes that tenſe 
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CASAR BORGI A. 
To lay their Necks beneath the holy Slipper. 
Murder ſucceſſively two Kings of France ; 
Brittain attempt, though her moſt watchful Angel 
Saves the Loy'd Monarch of that happy Iſle, 
' And turns upon our ſelves the plotted Wound, 
That ſinks me to the Earth : yet ſtill wee'll on, 
And hatch new deeds of darkneſs : O Hell, and Furies! 
Why ſhould we not, ſince the great Head himſelf 
VVill back my Plots, joyn me in blood and horror, 
{ And after give me Bond for my Salvation : 
I ſwear will I'll have it——nay, Sir,you ſhall—— 
Or I will thunder to your Holineſs - 
But hark he whiſpers, what a little Gold 
VVith all my heart : thus Devils buy ſouls for trafh 
Pl feeyour itching palm for Abſolution. ' 
Gold for. my pardon, - hey-—'tis ſeald and given! 
And for a-Ducat thus I purchaſe Heavn———— C(Dzes. 
Mach. The mighty ſoul there forc'd her furious paſſage, 
And plunges now in deep Eternity 
I ſee, my Lords, you have reſoly'd to guard me, 
And I ſubmit to ſtrict Examination : 
'By you to be acquitted or condemned ? 
Yet this I muſt avow before you all; 
Though you ſhould caſt me to the Inquiſition, 
Skill'd as I am in all Afairs of Earth, 
Known both to Popes and Kings, and often honor'd 
With Cabinet Councils of Imperial Heads ; 
1 here reſolve on this, as my laſt Judgment ; 
No Power is ſafe, nor no Religion good, 
VVhoſe Principles of growth are laid in Blood. 
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EPILOGUE 


F ELL, then be you his Fudges ; what pretence 
''Y Made themroar out this Playwould give offence? 
Had he the Pope's Effigies meant to burn, 
And kept for ſport his Aſhes in an Urn ? 
To try if Reliques would perform at home 
But half 'hoſe Miracles they do at Rome : 
More could not have been Jaid,nor more been done, 
' To damn this Play about the Court and Town ; 
Not if he had ſhown their P hilters, Charms and R hy 


' Nay conjur d up Pope Jone to pleaſe the Ape, 
And had her Breeches ſearch'd upon the Stage. 

Firſt, then he brings a ſcandal on the Gown, 
And makes a Prieſt both Leacher and Buffon : 

IWhy, was no Fool, yet ever made a Flamen, 

* But dulneſs quite entail'd upon the Lay-men . 

Or was it ever heard in Rome before, x 

That any, Prieft was queſtion'd for his Whore © 

Het more,the horrid Chair the Mid-night ſhow: 
He ſays 'twas done two hundred years ago :. 

He only points their ways of murdering then; 

If you muſt damn, ſpare the Hiſtorian's Pen, 

And damn thoſe Rogues that ad em ore again, 
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But Donunicks, Francifcans, Hermits; Fryars, 
Shall breed no more a Race of zealous Lyars , 
Villains, who for Religion's Propagation, } 
Come here disguis'd in ev'ry mean Vocation, 
And fit in Stalls to ſpy upon the Nation. 

Old Emiſſaries ſhall their Trade forbear, 
Spread no more Savoy Reliques, Bones and Hair, : 
Shall ſell 10 more like Baubles ina Fair : - + 
Monks under ground ſhall ceaſe to Earth like Moles, 
And Father Lewis leave his Iurking-holes ; © 

Get no more Thirty Pounds for a Viend Story, 

Of freeing a Welch Soul from Purgatory. 

Feſuits in Rome ſhall quite forſwear their Funfion, 
And not for Gold give Whores the Extreme Unction: 


High Engliſh Whores, that have all. Vices paſt, 
Shall ceaſe to turn true Catholicks at laft, 
When Poets write, tho by exatleſt Rules, 

And are not judg'd by Knawes, and damn'd by Fools. 
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CHARLES, 
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MAJESTIES 


BED-CHAMBER.,.&c. 


| My Lord, 
\ T Ith an Aſſurance T hope becoming the Juſtice of 
V my C = I lay. this Tragedy at your Lareſhips 
Feet, not as a common perſecution but as an 
Offering ſuitable to your Virtue, and worthy of the Greatneſs of 
your Name, There are ſome Subjedts that require but half 
the ftrength of a great Poet, but when Greece or old Rome 
come in play, the Nature Wit and Vigour of foremoſt Shake- 
ſpear, the Judgment and Force of Johnſon, with all his 'boy- 
rowed Maſtery from the Ancients, will ſcarce Juſfic far ſo ter- 
 rible a Grapple The Poet muſt elevate his Fancy with the 
mightieſt Imagination, he mu#t run back ſo many bandred Tears, 
take a juit Proſped. of the Spirit of thoſe Times without the 
leaſt thought of. ours ; for if his Eye ſhowd ſwerve ſo low, his 
A 2 Muſe 


v6 T ; $ © te. Epiſtle """IY 


| Muſe ills row hee with the VaStneſs of the Th fl fab 
once, andfor ever loſe the Majeſty of the firſt Deſign. * 
ebat will pretend to be a (Titick of ſuch a Work muſt not hoe 
a Grain of Cecilius; hemgſt þe Lorigia throufhut or nothing, 
where even the nicest beſt Remarks mu$t paſs but for Allay to 
cppnperigh ury ofthis off Roman Gold. Fhot muſt "fo 
--Þroſs through thewſble My/#the Furnace m be juſtly beat- 
ed, and the Builion Stamp "d with an unerring hand, In ſuch'q 
yiting there mu5t be Greatneſs of Thought without Bombaſt, 
Remoteneſs without Monftrouſneſs, Virtue arm'd with Severi- 
ty, not in Tron Bodies, Solid Wit without modern Aﬀeation , 
Smgothneſs without Ge, Speaking ont without cracking the 
Faice or ftraintug theg Lungs. + : ſhort my Lord he that will 
write as he ought on ſo Noble an Occaſion muſt write like you. 
But I fear there” ares 4. that know iy ho:C appy after ſo great 
an Original as your Lordſhip, becauſe there is ſcarce one genius 
Extant of your own Size, that can follow you paſſibus xquis, 
that has tbe Felicity and Maſtery of the old Poets, or can half 
mattÞ'the thoughtfalieſs'of your Soul. . How far ſhort Yam 
eaft o ſuch mimitable Excellence, 1 mu5t with ſhame my Lord 
conifefs'T am but too tos ſenſible. Natnye tis believed (if I am 
not flattered and do not flatter my ſelf) has not been nivg ardly 
to me in the Portion of a'Genins, tho I- harve been: fa: far from 
” improving it, that Fam'balf aft aid Ehave loit of the Princi- ' 
&. behoves me then for the future to look about me to ſee 
whether 1 am a Lagg in the Race, to look- up to your Lordſhip 
.md Ftyain-upon the track of fo fair a.Glory, 1 muſt acknowledge 
however Thave behav'd my ſelf-in drawing, nothing \everpre- 
ſentedit ſelf to-my Fancy with that ſolid. pleaſure as Brutus did 
im ſacrificing his Sons. \ Before I read Machivel's Netes/upon 
the place, Þ concluded itthe i za that» was ever -ſten 
thr ough- 
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- The Epiſtle-Dedicagry: 
. . "* 2 by 
thruphent all Ages on the greateſt Occaſion, ... For my nn En- 
deavour, thought Ingyerpamedany Man ſo to the:Life befo - 


Vis & Tarquinios rages animamg; ſuperbam. A, 
Ultoris Bruti, faſceſque videre receptys ? © 
Infelix uct unque ferent ea fafta Miores ! 


No doubt that divine Poet imagined it might be too great for 
any People but his own, perhaps T have found it ſo, but John- 
ſons Catiline met -n0 better fate gs bis Motto from Horace 


tells HS. 


————4#As non plebecula gaudet &c. 


Nay Shakeſpear's Brutus with much adoe beat himſelf into 
the heads of a blockiſh Age, ſo Rnotty were the Oaks he had to 
deal with. For my own Opinion, in ſpite of all the Obſtacles my 
Modefty could raiſe, I could not help inſerting a Vaunt in the. 
Title page, Celoque, &c. 


And having gain'd the Lift that he delign'd;—” 
Bold as the Billows driving with the Wind, | 
He loos'd the Mule that wing'd his free-born Mind.” 


On this I arm'd and reſoly'd not to be Shrr'd with the little 
Exceptions of a ſþarkiſh Generation, that have an Antipathy to | 
" Thought, But alas how frail are our beſt reſolves in our own 

Concerns. Tfhow'd no paſſion outward, but whether through an . 
Over-Conceit of the Work, or becauſe perbaps there was indeed 
ſome Merit, the Fire burnt inward, and I'was. troubled for my 
dumb Play,like a Father for his deadChild.” Tis enough that Thave 
eas d my. beart by this Dedication to your Lordſhip. I comfort | 
my ſelf too whatever our partial Youth alledge, your Lordſhip | 
will. 


The _ Dodicatory: 
will find ſomething in in worth your Obſervation ; whith with 
my future Diligence, Refulntion to Study, Devotion to Vertu, 
and your Lordſhips Service, may render me got altogether uni 
worthy the Proteftion of your Lordſhip. 


My Lord, 
' Tour Lordſhips moſt humble 


and devoted Servant 


NAT. LEE. 


Prologue to Brutw, written by Mr. Date. - 


Ong has the wribe of Poets on the Stage 
Groan'd under perſecuting Criticks rage, | - 
But with the ſound of railing and of rime, 
Like Bees united by the tinkling Chime, 
The little ſtinging Infetts ſwarm the mere 
And buz is gteater than it was before. 
Bat oh ! you leading Voters of the Pit, 
That infec others with your too much Wit, 
That well affte&ed Members do ſeduce, 
And with your malice poyſon half the houſe, 
Know your ill manag'd Arbitrary ſway, 
Shall be no more indur'd but ends this day. 
Rulers of abler conduct we will chooſe, 
And more indulgent to a trembling Muſe ; 
Women for ends of Government more fit, £ 


Women ſhall rule the Boxes and the Pit, 
Give Laws to love and influence to Wit, 
Find me one man of ſence 1n all your roll, 
Whom ſome one Woman has not made a fool, 
Even bufineſs that intollerable load 
Under which man does groan and. yet 1s proud, 
Much better they can- manage wou d _ pleaſe, 
Ti$hot their want of Wit, but love of Eaſe. 

For, ſpite of Art, tore Wit in them appears. 
Tho.we beaſt ours, and they diſſemble theirs: 
Witt once was ours, and ſhot up for a while. 
St ſhallow in a hot, and berren Soyle; 

But when tranſplanted to a richer Ground. 
Has in their Eden its perfeQtion found. 

And 'tis but Juſt they ſhou'd our Wit invade, 
Whilſt we ſet up their painting patching trade ; 
As for our Courage, to our ſhame 'tis known, . 
As they can-raiſe it, they can pull it down. 

At thetr own Weapons they our Bullies awe, 
Faith fet them make an Antifalick Law 

| Preſcribe to all mankind, as well asplayes, 

And wear the breeches, as. they wear the Bayes. 


| 
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| Dramaris Perlonx 


Lucws Junius Brutus, | Mr. Betterton, 
7 Titus, ; Mr. Smith. 
; Tiberius, Mr. Williams. 
Collatinus, Mr. Wiltſhire, 
Valerius, | Mr. Gillow. 
Horatius, Mr. Norris. 
Aquilus, 
Vitellius, 
Junius. 
Fecilian Prieſts. Mr. Percival, Mr. Freeman. 
Vindicius, Mr. Nokes. 
Fabritius, Mr. Jeron.. 


Citizens, Cc. 


WOMEN. 


Sempronia, | Lady Slingsby. 
Lucretia, ' Mrs. Betterton, 
Teraminta, Mrs. Barrey. 


Scene ROME. 
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BRUTUS; 


FATHER ofbis COUNTRY. 
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ACT LI SCE. I. 


Titus , Teraminta, 


Tit. , . Teraminta, why this face of tears ? 

Since firſt I ſaw thee, till this happy day, 

Thus haſt thou paſt thy melancholly hours, 

Ev*nin the Court retir'd ; ſtretch'd on a bed 

In ſome dark room, with all the Cortins drawn; 

Or in ſome Garden o're aFlowry bank 

Melting thy ſorrows 1n the murmuring Stream ; 

Or in ſome pathleſs Wilderneſs a muſing, 

Plucking the molly bark of ſome old Tree, 

Or poring, like a $y4:/, on the Leaves : 

What, now the Prieſt ſhould joyn us ! O, the Gods ! 

What can you proffer me in vaſt exchange 

For this enſuing night ? Not all the days 

Of Crowning Kings, of Conquering Generals, 

Not all the expeQation of as | a 
| it 


TT ——— 


2. I ucins Punins Brutus ; 


With what bright Fame can give in th'other World 
Should purchate thee this night one minute from me, 

Ter. O, Titus! it ſince firit I ſaw the light, 
Since I began to think on my misfortunes, 
And take a profped of my certain woes, 
It my ſad Soul has entertain'd a hope 
Of pleaſure tere, or harbor'd any joy, 
But what the preſcnce of my Titus gave me ; 
Add, add, you cruel Gods, to what I bear, 
And break my heart before him. 

Tit. Break firſt th'eternal Chain ; for when thou'rt gone 
The World to me is Chaos. Yes,x{eraminta, 
So cloſe the everlaſting Sifters wove us, 
When ere we part, the Strings of both muſt crack : 
Once more l do intreat thee give the Grave 
Tiry ſadneſs ; let me preſs thee in my arms, 
My faireſt Bride, my only lightneſs here, 
Tune of my heart, and Charmer of my eyes; 
Ny, thou ſhalt learn the extaſie from me, 
Fl! make thee ſmile with my extravagant paſſion , 
Drive thy pale fears away ; and e're the morn: 
T ſwear, O Teraminta, O my Love, | 
Cold as thou art, I'll warm thee into bluſhes. 

Ter. O, Titus / may T, ought I to believe you ? 
Remember, Sir, I am the blood of Tarquzn ; 
The baſeſt too. 

T:t, Thou att the blood'of Heav'n, 
The kindeſt influence of the teeming Stars ; 
No ſeed of Targuin ; no; 'tis fog drabuſe thee :: 
A God thy Father was, a Goddeſs was kis Wiſe ; 
The Woed-Nymphs found thee on aibed of Roſes, 
Lapt in the ſweets and beauties of the'$pring , 
Diana foſter'd thee with NeQtardews,, 
Thus tender, blooming, chaſt; ſhe gave thee me: 
To build a Temple ſacred to-hegr Name ; 
Which I wiltdo, and wed thee*there again: 

Ter. Swear then, my Tit#s, ſwear you'l ne 
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Swear that your Love ſhall laſt like mine forever ; 
No turn of State or Empire, no misfortune, 
Shall e're eſlrange you trom.me-:. Swear, I fay ;; 


re upbraid me;, 


That 


wa. 


Father of bis Country. 


That, if you ſhould prove falſe, I may atleaſt 
Have ſomething ſtill ro anſwer to my Fate ; 
Swear, ſwear, my Lord, that you will never hate me, 
But to your death ſtill cheriſh in your boſom 
The poor, the fond, the wretched Teraminta. 
27it. 'Till death! nay, after death if poſſible. 
alve me (ti]l with queſtions of this nature, 
While I return my anſwer all in Oaths : 
More than thou canſt demand I ſwear to do. | 
This night, this night ſball tell thee how 1 love thee: 
When words are at a loſs, and the mute Soul 
Pours out her ſelf in ſighs and gaſping joys, 
Life graſps, the pangs of bliſs, and murmuring pleaſures, 
Thou ſhalt confeſs all language then is vile, 
And yet believe me moſt without my vowing. 
[ Enter Brutus with a Flamen: 

But ſee, my Father with a Famer here ! 
The Court comes on ; let's ſlip the buſie Croud, 
And ſteal into the eternal knot of Love. [ Exeunt. 

Brut. Did Sextus; fay'ſt thou, ly at Collatza, 
At Collatin's houſe lai: rught ? 

Fla. My Lord, hedid. 
Where he, with Col/atine and many others, 
Had been ſome -mghts beiore, 

Brut. Ha ' if before, 
way did h& cove again ? 

la. T,c:x;fe, as Rumor {;»-2ads, + 

He fel! 5::o{t paſſionately in on here 


By-/, What then ? 

F-,, Why, .is't not ſtr 7+ 

Erut. 1s ſhe not handſ-.a: 

Fla. O, very handf-.m,- 

Brut. Then 'tis nor ..irange at «ll. 
. What, for a King's Son toloveaupther man's Wife 1 
Why, Sir, I've known the Kitlp has done the ſame. 
Faith, I my felt, who'amnotuss to caper, 

Have ſometimes had *h'nnlawic; itch upon me : 

Nay, pr'ythee Prieſt, come thou and help the number, 
Ha! my old Boy; the company is not ſcandalous : 
Let's go to Hell together ; confeſs the truth, 


B 2 


Did'ſt 


-- 


4 L ucins Funins Brutws ; 
Did'ſt thou ne're ſteal from the Gods an hour, or ſo, 
To mumble a new Prayer 
With a young fleſhy Whore in.a baudy corner ? ha * 

Fla. My Lord, your Servant. Is this the Fool? the Madman } 
Let him be what he will, he ſpoke the truth : FE 
If other Fools be thus, th=y're dangerous fellows, [ Exit, 

Brut. ſolus, Occaſion ſeems in view ; ſomething there is 
In Targuzr's laſt abode at Collatine's : 

Late entertain'd, and early gone this morning ? 

The Matron.rutled, wet, and dropping tears, 

As if the had loſt her wealth in ſome black Storm ! 

As in the Body, on ſome'great ſurpriſe, 

The heart ftill calls from the diſcolour'd face, 

From every part the lite and ſpirits down : 

So Lucrece comes to Rome, and ſummons all her blood:.. 
Laucrece is fair ; but chaſt, as the fann'd Snow 

Twice bolted o're by the bleak Northern blaſts: - \, 
So lies this Starry cold and frozen Beauty , 

Still watch'd and guarded by her waking Virtue, 

A pattern, tho I tear inimitable, 

For all ſucceeding Wives, O Brutus! Brutus ! 

When will the tedious Gods permit thy Soul 

To walk abroad in her own Maj:ſty, 

| Andthrow this Vizor of thy madneſs from thee }:_ 

O, what but infinite Spirit, propt by Fate, . 


For Empire's weight to turn on, could endure = : 
As thou haſt done, the labours ot an Ape, * 4 
All follies, ſcolfs, reproaches, pities, ſcorns, 
Indignittes almolt to blows ſuſtain'd; 

For twenty preſling years, and by 1 Roman?: . 

To a deformity in thouſand ſhape? , 

To pleaſe the great:r Monſter of thawo; . 

That cries, bring forth the Beaſt, 2818 him- tumble : 
With all variety of Aping madifels,” 

To bray, and bear more than the Afe's-burden ; 
Sometimes to whoot and ſcreafh, hke midnight Owls, 
Then ſcrew my Limbs hke a diſtorted Satyr , *- 

The World's Grimace, th'eternal Laughing-ſtock, 

. Of Town and Court, the Block, the Jeſt of Rome ;- 
Yet all the while not to my deareſt Friend, 


; Fatber of -bis Country.”. 


Tomy own Children, nor my boſome Wife, 
Diſcloſe the weighty Secret of my Soul. 
O.Rome, O Mother, be thou th'impartial Judge: 
If this be Virtue, which yet wants a name, 
Which never any Age could parallel,. | 
And worthy of the foremoſt of thy Sons: . 2” 9+ 
| | Enter Horatius; Marius. - 

Mut. Horatius, heard'(t thou where Sextus was laſt- night ? - 

Hoy. Yes, at Collatia : 'tis the buz of: Rome ;- + 

"Tis more than gueſs'd that there has been. foul play, . 
Elſe, why fhould Lacrece come:inthis ſad manner. 
To old Lucretius houſe,.and ſummon thither: 
Her Father, Husþand, each diſtin Relation ? 
[Enter Fabritius, with Conrtiers. © 
Mut. Scatter 4t through the City, raiſe the People, 
And find Valerius out :. away, Horatius. | Exennt ſeverally. 
Fabr.Priythee,let's talk no more on't.Look;here's Lord Brutus: 
Come, come, we'll divert our ſelves ; . For *tis but juſt , that we 
who ſit at the. Helm, ſhould now and then unruffle our State af- 
fairs with the impertinence of a Fool. Pr' ythee, Brutus,what's- 
a Clock ? | 

Brut. Clotho, Lachefis, Atropos; the Fates are three : let 
them but ſtrike, and I'll lead you a Dance, my Maſters. 

Fab. But hark you, Brutus , doſt thou hear the news of 
Lucvece !? 

Brut. Yes, yes; andI heard of the wager that was lay'd a- 
mong you, . among you whoring.Lords at the Siege of Ardea ; 
Ha, Boy ! about your handſome Wives : 

Fab. Well ; and how; and how ? 

Brut. How you bounc'd from the Board; took Horſe, and: 
rode like madmen, to find the gentle Lucrece-at, Collatia: but- 
hew found her? why working with her Maids at midnight. 
Was not this monſtrous, andquite out of the faſhion ? Fine ſtuff 
indeed, for a Lady of Honor, when her Husband was out of the 
way,to fit weaving, and pinking, and pricking of . Arras £ Now, 
by boom light, my Lord, your Wife made better uſe of her Pin-- 
CUINION, pn tr f S& tic 130 

Fab. My Wife, my Lord ? by Mars, , my Wiſe ! 

Brut, Why ſhould ſhe not, when a!l the Royal Nurſes dothe 
ſam:? What? what, my Lord,did you not find '*em at it ? when 

you | 


6 Lucius Junins Brutus ; 
you came {rom Coliatia to Rome. Lartius, your Wife; and 
yours Flaminius ? with Tullia's Boys, turning the Criſtals up , 
daſhing the Wandows, and the Fates defying ? Now, by the 
Gods, I think *twas Civil in you, diſcreetly done, Sirs, not to 
interrupt 'em. But for your Wife, Fabritzus, Il be ſworn for 
her, ſhe would not keep 'em company. 

Fab. No-marry would ſhe not ; ſhe hates Debauches : How 
havelT heard her rail at Terentia, and tell her next her heart 
upon the qualms, that drinking Wine ſo late and tipling Spirits, 
would be the deathiof. her ? "198 

Brut. Hark you, Gentlemen, it you would but be ſ-cret now, 
I could unfold ſuch a buſineſs ; my lite ont, a very Plot upon the 
Court. | 

Fab. Out with it ; we ſwear ſecreſie. 

Brut. Why thus then. To morrow Tyul/ia goes to the Camp; 
and I being Maſter of the Houſhold, have command to ſweep the 
Court of all its Furniture, and ſend jt packing ro the Wars : 
Pandars, Sycophants, upſtart Rogues ; fine Knaves and ſurly 
Raſcals ; Flatterers, caſte, ſupple, cringing, paſſing, ſmiling 
Villains: all, all to the Wars. | 

Fab. By Mars, I donot like this Plot. | 

Brut, Why, is it not a Plot ? a Plot upon your Selyes, your 
Perſons, Families, and your Relationsz even to your Waves, 
Mothers, Siſters, all your Kindred : For Whores too are included, 
Setters too, and Whore-procurers; Bag and Baggage ; all, all 
to the Wars. All hence, all Rubbiſh, Lumber out ; and not a 
Baud be left behind, to put you in hope of hatching Whores 
hereafter. 

Fab. Hark, Lavrtius, he'll run from fooling to diret mad- 
neſs, and beat our Brains out. The Devil take the hindmoſt : 
your Servant, ſweet Brutus; noble, honorable Brutus, 

13-2 [ Exeunt. 


_ Enter Titus. 

Tit, *Tis done, 'tis done, auſpicious Heav'n has joyn'd us, 
AndI this night ſhall hold her in my arms, 
Srl: ic -i.-:5 

Brut, Oh, Sir ! that exclamation was too high - 
Such Raptures ill become the troubled times; - 
No more of 'em. And'by the way, my Titns, 
Renounce your Teraminmt a. 


Tit. 


Father of bis'Conntt\ 

T:t. Ha, my Lord! ; thay: E . 4] 
Brut. How now, my Boy ? arty, 
Tit. Your counſel comes too late, Sir. 

Brut. Your reply, Sir, 

Comes too ill-manner'd, pert and ſaucy, Sir. 
Tit. Sir, I am marry'd. 

Brut. What, without my knowledge ? 4 
Tit. My Lord,I ask your pardon ; but that Hygiegor—= 
Brut. Thouly'ſt : that honorable God would feorn it. 

Some baudy Flamen ſhuffled you together ; 

Priapmus lock'd you, while the Bachanals 

Sung your detelted Epgithalamium. 

Which of thy blood were the cursd Witneſſes ? 

Who would be there at ſuch polluted Rites 

But Goats, Baboons, ſome chatt'ring old Silenus ; 

Or Satyrs, grinning at your ſlimy joys ? 

Tit, Oh, all the Gods! my Lord, you Son is marry'd; 

To Tarquin's——— | 
Brut. Baſtard, 

Tit. No, his Daughter. 
Brut. No matter ; 

To any of his Blood ; if it be his, 

There is ſuch natural Contagion in it, 

Such a Congenial Devil in his Spirit, | ; 

Name, Liniage, Stock, that but to own a part 

Of his Relation, 1s to/profeſs thy ſelf 

Sworn Slave of Hell, and Bondman tothe Furies. 

Thou art not Marry'd. = 
Tit. O, isthis poſſible ? 

This change that I behold ? no part of him | 

The ſame ; nor Eyes, nar Meet, nor Voice, for Geſture ! 
Brut. Oh, that the Gods would give my Arm the vigor 

To ſhake this ſoft, efferinate, lazy Soul 

Forth from thy boſogs, No, degenerate Boy, 

Brutus is not the fame ; the God $ have wak'd him 


From dead Stupidity, toÞbea 5 
Aliving Torment to thy diſobedience! | 
Look on my face, view my eyes flame, atid tell me- 


I ought thou ſeeſt hut: Glory and Revenge, - 
A blood-ſhot Anger, anda burſt of Fury, 
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* WhenlT but think of Tarquin. Dain the Monſter ; 
Fetch him, you Judges of th'eternal Deep, 
 Arraign him, Chain him, plunge him in double fires : | 

If after this thou ſeeſt a teadernelſs, | 
A Woman's tear come o're my reſolution, | 
Think, 7it%s ; think, my Son, *tis Nature's fault, 
Not Roman Brutus, but a Father now. | 
Tit, Oh, "let me fall low as the Earth permits me, | 
And thank the-Gods for this moſt happy change, 
That you are now, altho to my contuſion, 
That aw-tu], God-like, and Commanding Brutus 
Which 1 fo oft have wiſh'd you, which-fometimes 
I thought imperteRly you were, or migtit be, 
When 1 have taken unawares your Soul | 
At a broad glance, and forc'd her to retire. | | 
Ah, my dear Lord, you need not add new threats, | 
New marks of Anger to compleat my Ruin, | 
Your 7;tus has enough to break his heart | 
When he remembers that you durſt not truſt him : 
Yes, yes, my Lord, I have a thouſand frailties ; 
| 
| 


The mould you caſt me in, the breath, the blood, 

- _ And Spirit which you gave me are unlike 
The God-like Author ; yet you gave 'em, Sir : 
And ſure, if you had pleas'd:to honor me, 
T'immortalize my Name to after Ages- 
By? imparting ow_ high cares, I ſhould have found 
At leaſt ſo much Hereditary Virtue. q 
As not to have divulg'd them. p 

Brut. Riſe, my Son ; | wt; 
Be ſatisfy'd thou art the firſt that know'ſt me : { 
A thouſand Accidents and'Fated Cauſes | 
Ruſh againſt every Bulwark I can raiſe, ( 
And half unhinge my Soul. | For now's the time, 
Toſhake the Building of the Tyrant down. 
As from Night's Womb the glorious Day breaks forth. 
And ſeems to kindle from the ſetting Stars : 
So from the blackneſs of .young Tarquin's Crime 
And Fornace of his Luſt;\the' virtuous Soul 

Of Junius Brutus catches bright occaſion, 

I ſce the Pillars of his Kingdom totter : 


Father of bis Country; 


The Rape of Lucrece is the midnight Lantorn 
That lights my Genius down to the Foundation. 
Leave me to work, my Titus; O, my Son ; 
For from this Spark a Lightning ſhall ariſe 
That muſt e're Night purge all the Roman Air : 
And then the Thunder of his ruin follows. 
No more ; but haſte thee to Lucretins : 
] hear the Multitude, and muſt among them. 
Away, my Son, 
Tit. Bound, and obedient ever, [ Exit. 
Enter Vinditius with Plebeians. 

1. Cit, Jupiter defend us / I think the Firmament is all on 
a light fire. Now, Neighbour, as you were ſaying, as to the 
Cauſe of Lightning and Thunder, and for the Nature of Pro« 
digies. 

Vim What ! a Taylor, and talk of Lightning and Thunder ? 
why, thou walking Shred, thou moving Bottom , thou up- 
right Needle, thou thaving edging Skirt, thou Flip-flap of 
a Many thou vaulting Flea, thou Nit, thou Nothing , doſt 
thou talk of Prodigies when I am by? O tempora, O mo- 
res / But, Neighbours, as I was ſaying, what think you of 
Valerins ? 

All. Valerius, Valevius ! 

.. I know you are piping hot for Sedition ; you all gape for 
Acoilion : but what's the near ? For look you, Sirs, we the 
E-c ple in the Body Politic are but the Guts of Government ; 
th-retore we may rumble and grumble, and Croke our hearts 
Out, if we have never a Head : why, how ſhall we be nouriſh'd? 
_ I ſay, let us get us a Head, a Head my Ma- 

ers. 

Brut. Prote& me, Fove, and guard me from the Fantom ! 
Can this ſo horrid Apparition be ; 

Oris it but the making of my Fancy ? 

Vin, Ha, Brutus ! what, where is this Apparition ? 

1, Ct. This is the Tribune of the Celeres 
A notable Head-piece, and the King's Jeſter. 

Brut. By Jove, a Prodigy ! 

Vin. Nay, -like enough; the Gods are very angry : 0 
Iknow they are, they told me fo themſelves ; 

For look you Neighbours, I for my own part 

kg. | C 
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Nave ſeen to day fourſcore and nineteen Prodigies and a half, 

Brut. But this is a whole one. O, moſt horrible + 
Look, V:inditins, yonder, ore that part | 
O'the Capitol, juſt, juſt there man, yonder, look. 

Vin. Ha, my Lord: | 

Brut, I always took thee for a quick-ſ{ighted Fellow : 

What, art thou blind £ why, yonder, all o'tire ; 
It vomits Lightning ; 'tis a monſtrous Dragon. 

Vin. O,1lſeeit: O Jupiter and Funo / By the Gods I ſee it 
O Neighbours, look, look, look, on his filthy Noſtrils ! 

*T has eyes like flaming Saucers ; and a Belly 
Like a burning Caldron : with ſuch a ſwinging Tail ! 
And O, a thing, a thing that's all o' fire! 

Brut, Ha !. now it fronts us with. a Head that's mark'd 
With Tarquzn's name : and ſee, 'tis Thunder-ſtrook ! 

Look yonder how it whizzes through the Air ! 
The Gods have {trook it down ;. 'tis gone, 'tis vaniſh'd. 
O, Neighbours, what, what ſhould this Portent mean ? 

Vin. Mean! why, it's plain ; did we not ſee the Mark 
Upon the Beaſt ? Tarquin's the Dragon, Neighbours, 

Tarquin's the Dragon, andthe Gods ſhall ſwinge him.. 

All, A Dragon! a Tarquin / 

1. Cit. For my part, I ſaw nothing; 

Vin. How, Rogue? why, this is Prodigy on Prodigy ! 

Down with him, knock him down ; what not ſee the Dragon? 

1, Cit, Mercy : I did, Tdid ; a huge monſtrous Dragon, 

Brut. So; not a word of this, my Maſters,not for your. lives: 
Meet me anon at the Form ; but not & word. 

Vinditius , tell *em the Tribune of the Celeres 
kntends this night to give them an Oration. 


[Exit Vendit, and Rabble.. 


Enter Lucrece, Valerius, Lucretius, Mutius, Herminius, Hos: 
ratius, Titus, Tiberius, Collatinus. 


Brut. Ha! in the open Air ? ſo near, you Gods ? 
So ripe your Judgments ? nay, then let em break , 
And burſt the hearts of thoſe that have deſerv'd them. 
Lucrece. OCollatine ! art thou come? 


Alas, my Husb. nj! O my Love! my Lord! : 


Father of bis Country, IT 
Coll. O Lnucrece ! ſee, T have obey'd thy Summons : 
T have thee in my Arms; but ſpeak, my Fair, 
Say, is all well ? 

Lucrece. Away, and do not touch me : 
Stand near, but touch me not. My Father too ! 
Lucretius, art thou here ? 

Luc. Thou ſeeſt I am, 
Haſte, and relate thy lamentable Story. 

Lucrece. If there be Gods, O, will they notrevenge me ? 
Draw near, my Lord; for ſure you have a ſhare 
In theſe ſtrange woes. Ah, Sir, what have you done ? 
Why did you bring that Monſter of Mankind 
The other Night, to curſe Collatia's walls ? 
Why did you blaſt me with that horrid Viſage, 
And blot my Honor with the Blood of Targquzin ? 

Coll, O all the Gods! 

Lucrece. Alas, they are far off; 
Or ſure they would have help'd the wretched Zycrece; 
Hear then, and tell it to the wondring World, 
 Laſtnight the Luſtful bloody Sextus came 
Late, and benighted tb Col/atza, 
Intending, as he ſaid, for Rowe next morning ; 
But in the dead of Night, juſt when ſoft ſleep 
Had ſeal'd my eyes, and quite becalm'd my Soul, 
Methought a horrid yoice thus thunder'd in my ear, 
' Lucrece, thou'rt mine, ariſe and meet my Arms : 
When ſtrait I wak'd, and found young Tarquzin by me, 
His Robe unbutton'd, red and ſparkling eyes, 
The fluſhing blood that mountedin his face, 
The trembling eagerneſs that quite devour'd him, 
With only one grim Slave that held a Taper, 
At that dead ſtilneſs of the murd'ring Night 
Sufficiently declar'd his horrid purpoſe. 

Coll. O, Lucrece, O! 

Lucrece, How is it poſſible to ſpeak the Paſſion 
| The fright, the throes, and labour of my Soul ? 

Ah, Collatine ! half dead turn'd away {6 
Tohidz my ſhame, my anger, and my bluſhes, 
While he at firſt with a diflſembled mildneſs 
Attempted on my Honor ; 
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But haſtily repuls'd, and with diſdain, 
He drew his Sword, and locking his left hand 
Faſt in my hair, he held it to my breaſt : | 
Proteſting by the Gods, the'Fiends and Furies, 
If 1 refus'd him he would give me death ; 
And ſwear he found me with that ſwarthy Slave 
Whom he would leave there murder'd by my fide. 
Brut, Villain! Damn'd Villain ! 
Lucrece. Ah Collatine ! Oh Father! Junius Brutus ! 
All that are kin to this diſhonor'd blood, 
How will you view menow ? Ah, how forgive me ? 
Yet think not,  Col/atzne, with my laſt tears, 
With theſe laſt ſighs, theſe dying groans, I beg you 
I do Conjure my Love, my Lord, my'Husband, 
Ol think me not conſenting once in thought, 
Tho he in aC poſleſs'd his furious pleaſure : 
For, oh, the name, the name of an- Adultreſs !——— 
But here faint ;, Olrhelpme : 
Imagine me, my Lord, but what T was, 
And what TI ſhortly ſhall be ; cold and dead. 
Coll. Oh you avenging Gods ! :Lucrzcez my Love, 
I {wear I do not thiak-thy;;Souhconſenting,: 
And therctore I forgive thee. AL 
Lacrece. Al, my Lord! _ _ 
Were I tolive, how ſhould T-anſwer this? 
All that F ask.you;now-isto:Revenge me.; 
Revenge me Father sHtisband,, Ob revenge'me : 
Revenge me, Brutus ;, you his :Sbns reveppe'me;;: * - 
Herminius, Mutius, thou Horatins too, 
And thou Valerius ;*all ; revenge meall : 
Revenge the Honor:;of the. Raviſh'd Zucrece. 
All. We wlll Revenpge-thee, 3113 13{15124 451 
Lucrece. Tthank you all; Ithank you;\nobleRomans 
And that my life, tho well I know you'wlthiir, 
May not hereafter ever'give example 
To any that, like me, fall: be diſhonor'd, 
To live beneath fo loath'd an Infamy: ; | 
Tus I for ever loſe.it, thusſet:free-:: 
My Soul, my Lite and Honour all together : 
Revenge me; Oh Revenge, Revenge,Revenge. [ Dyes, 
Lu, 


Father of "bis Conntry. 


Luc. Strook to the heart, already motionleſs. 

Coll. O give me way C[mbalm her with my tears ; 
For who has that propriety of Sorrow ? 

Who dares toclaim an equal ſhare with me? 

Brut. That, Sir, darel ; and every Roman here. 
What now ? at your laments ? your puling Sighs ? 
And Womans drops ?. Shall theſe quit ſcores for blood ?. 
For Chaſtity, for Roe, and violated Honor ? 

Now, by the Gods, my-Soul diſdains your tears : 
There's not a common Harlot in the Shambles 
But for a Drachma ſhall out-weep you all, 
Advance the Body nearer :. See, my Lords, 
Behold, you dazled Romans, from the wound 
Of this dead Beauty, thus I draw the Dagger, 
All ſtain'd and reeking-with her Sacred blood, 
Thus to my lips I put the Hallow'd blade, 

To yours Lucretius, Collatinus yours, 

To yours Herminius, Mutius, and Horatius; * 
And yours, Valerius : kiſs the Ponnyard round : 
Now joyn your hands with'mine, and'ſfwear, ſwear all,. 
By this chaſt Blood, chaſt ere the Royal Villain 
Mixt his foul Spirits with the ſpotleſs Maſs, 
Swear, and-let-all the Gods be witneſſes, 

That you with me will driverproud T2ayguzn out, 
His Wife , th'Imperial Fary, and her Sons, 

With all the Race ; drive 'em with Sword and Fire - 
To the World's limits, Profligate accurſt : 

Swear from this time never to ſuffer them, 

Nor any other King toReign in Rome. 

All, We Swear. | 

. FB#rut. Well have you ſworn : and Oh, methinks I fee. 
The hovering Spirit of the Raviih'd Matron - 

Look down; She bows her Airy head to bleſs you, . 

And Crown ttVauſpicious Sacrament with ſmiles. 

Thus with her Body high expos'd to view, 

March to the Forum with this Pomp of Death. 

Oh Lucrece ! Oh! 

When to the Clouds thy Pile of Fame is rais'd 

While Rowe is Free thy Memory ſhall be prais'd :: 

Senate and People, Wives and Virgins all, 


Shall 
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Shali once a year before thy Statue fall ; 
Curſing the Tarquins, they thy Fate ſhall mourn-: 


But, when the thoughts of Liberty return, 
Shall bleſs the happy hour when thou wert born. [ Exenunt, 


ACT EE SUCE.1 
The Forum. 


Tiberius, Fabritius, Lartius, Flaminias. 


As you are Romans, and oblig'd by Tarquzyn, 
I dare confide in you ; I fay again, 
TholI could not refuſe the Oath he gave us, 
I diſapprove my Father's undertaking : 
I'm Loyal to the laſt, and fo will ſtand, 
I am in haſte, and muſt to Tx/1:2. 
Fab. Leave me, my Lord, to deal with the Multitude. 
Tib. Remember this in ſhort. A King is one 
To whom you may complain when you are wrong'd ; 
The Throne lies open in your way for Juſtice : 
You may be angry, and may be forgiven. 
There's room for favor, and for benefit, 
Where Friends and Enemies may come together, 
Have preſent hearing, preſent compoſition, 
Without recourſe to the Litigious Laws ; 
Laws that are cruel, deaf, inexorable.. 
That caſt the Vile and Noble altogether ; 
Where, if you ſhould exceed the bounds of Order, 
There is no pardon : O, 'tis dangerous, 
To have all Actions judg'd by rigorous Law. 


"EF Abritins, Lartius, and Flaminius, 


1 £ , What, 
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What, to depend on Innocence alone, 
Among ſo many Accidents and Errors 
That wait on human life ? Conſider it ; 
Stand faſt, be Loyal : I muſt to the Queen. [ Exif. 
Fab. A pretty Speech, by Mercury / Look you , Lartias , 
when the words lye like a low Wreſtler, round, cloſe and fliorr, 
ſquat, pat and pithy- 
Lar. But what ſhould we do here, Fabr#t:#s ? the Multitude: 
will tear us in pieces. 
Fab. *Tis true, Layrtius, the Multitude is a mad thing; a 
ſtrange blunder-headed Monſter, and very unruly : But elo- 
uence is ſuch a thing, a fine, moving , florid; pathericat 
Speech ! But ſee, the Hydra comes: let me alone ; fear nor, I 
ſay, fear not. 
[ Enter Vinditius, with Plebeians. 
Vin. Come, Neighbours, rank your ſelves, plant-your ſelves, 
fet your ſelves in Order ; the Gods are very angry, Fl ſay thar 
for *em: pough , pough, I begin to ſweat already; and they? 
find us work enough to day, I'll tell you that, And to ſay 
truth, I never lik'd Tarquzin, before I ſaw the Mark in his fore. 
head : for look you, Sirs, I am.a true Commonwealths-man 
and: do-not naturally love Kings, ttio- they be: good ; for why 
ſhould any one man have more power than the People ? Is he 
bigger, or wiſer than the People ? Has he more Guts, or more 
Brains than the People > What can he do for the People, that 
the People can't do for them ſelves? Can he make Corn 
row in a Famine ? can he give us Rain in Drought ?: or make 
our Pots boil, tho the Devil piſs in the Fire ? | 
1. Cit, For my part, hate all Courtiers ; and TthinkT have 
reaſon for't. 
Vin. Thou reaſon! Welb, Taylor , and what's thy rea- 
fon ? 
1. Cit. Why , Sir, there was a Crew of 'em t'other Night 
got: drunk-, broke my windows, and handled my wite. | 
Vin, How Neighbours ? Nay, now the Fellow has reaſon , 
look you: his wife handled! why, this isa matter- of mo- 
ment, 
i. Cit. Nay, Iknow there were ſome of the Princes, for I 
heard Sex/us his name.- 


Vin. 
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Vin. T, 1, the King's Sons, my life for't ; ſome of the King's 
Sons, Well, theſe roaring Lords never do any good among us 
Citizens: they are ever breaking the Peace, running 1n our 
Debts, and ſwindging our waves. 
Fab. How. long at l:ngth, thou many-headed Monſter, 
You Bulls, and Bears, you roaring Beaſts and Bandogs, 
Porters and Coblers, Tinkers, Taylors, all 
You Raſcally Sons of VV hores in a Civil Government, 
How long, I ſay, dare you abuſe our patience ? 
Does not the thought of Rods and Axes fright you ? 
Does not our preſence, ha, theſe eyes, theſe taces 
Strike you with trembling ? Ha! 

Vin, VVhy, what have we here? a very Spit-fire, the 
Crack-fart of the Court. Hold, let me ſee him nearer : 
yes, Neighbours, this is one of 'em, one of your roaring 
Squires that poke us in the night, beat the V Vatch,and deflowr 
our VVives. I know him Neighbours, for all his bouncing and 
his ſwearing ; this is a Court-Pimp, a Baud, one of Tarquin's 
Bauds. 

Fab. Peace thou obſtreperous Raſcal ; I am a man of Honor. 
Oneof the Equeſtrian Order ; my name Fabritins, 

Vin. Fabritius ! Your Servant, Fabritius. Down with 
him. Neighbours ; an upſtart Rogue; this is he that was 
the Queen's Coachman, and drove the Chariot over her Fa- 
ther's Body : Down with him, down» with 'em all ; Bauds , 
has Pandars, 

ab. O mercy, mercy, mercy! 

Vin. Hold, Neighbours, hold : as we are preat, let us be 
juſt. You, Sirrah; you of the Equeſtrian Order, Knight ? 
now, by Jove, he has the look of a Pimp; I find we can't 
ſave him. Riſe, Sir Knight; and tell me before the Ma- 
zeſty of the People , what have you to ſay, that you 
ſhould not have your neck broke down the Tarpeian 
Rock, your Body burnt, and your Aſhes thrown in the 
Tiber * 

Fab, Oh! oh! oh! 

Vin, ACourtier ! a Sheep biter. Leave off your blubbering, 
and confeſs, 

Fab. Oh! I will confeſs, I will confeſs, 


Vn, 


Father. of bis Comitry. 17 
Vin; Anſwer me then. Was not you onee the Queen's 
Coachman ? | N | 

Fab. I was, I Was. 

Vin, Did you ndt drive her Chariot oyer the Body of her Fa- 

ther, the dead King Tullzs ? 

Fab. 1 did, I'did : thoit went 2g2inſt my Conſcience, | 

Vin. $6 much the worſe, --Have you hot;fiace abuſed the ggod 
People, by ſedugipg the Citizens Wives to. Court; tor the King's 
Sons ? have you not by your Bayds tricks, been the: occ & on of 
their making aſſault on the Bodies of many a virtuous diſpos'd 

Gentlewoman ? 

Fb. T have, I have.--.. 

Vin. Have you not wickedly :held-! the: Door « while the 
Daughters of the wiſe Citizens have. had their Vellels broken 
up ? 

rub, Oh, I confeſs, many a time and often.” 

Vis. For all which Services/toyous Princes, |and: ſo highly 
deſerving of the Commonwealth, pants receiv the Dor 
of Knighthood ? | | | 

Fab, Mercy, mercy : I confeſs it all. | 

Vin. Hitherto I have helpt you to ſpell.; now pray put toge- 
or or your ſelf; and confeſs the whole matter in three 
words. 

Fab. I was at firſt the Son bf 4 Car-man. , came to the honor 
of being Tu#i4's Coachman, have been a Pimp, and remain a 
Knight at the mercy of the People, | 

in, Well, I am mov'd, my bowels are ſtir'd : take 'em a- 
way, and let *em only be hang'd : Away with 'em, away with 
'em. 

Fab. Oh mercy * help, help. 

Vin. Hang 'em, Rogues, Pimps; hang 'em I fay. Why, 
look you, Neighbours , this is Law, Right , and Juſtice : this 
Is the Peoples Law; and I think that's better than the Arbi- 
trary power of Kings, Why, here was Trial, Condemnati- 
on, and Execution, without more ado. Hark , hark; what 
have we here ? look. look, the Tribune of the Celeres / Bring 
torth the Pulpit, the Pulpit. | 


Trumpets 
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Lucins Punini Brutze.; 


Trumpets ſound a dead March. 


Emer Brutus, Valetius, Herminias, Mutius, Horatius, Lucretius, 
Collatinus, Tiberius, Titus : wth ihe Body of: Luerece. 


"Val. Teharge you Fathers, Paoen, Romans, Friends, 


Magiſtrates, all you People; heat Falerins.  . -- 
This day, O-Romans, is & ddy of wonders,. - 

The villanies of Turgnin are compleat : 

Tolay whoſe Vices open to your view, 

To give you Reaſons for his Baniſhment, - - 

With the ExpolfidnwP his-Wicked Race gt © | 
Th&Gods Have thoſthiDuein; Twins Britns, 
The ſtupid, ſenſleſs, and illiterate Brutus, 

Their Orator in thisprofpious Cauſe : 

Let him aſeard, -and Sileviee be/Proclaim'd. 


011 8.9% Bru; a Brutas, i BYarns 7 Silenee there ; 


Silence, I ſay, Silence on pain of death. 
Brut. Patricians, People; Friends, and Romans all, 

Had dt tfinſpiring GodsÞy wonder brought me © *- 
From clouded Sence; tothis full Day-of Reaſon; 
Whence, with a Prophets proſpect, I behold 

The State of Rome, afidDanger of the World ; 
Yet in a Cauſe like this, methinks the weak, 
Enervate, ſtupid Brutus might ſuffice : © 

O the eternal Gods ! "Þrinp but the Statues 

Of Rorhnlus and Numa, plant *em here- 

On either hand of this cold Roman Wife, 

Only to ſtand and point that public wound ; - 

O Romans, oh, what ufe would be of Tongues ! 
What Orator need-ſpeak while they were by 7 
Would fiot the Majelty of thole durhb-Forms 

Inſpire your Souls; and Arm you for the Cauſe ? 
Would you not curfe the Author of the murder, 

And drive him from the Earth with'Sword and Fire ? 
But where, methinks I hear the People ſhout, 
I hcar the cry of Rome, where is the Monſter ? 
Br.ng Targquin forth, bring the Deſtroyer out, 
By whoſe curs'd off-ſpring, Luſtful Bloody Sextrs, 


This 


Father of bi Cornry. -19 


This perfect mould of Roman Chaſtity, 
This Star of ſpotleſs and immortal Fame, 
This pattern tor all Wives, the Roman Lucrece 
Was touly brogghn, to a diſaſtrous end, | 
Vjn.O,Neighbours,oh ! I bury'd ſeven Wives witliout crying, 
Nay, FE never —_ before j inall my life. © 
Brut. O the Immortal Gods, and thou great Stayer 
Of falling Rome, if to his own Relations; 
(For Collatinus is a Tarquintoo). 
If wrongs ſo great tothem, to his own þload ; 
What then to us, the Nobles andthe Commons? if 
Not to remember you of his paſt Crimes, | 
The black Ambition of his furious Queen, 
Who drove her Chariotthrough the Cyprean Street 
On ſuch a damn'd Defign; a5:Mmight;bave turo'd . 
The Steeds of Day, and;{þack i ——— Goos,.. 163] 
Bleſt as they are, my 1yae afis moman -. | 


Add yet to this, oh !. a is berrjtlevgheer 

Of all the Princesof. ” 

Invading Fundamenta Nig pro's Jy gs fat. 

Breaking the ET 5: GL Wc. 

With poli NO ARIES Arbitrary-aalt 2:19.) 4c bo 5 
Andthoſe A were before. dipaten'd 6-24 A ed 


In public by i Fat "went now are forc'd. 
To his own alace, there tobe determin 4 l ; i, 


As he, and his Porrenipus Connalpleaſe, 
But then for YOu. . 


Vin. I, for the Pe le, come | RA 
And then, my Mirmydons, to ok with hy 

Brut. 1 ſay,it thus the Nobles have been wron , 
What Tongue can ſpeak the grievance of the Paople ? 

Vin. Alas, poor People! + 

Brut. You that were once a free-born People, fam'd 
In his Forefathers days for Wars abroad, 
The Conquerars of the World 5-.Oh Rome ! Oh = 
What are you now ? what has the Tyrant made you 
The Slaves, the Beaſts, the Aﬀes of ithg Earth, , 
The Soldiers of the \ MechanicLaborers, 
Drawers of Water,” Task ers,. Timber-fellers, - 
Yok'd you like Bulls, his very Jades for luggage, 
| D 2 Drove 


'20 I ucins-Fining Brutus ; 
Drove you with Scourges downto dig in Quarries, 
To cleanſe his Sinks, the Seavengers o'th* Court : 
While his lewd Sons, tho not on work ſo hard, 
Employ'd your Daughters and your Wives at home. 

Vin. Yes marry did they. - | | 
Brut, Oall the Gods? what'are you Romans ?' ha ? 
Tf this be: true, why have you been ſo backward ? 
' Oh fluggiſh Souls ! Oh fall of former Glory! 
That would not rouze unleſs a Woman wak'd you ! 
- Behold ſhe comes, and calls you to revenge her ; 
Her Spirit hovers in the Air, and cries © 
To Arms, to Arms ; drive, drive the Targuzns out. 
Behold this Dagger, taken from her wound, 
She bidg you fix this Trophee on your Standard, 

This Ponnyard which ſhe flab'd into her heart, | 
And bear her Body in your Battels front : - 

Or will you ſtay till Taxyguin does retiirn, ' © 
To ſee your Wives and Children drag'd about, 

Your Houſes burnt, the Temples all profan'd,, 

The City fill'd with Rapes, Adulterieg, 

all the Shores © - 


The T:ber choak'd with Bodies, | ates 

And neighb'ring Rocks beſmear'd with Romanbloog? 
Vin. Away, away+4. tetsburn hisPalace firſt! ' . 
Brut. Hold, hold, my Friends. - As Fhave been th' Inſpirer. 

Of this moſt juſt Revenge; ſo'T intreat you, | 

Oh worthy Romans, take-me with you ſtill: - © 

Drive Tulia out, and all of Targuzin's Race; © ©) + 

Expel *em without Damage to theirperſons, ' / 

Tho not without reproach.  V7inditzus, you | 

T truſt in this. So proſper usthe Gods, 

Proſper our Cauſe, proſper the Commonwealth, 

Guard and Defend the Liberty of Rome. at 
Vin. ' Liberty, Liberty, Liberty. en 
Alj. Liberty, &c, - < [Exenmt:. 
Val. O' Brutus, as'a God; we all ſurvey thee ; . | 

Eet then the Gratitude we ſhould ex b 

'Beloſt in Admiration: Well we know! -' 

Virtue like thine, ſo fierce; ſolike the Gods, 

That more than thou-prefents'we could not bear;. 

Looks-with. diſdain on Ceremonious honors ;, 


Theres- 


Father of bis Comitry: 


Therefore accept in ſhort the thanks of Rome : 
Firſt with our Bodies thus we worſhip thee, 
Thou Guardian Genizs of the Commonwealth, 
Thou Father and Redeemer of thy Country ; 
Next we, as Friends, with equal Arms embrace thee; 
That Brutus'may remember, tho-his vertue 
Soar to the Gods, he is a Roman (ill, * 
Brut. And whenl amnot ſo, or once in thought. 
Confpire the Bondage of ' my Country-men, 


Strike me you, Gods; tear me, O Romans, piece-meal, 


And let your Brutus be more loath'd than. Targuin.. 
But now to thoſe Aﬀairs that want a views - 
Imagine then the fame of what is-done 
Has reach'd to Ardeaz whence the trembling King, 
By Guilt and Nature quick and apprehenſive, 
With a bent brow comes poſt for his Revenge 
To make examples of the Mutiniers : 
Ler him come on. Lacyretzus, to your care: 
The charge and'cuſtody of Rome is given ;: 
While we, with all the Force that.caq be rais'd 
Waving the Tarquins on the.common Road, 
Reſolve to joyn the Army at the Camp, 
What thinks YValer:ius of the conſequence ?. | 
Val. As of alucky hit. There is a number: 
Of Malecontents that wiſh for ſuch a time :. 
I think that only ſpeed is- neceſſary - _ 
To Crown the wholtevent. 
Byut. Go then your ſelf,. 
With theſe Aſſiſtants, and mal inſtant-head: 
Well as you can, numbers will not be wanting, 
To Mars his Field : I have but ſome few Orders: 
To leave with Tits, that muſt be diſpers't, 
And Brutus ſhall attend you. , 


» 


Val.The Gods dire&.you: [Exeunt with the Body of Luerece.. 


Manent Brutus, Titus.. . 
Brut, Titus, my Son? 
Tit. My ever honor'd Lord. 
Brut. Ithink, my Titus, "OE 
Nay,.by the Gods, I dare proteſt it- to thee, 
Hove thee more than any of my Children..: 
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Tit. How, Sir, ok how, my Lotd, have I deſerv'd it? 

Brut. Therefore I love thee more, becauſe, my Son, 
Thou baſt deſerv'd iz; for, to ſpeak ſincerely, 
"There's ſuch a ſweetneſs ſtill in all thy manners, 

An Air ſoopen, anda brow focclear, - 
A temper ſo remov'd'from Villany, 
With ſuch a manly plainneſs in thy dealing, 
That not tolove thee, O my Son, my Tits, 
Were to be envious of fo great a Vertue. 

Tit. O, att the Gods; where will this kindneſs end? 
Why do you thus,  O:my' too gracions Lord, 8 - 
Diſlolve at once the being that you gave me ; 

Unleſs you mean to ſcrew meto performance 
Beyond the reachof Man ? 4% 
Ah why, my Lord, do you oblige me more, - 
Than my humanity cat &'rerettrn'? 


Brut. Yes, T:tus, thou conceivft thy Father right, 


I find our Genij know each other well ; 

And Minds, my Son, of our uncommon make 
When once the Mark'siin view, never ſheot wide, 
But in a Line come level twthe White,” © + 
And hit the very heart of 6ur Deſign: :* 

Then, to the Shocking purpoſe. Once agaiu 

I fay, I ſwear, I love thee, O my 'Son ;- 

Hike thy Frame, the Fingersof the Gods 

I ſee have left their Maſtery upon-thee, © 
They have been tapering up thy RomanForm, 
And the Majeſlick prints at large appear': ' | - + 
Yet ſomething theychave left'for me to finith, 
Which thus I preſfs:thee to, thus in my Arms 

I faſhion thee; T mould thee tomy: heart, 


What? doſt thou kneel? nay;,{tand upnow a Roman, - 


Shake from thy Lids that dew that hangs upon *em, 
And anſwer to.ttauſterity'of my Vertue. 
- Tz. It I muſtdye, you Geds; I am prepar'd : 
Let then my Fate ſuffice ; but do not rack me 
With ſomething more. e004 
Brut. Titus, as 1 rerhember, < 

You told me you were Marry'd. ” 

 TZit. My Lord, I did .- 


» 
ES 


Brut, 


Father of bis Gountry: 


LE, 


Brat. To Teraminta, Tarquin's natural Daughter: L *0 1; 


Tit. Moſt true, my Lord, to that poor vertuous 
Your T:tus, $ir, your moſt unhappy Son, - 
Is joyn'd for ever.. 
Brut. No, Titus, not for ever. 
Not but I know the Virgin beautiful ; 
For I did oft converſe her, when I ſeem'd- 
Not to converſe atall; Yet more, my Son, 
Ithink her chaſtly goodymoſt ſweetly fram'd,. 
Without the ſmalleſt Tin@ure of her Father ;. | 
Yet, Titus, Ha! what, man ? what, all intears ?] 
Art thou fo ſoft, that only faying yet 


2 
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Has daſh'd thee thus ? nay, then I'll plunge thee down, 


Down to the bottom of this-fooliſh Stream- © 


Whoſe brink thus makes thee tremble. No, my Son, 


If thou art mine, thou art not Teraminta's ; 
Or, if thou art, I ſwear thou mult not. be, 
Thou ſhalt not be hereafter. 
Tit, Othe Gods! - 
Forgive me, Blood and Daty, all reſpects 
Due to a Father's name : not Teramintd's / 
Brut. No, by the Gods I{ſwear, not Teraminta's. 
No, Titus, by tl'eternal Fates, that hang 
T hope auſpicious o're the head of Rome,. 
Tl! grapple with thee on this ſpot of Earth 
About this Theam, till one of us fall dead :. 
I'll truggle with thee for this point of Honor, 
And tug with Teraminta for thy heart 
As have done for Rome : yes, cre we patt, 
Fix'd as you are by Wedlock joyn'd faſt, 
FlI ſet you far aſunder :. nay, on this, 
This ſpotted blade, bath'd in the blood of Zacyece, 
Fll make thee ſwear on this thy Wedding night 
Thou wilt not touch thy Wie. .. | | 
Tit. Conference, heart and bowels, 
AmlI a man? have my fleſhrabout me ? 
Brut, I know thou haſt too much of Fleſh about thee 
'Tis that, my. Son, that and thy Blood I fear 
More than thy Spirit, which is truly Roman : 
But let the heated Chanels of thy Veins 


» 
y 


Boil 
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Boil o're ; ſtill am obſtinate in this: - 
Thou ſhalt renounce thy Father or thy Love. 
Either reſolve to part with Teraminta, + 
To ſend her forth, with Tula, to her Father, 
Or ſhake hands with me, part, and be accurs'd ; 
Make me believe thy Mother play'd me falſe, 
And, in my abſence, ſtampt thee with a'Tarquir. 
Tit. Hold, Sir, I doconjure you by the Gods, 
Wrong not my Mother, tho you doom me dead ; 
Curſe me not till you hear whatlI reſolve, _ 
Give me alittle time to rouze my Spirits, 
To muſter all the Tyrant-man about me, 
- All that is fierce, auſteer, and greatly cruel 
To Titus and his Teraminta's ruin, 
Brut. Remember me ; look on thy Father's ſufrings, 
What he has born for twenty rowling years ; 
If thou haſt nature, worth, or honour in thee, | 
The contemplation of my cruel labours 
Will ſtir thee up to this new act of glory : 
Thou want'ſt the Image of thy Father's wrongs ; 
O take it then, refleed with the warmth 
Of all the tenderneſs that I can give thee : 
Perhaps it ſtood in a wrong light before ; 
T'll try all ways to place it to advantage. 
Learn by my rigorous Roman Reſolution 
To ſtiffen thy unharraſs'd Infant vertue : 
I do allow thee fond, young, ſoft, and gentle, 
Train'd by the Charms of one that is moſt lovely ; 
. Yet, Zitus, this muſt all be loſt, when Honor, 
When Rowe, the World, and the Gods come to claim us : 
Think then thou hear'(t *em cry, obey thy Father ; 
If thou art falſe, or p:rjur'd, there he ſtands 
Accountable to us; hut ſwear t'obey ; 
Implicitly believe him, that, if ought 
Be {worn amiſs, thou may'{t have nought to anſwer. 
1:t, What is it, Sir, that you would have me (wear, 
That I may ſcape your Curſe, and gain your bleſſing ? 
Brut. That thou this night will part with Teraminta, 
For once again I ſwear, if here ſhe ſtayes, 
What for the hatred of the Multitude. 


Father of bis Comttry... 


And my Reſolves to drive out oa SRace, 
Her perſon is not ſafe. 
Tit, Here, take me, Sir'; 
Take me before I cool : I ſwear this hight 
That I will part with (Oh!) my: Teraminta. 
Brut. Swear too, and by the.Sout of Raviſh'd, Lucrece, 
Tho on thy Bridal nigh, 'thou-wilt not touch her, 
Tit, I ſwear, ev'n by the Soul of her you nam'd, 
The Raviſh'd Lucrece, Oh th' Immort Gods! 
I will not touch her. _ - 
Brut. So ; I wruſt thy Virtoe: - 
And, by the Gods, L <hiank-thee for the Comme: 
Once more, with all the bleſſings I can;give thee, 
I take thee to my arms ; thus on my breſt, 
The hard and rugged Pillow of thy. Honor, 
I wean thee fromtliy' Love : Farewel; befaſt 
To what thou *ſt ſworn, and Fam thinefor ever. LExtt. 
Tit. folus. To bers thou 't-ſworn ! Oh Heaven: and Earth 
What have I ſworn? fo part with Teramimia? (what's that? 
To part with ſomething dearer to my heart 
Than my Life's drops? What? not this night enjoy her ? 
Renounce my Vows, the Rights, the Dues of Marriage, 
Which now gave her, and the Prieſt was witneſs; 
Bleſs'd with a floud that ſtream'd from both our eyes, 
And ſeal'd with Gghs, and ſmiles, and deathleſs kiſles ; 
Yet after this to ſwear thou wilt not touch her / 
Oh, all the Gods, I did forſwear my felf 
In ſwearing that, and will forſwear again : 
Not touch her ! O thou perjur'd Braggard ;. where, 
Where are thy Vaunts, thy *Proteſtations now ? 
Enter Teraminta. 
She comes to ſtrike thy ſtaggering Duty pom: 
'Tisfall'n, *tis gone ; : Oh, Teraminra, come; !: 15.1 ©: | 
Come to my arms thon only joy of Titus, _ WM 
Huſh to my cares, thou maſs of -hoarded ſw ects," 
Selected hour of all Life's nappy moments z | 
What ſhall I ſay tozthee 2: 139 O10! op M824) agg? 
Ter. Say any thing 3 | [ 20: VE 710) 
For while yqu ſpeak, he. fudden Fw 7 91 £0109 24411 
la ſc [pight of all the horrorthat Ro me, -' 
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Falls upon every frighted faculty '- -. | 
And puts my Soul in Tune. O, Titus, Oh! 
Methinks my Spirit ſhivers in her houſe, 

Shrugging,as if the long'd tobe art reſt ; 

W1th this foreſight, -todye thus 1n your arms 

Were to prevent a world of following ills. 

Ter. Whatills, my Love ? what power has Fortune now 

But we can brave ? 'Tis true, my Zeraminia 

The Body of the World is out bf frame, 

The vaſt diſtorted limbsare on the Rack . 

And all the Cable Sinews ſtretch!dtoburſting, © - | 
The Blood ſerments, and the Majeſtick Spirit, 
Like Hercules in the invenom'd Shirt, © 

Lies in a Fever on the horrid Pile : - 

My Father, like an ZEſcalaprus A 

Sent by the Gods, comes boldly to the Cure ; 

But how, my Love? by vidkeat:Remedics, 

And ſaies that Rome, ere yetihe can be well, 
'Muſt purge and caſt, purge all th' infected humors. 
Through the whole maſs; and vaſtly, - vaſtly bleed, 

Ter. Ah, Titus ! I my ſelf but now beheld _ 

Th' expulſion of rhe Queen, driv'n from her Palace 
By the inrag'd and madding Multitude ; | 
And hardly ſcap'd my ſelf rofind you here. 

Tit. Why, yet, my Teraminta, we may ſmile. 
Come then to bed, ere yet the night deſcends 
With her black wings to brood o're all the World. 
Why. what care we ? terus emoy thoſe pleaſures 
The Gods have giv'n; lock'd in each others arms 

We'll lye for ever thus, and laugh et Fate. 

Ter. No, no, my Lord; there's more than you have nam'd, 
There's ſomething at your heart that I muſt find ; 
1 claim it with the priviledge of a Wife : 

Keep cloſe your joys ; but for your griefs, my 7:tus, - 
I muſt not, will not lofe my ſhare in them, 

Ah, the good Gods; what is it ſtirs you thus ? 

Speak, ſpeak, my Lord, or Teraminta dies. 

Oh Heav'ns, he weeps ! nay, then upon my knees 

I thus conjure you ſpeak, or giveme death. 
Tit. Riſe, Teraminta. Ob, if I thould ſpeak 


What 


Farbinof bw Cuumtry: \ 


What I have raſhly ſworn agtinft my Loye, 

] fear that I ſhould give thee death indeed. 
Ter. Againſt your Love! No, that'simpoſſible ; 

I know your God-like truth,: nay, ſhould you ſwear, 

Swear to me now that you forſwore your Love, 

I would not credit it, No, no, my Lord, 

| ſee, I know, Ireadit in youreyes, 

Youlove the wretched Teraminta ſtill : 

The very manner of your hiding it, 

The tears you ſhed, your backwardneſs to ſpeak, 

What you affirm you fwore againſt your Love 

Tell me, my Lord, you love me rtiore than ever. 
Tit. By all the Gods, I do : Oh, Teraminta, 

My heart's diſcerner,, whether wilt thou drive me ? 

[ll tell thee then. My Father wrought me up 

I know not how, to ſwear I know not what, 

That I would ſend thee hence with Tu#13,' | 

Swear not to touch thee, though myWife ; yet, Oh, 

Had'ſt thou been by thy ſelf, and butbeheld vim, ' (2b 

Thou would'ſt-have thonght, ſuch was his Majeſty, 

That the Gods LP troin his awful eyes, 


And Thunder'd-from his tonigne, ' 
Ter, No more, my. Lord: - , 

I do conjure you by all thoſe Powers 

Which we invok'd together at the Altar ; 

And beg you by the love I know you bear me, 

Tolet this paſſion trouble you no farther ; 

No, my dear Lord, my honor'd God-like Husband, 

I am your Wife, and one that ſecks your Honor : "> 

By Heaven, I would have ſworn you thus my ſelf. 

What, on the ſhock of Empire, on the turn 

Of State, and univerſal change of things, 

Tolye at home and languiſh for a Woman ! 

No, Titus, he that makes himſelf thus vile, 

Let him not dare pretend to ought that's Princely ; 

But be, as all the Warlike World ſhall judge him, 

The Droll of th' People and the ſcorn of Kings, 

Enter Horatius. = 

Hor. My Lord, your Father gives you thus in Charge, 


Remember what you ſwore : the —_ is ready ; 
_ 


And 
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And Iam ordered to conduct your Bride, 
While ws attend your Father. 

Tit, Teraminta /! 
Then wc oF part, 

Tey. We mult, we muſt, my Lord: 
Tixrefore be ſwift, and ſnatch your ſelf away ; : 
Or 1 ſhall dye with lingring. -. 

T:t. Oh, a kiſs. 
Balmy as Cordials that recoyer. Souls ;. 
Chaſt as Maids ſighs; and keen as longing Mothers. 
Preſerve thy ſelt; , look well to that, my Love; 
Think on our Covenant: whea cither dyes, , 
The other is no more... . 

Ter. I do remember ;. 
But have no language left... | 

Tit. Yet we ſhall, MEL, | 
In ſpight of ſighs we ſhall, FO Heaven, 
Oh, Teramiptg,,once more to,my heart,.../- 
Once to my lips,. and ever to. my Soul, 
Thus the ſoit Mother, ;tho her Babe Rs 
Will have the Darling on her boſon mew 
Will.talk, and rave, and" with te Natks abi. "BTW 
And fond it ill; as if it were alive;:. _ 
Knows it-muſt go, yet ſtruggles. with eGroud?. 
And ſhrieks to ſee 'em wrap it in the $ + 


_— —  — A. 


Fatherof bis Country: 


ACT IL. SCE.E. 
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Collatinus, Tiberius, Vitellius, Aquilius.. 


Their Camp to be ſurpris'd, while Targquin here 


"I 1 expulſion of the Tarquins now muſt ſtand ;- 


Was ſcolded from our Walls !-I bluſtrto think: 
That ſuch a Maſter in [the art of War. 
Should ſo forget himſelf. 
Vit. Triumphant Brutus, - 
Like Jove whenfollow?d-by a Train of Gods; 
To mingle with the Fates and Doom the World; . 
Aſcends the Braſen-ſteps o'th' Capitol, 
With all the humming Senate at his heels ;- 
Ev*n in that Capitol whieh theKing| built: 
With the expenceof” all the Royal Tregſure : 
Ingrateful Brutus there in pomp appears, 
And ſits the Purple Judge of T7arquiz's downfal. 


A quil.But why, my-Lord, _ are ngt you there too? | 


Were you not choſen Conſul by whole-Rome ?. 
Why are you not Saluted too like him? | 
Where are your Liftors ? where your Rods and Axes ? 
Or are you but the Ape, .the Mimic God * 
Of this new Thunderer, - who opriates 
Thoſe Bolts of Power-which oughrto bedivided ? 
7:4. Now, by'the Gods, Ehate his upſtartipride, - 

His Rebel thoughts of the Imperial Race: 
His abjQ Soul that ſtoopsto-Courtthe Vulgar; 
His ſcorn of Princgs, and-his luſt to th'* People, 3 
O. Collitine, have you ngt eyestofind/him?-  ' 
Why are you rais'd, but torfetioff his honors ? : 
A Taper by the Sun;: whoſe ſickly Beans - 

O | | 
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Are ſwallow'd in the blaze of his full Glory - 
Hey like a Meteor, wades th'Abyſs of light, 
_ While your faint luſter adds but to the beard 
That aws the World. When late through Rome he paſs'd 
Fixt on his Courſer, mark'd you how he bow'd 
On this, on that fide, to the gazing heads 
That pay'd the Streets and all imboſs'd the Windows, 
That gap'd with eagerneſs to ſpeak, but could not, 
So faſt their Spirits flow*d to admiration, 
And that to joy ; which thus at laſt broke forth : 
Brutus, God Brutus, Father of thy Country : 
Hail Geaz%s, hail ! Deliverer of loſt Rome ? 
Shield of the Common wealth, and Swordof Juſtice * 
Hail, ſcourge of Tyrants, laſh for Lawleſs Kings : 
All hail they cry*d , while the long Peal of Praiſes 
Tormented with a thouſand Ecchoing cryes 
Ran like the Volly of the Gods alang, | 
Col. No more on't ; grow fick with the remembrance. 
7:6. But when you follow'd, how did their bellying Bodies 
That ventur'd from the Caſements more than half, 
Tolook at Brutus, nay,' that ſtuck like Snails _. 
Upon the Walls, and from the: Houſes tops :: 1-7 oY 
Hung down like cluſtring Bets upon each other; 11 114 4/ 
How did they all draw back at light of you 
Tolaze, andloll; and yawn, and reſt from rapture ! 
Are you a man ? have you the blood of Kings, 
And ſuffer this ? | 
Col. Ha! is he not his Father? 
T6. I grant he is. | 
Confider this, and rouz your felf at home; 30 
Commend my fire; and rail at your own flackneſs. 
Yet more ; rerheniber but your laſt diſgrace, 
When you propos'd, with reverence to the Gods, 
A King of Sacrifices ſhould be choſen, | 
And from the Confuls; did he not oppoſe you ? 
Fearing, as well he'might, your ſureeletion,, 
Saying, It ſmelt too much of 'Royalty;; - 
And that it might rub up the memory: - 
Of thoſe that lov'd the Tyrant ? Nay, yet more ; 
That if the people choſe you for the Place, 


Father of. bis Conngry- 


| The name of King would light uppn a Targain+ 
Of one that's doubly Royal, bein ES 
From two great Princes that were Kings of Rome ? 


Col, But, afterall this, whether would'{ thou drive ? 


Tb. I would to Juſtice ; for the Reſtauration 
Of our moſt.Lawtul Prince : Yes, Collatine, 
I look upon my Father as a Traytor; 

I find, that neither you, nor brave Aquz/ius, 
Nor young Vitellius, dare confide in me : 
But that you may, and firmly," tothe hazard 
Of all the World holds precious ;. once /again 
I fay, I look on Brutus as a Traytor, 

No more my Father, by th'unmortal Gods. 
And to redeem the time, to fix the King 


On his Imperial Throne, ſome means propos'd 
That ſavor of a govern'd. Policy, _ 

Where there is ſtrength and life to hope a Fortune, 
Not to throw all upon one deſperate chance ; 

I'll on as far as he that laughs at dying. 

Col, Come to my armes : O tous truly brave 
Thou may'ſt redeem the errors of thy race ! 
Aquilius, and Vitell;us, Ocmbrace him, 

And ask hispardon, that ſolong we fea r*d 
To truſt ſo rich a Virtue. But behold, 


ow ea ney 0 
Brutus appears : Youngman, be fatisfy'd, 
I ſound n 6 Politic Father to the bottom, 
Plotting the aſſumption of Valerrus, 
- He means tocaſt me from the Conſulſhip : 
But now, I heard how he Cajol'd the Pe 
With his known induſtry, aod my remillneſfs, 
That Qtill in all aur Votes, Pooeriptiggs Edids, 
Againſt the King, he found I ate fainely, 
Still cloſing every Sentence, He's a Tarquzn, 
Bru. No, my Valerius, till thou art my mate, 
Joynt maſter in thus great Authority,.. -._.. : 
However calm the face of thingsappdear, ' , - 
Rome is not fafe : by the Majeſtic 0c 
I ſwear, while Co/latine fits at the helm, 
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A Univerſal wrack.is to be fear'd : 
I have intelligence :of his Tranſactions, 
He mingles with the young hot blood of Rome, 
Gnaws himſelf mward, grudges my applauſe, 
Promotes Cabals with higheſt Quality, 
Such headlong youth as, ſpurning Laws and manners, 
Shar'd in the late Debaucheries of Sextzs, 
And therefore wifh the Tyrant-here again : 
As the ipverted Seaſons ſhock wiſe. men, 
And the moſt fixt Philofophy muſt ſtart 
Atſultry Winters, and at froſty Summers ; 
So at this moſt unnatural ſtilneſs here, Ends 
This more than midnight filence through all Rome, 
This deadneſs of diſcourſe, and dreadful Calm 
Upon ſo great a change, TT more admire 
Than if a hundred Politic heads were met, 
And nodded Mutiny to one another ; 
More fear, than if a thouſand lying Libels 
Were ſpread abroad, nay, dropt among the Senate. 
Val. I have-my ſelf employ'd a buſy Slave, 
His name Vinditinss, given him Wealth and Freedom, . 
To watch the Motions of Vitelins, 
And thoſe of the Aquilian Family : 
Vitellins has already entertain'd him ; 
And ſomething thence important may be gather'd, 
For theſe of all the youth of Quality 
Are moſt inclin'd to Tarquin and his Race, 
By Blood and Humor. | 
Brut. O, Valerius 
That Boy, obſerv'ſt thou? O, I fear, my Friend, 
He is a Weed, but rooted in my heart, 
Ape to my Stock ; if 'he'prove rank, 
By Mars, no more but thus, away with bim: 
I'll tear him from me, though the blood ſhould follow. 
Tiberius. 
Tib. My Lord? Hp 
Brut. Sirrah, no moreof that Vitellins ; 
I warn'd you too of young Aguzlirs : - ao 
Are my words wind, that thus you let *em paſs ? 
Haſt thou forgot thy Father? 


Father of bis Conntry. ' Ig 

T: b. No, m my Lord. 

Brut. Thou ly'ſt,. But tho thou ſcape a F ihe Rod, 

The Conſul's Ax may reach thee : think on that. 

I know thy Vanity, and blind Ambition ; 

Thou doſt affociate with my Enemies : 

When I refus'd the Conſul Collatine 

Tobe the King of Sacrifices ; ſtrait, 

As if thou had'ſt been ſworn his boſom Fool, 

He nam'd thee for the Office : And fince that, 

Since I refus'd thy madneſs that preferment, 

Becauſe I would have none-of Brutus Blood 

Pretend to be a King ;*thou hang'ſt thy head, 

Contriv'lt to. gu thy Father new diſpleaſure, | 

As'if Imperial Toyl were not enou 

To break my heart without thy A bedionie 

But by the Majeſty of Rome 1.fwear, 1». - | 

If efier double warning; thou deſpiſeme, 

By all the Gods, Ill caſt thee from my blood, | 

om thee to Forks and Whips'as a Barbarian, (9-7 

And leave thee to the laſhesof the Lidtor. 13 

Tarquinius Collatinns, you areſawimon'd: 

To meet the Senate on the iniftanr'time, - : Va 
Coll. Lead on : my duty is to follow Byatus. CEx, Brut” 
Ti. Now,by:thoſe-Gods with-which he menac'd me, Val, 

I Here putoff all nature ; fince heturns me - 1597 - 

Thus deſperate tothe World, I do reriounce him; Ef19P1 1 

And when we meet again he js my Fo; 12,1 24 

All Blood, : all Reverenoe; iFondnels be for; 

Like a grown Savege onthe Common wild, 

That runs atall,.and cares not who begot bim, 2s. 

IN meet oleh io Siregyand roar defiance,” 1991 00G 

As if het ne re had aurs'd reverence tO + yo D. vf0 3 ed 

el 2057 offi els =f) > » 73 

Eqver Vinditius,' w/rÞ rhe Prophe, and | | 

7220 Fetialian Prof gar! Ores 2 Lis.) 
reutb:Laureli:” So Mart #xtheir RT 
bay vs one GLO) IT WU GUPHE. ba 
AVEDA £0Y 2n0t9d om are) - there] '1 ntl! 
Vin, Make Way there, hey, news rok the Tyrant, here 
HmtEwioys , Heralds, Amballadors - 'whether in the Gods: 
Name. 
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name or in the Divels I know not ; but here they come, your: 
Fecialian Prieſts: well, good People, [ like not theſe Prieſts ; 

why, what the Devilhave they to do with State-affairs ? what 
ſide ſoever they are for; they'l have Heaven for their part, Ill! 
warrant you: they'l lug the Gods in whether they will or-no.. 

1. Pri. Hear, Jupiter; andthou, O ano, hear ;: 

Hear, O Quirinus ; hear us all you Gods * 
Celeitial, Tereſtrial, and Infernal. . 

2. Pri. Be thou, 'OrRome, our: Judge : hear all you People, 

Vin, Fine Canting;Rogues!. I'told-you how they'd be hook- 
ing the Gods in at fitſt,daſh: why, the Gods: are-their Tools. 
and Tackle; they work with Heaven 'and3Hell; and let me 
rell you, as things: go: your. Prieſts. have a hopeful Trade- 
on't. 

x. Pri, 1 come Ambaſſador te thee;.:OlRowe, + 
Sacred and Juſt, the Legate, oftheKings\ : 7-1 

2. Pri. If we demang;noit pitrpoſeto require -- 

A Stone from Rome thats contrary to Juſtice, . 
May we be ever baniſh'4-from our-Country,, : 
And never hope to taſte-thiis.vital Aire: = [3 94591 bt 

Tib. Vinaditius, lets Motimdoaway SPED 
Aquilius, with Vitellius andi\myfelf; >:': -- aged: [1 32271 
Willſtrait conduct: om eithe Capitol, 22 vi 40 bee) 

Vir. [ go, my-Lord; :but' have a care of %em : ly Rogues 
I warrant *em. Mark. that-firſt:Prieſt;::do: you. ſee how-he 
leers? a lying Elder githertrus kcaſblofvd bobyJugter;;! Come! 
my Maſters, I would thin&-iwel:of 4 Prieft; bur thavhehasn- 
Commiſſion to OY rely honed cet wa Sf 
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Tiberins i «the por yn tom berun bed oven ci "Hs 2A 
1. Pri The Gods be praisd. Thus then: thi King commends: 
\ Your generougBeſolves;; longs tobe with'yau, * 
And thoſe nog ingapid,  Divideshis heart 
AmongſtyouuyW hick(pore dearly wilkbe ſeen 
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SCENE I. 


The Senate. 


—_— ſl - 1 — 
— 
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Brut. Jy Atricians, that long ſtood, and ſcap'd the Tyrant, 
The venerable moulds of your -Forefathers, 
That repreſent the wiſdom of the Dead; *- © 
And you the Conſcript choſen for the People, 
Engines of Power, fſevereſt 'Counſcllors, 
Courts that examine _Treaſons tothe: Head: - 
All hail, The Conſul begs th* auſpicious Gods, 
And binds Q#irinus by his Tutelar Vo, - 
That Plenty, Peace, and laſting Laberty - - . -- 
May be your portion, .and'the-Lot of Rome. 
Laws, Rules, and Bounds, preſcrib'd for raging Kings, he 
Like Banks and Bulwarks forthe MatheriSeas, | +1 
Tho 'tis impoſſible they-thould prevent: -;:./ 311 
A thouſa nd dayly wracks and nightly ruins, - 
' Yet help to break thoſe rowling inundations 
Which elſe would overflow. and drown the World, 
Tarquin, to feed whoſe fathomleſs ambition. 
And Ocean Luxury, the nobleſt veins + _ 
Of all true Romans were like Rivers empty'd, 
Is cut from Rome, and now he flows full on ; 
Yet, Fathers, ought we much ta fear his ebb, 
And ſtrictly wetch the Dams that we have rais'd. 
Why ſhould I go about?: the RomanPeople - - 
All, with one voice, accuſe my fellow:Conſul.- 
Coll. The People may;l hope the Nobles will:not. 
The People ! Brutus does indulge the People: : |. 
Bru, Conſul, in what is right, -I will indulge 'em : 
And much t think ?tis better:ſo to do; - | ,{.. 1 
Than ſee *em run in Tumults through the Streets, » *: - 
Forming Cabals, Plotting agaioſt the Senate; +. ++ 1 / 
; F 2 Shutting 
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Shutting their Shops and flying from the Town, 

As if the Gods had ſent the Plague among 'em. 

I know too well, you. and your Royal Tribe 

Scorn the good Feople, ſcorn the late EleCtion, 

Becauſe we choſe theſe Fathers for the People 

To fill the place of thoſe whom Tarqurn murder'd-: 

And, tho you laugh at this, you and your Train, 

The irrcligious harebrain'd youth of. Rome, 

The 1gnoranr, rhe Slorhful, andthe Baſe ; 

Yet wiſe men know, cis very rarely ſeen, 

That a free-people thould delire the burt 

Of Comtnoa Laberty.' }No,' Coldatene, 

For thoſe deſires ariſe from-therr oppreſſion, 

Or from ſuſpicion:they are falling to ut ; 

But put the caſe that thoſe their tears were falſe, 

Ways may be foundtoredtify themr:Enrors ; 

For grant the People/ignorant of chengſelves,. 

Yet they are capable of bemgtold,. - -. | 

And will conceive a truth from worthy men :- 

From you they will not,. nor fromyour adberents; 

Rome's Inſpmous and Execrable Youth, . 

Foes to Religion andche /Commonwealth, 

To Virtue, Learning, antdiallſoþer. Arts _ 

That bring renown-andiprofit ro Mankind; : 

Such as had rather bleedibeneath a Tyrant. 

To become dreatifultorhe Populace, 

To ſpread their LuſtsandDiffolutneſs:round, 

Tho at the daily hazard of their lives; _ 

Thaa live at p2acc-in aFree Government, 

Where every man ts Malter-ofhis own, 

Sole Lord at home, and Monarch of his Houſe,. 

Where Rancor and Ambition are extinguiſh'd, 

Where Univerſal peace extends her wings, 

As if the Golden Age return'd, where all 

The People do agree, and live ſecure, 

The Nobles and the Princes lov'd and Reverenc'd, 

The World in Triumph, andthe Gods Ador'd. | 
Coll, The Conſul, ConſcriprFathers, ſaies the Peop 

For divers Reaſons, grudge the Dignity, | 

Which I poſleſs'd by general approbation; 


> 
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Thear their murmurs, an would know of Brutus _ | 
What they would have me do, what's their defire. ... © 
Bru. Take hence the Royal-name, refign thy Odſiee ;; 
Go asa Friend, and of thy own accord, ; 
Leſt thou be forc'd to what may ſeem thy will : 
The City renders thee what is thy own 
With vaſt increaſe, ſo-thou reſolve to-go; 
For till the name, the Race and Family + 
Of Tarquin Be remoy*'d; Rome is not free... 
Coll. Brutus, I yield my Office to Valerius;. 
Hoping, when Rome has try'd my faith by Exile, 
She will recal me : So the Gods preſerve you, [Exit. 
Bru. Welcome Publicela, true Son of Rome: 
On ſuch a Pilot in the rovugheſt Storm 
She may ſecurely ſleepand reſt her cares. 


_ [EnterTiberius, Aquilius, Vitellius; aud the Prieſts. 
- 1. Pri, Hear Jupiter, Quirinus, all you Gods, 

Thou Father, Judge commiſon'd for the Meſſage 
Pater Patratusfor the Embaſly, 
And Sacred Oaths which I muſtſwear for truth, 
Doſt thou Commiſſion me to ſeal the Peace, 
If peace they chooſe ; or hurl this bloody Spear- 
Half burnt 1a fire, if they inforce a War ? 

2. Pri, Speak to the Senate, and the A/hban People 
The Words of Targain : this is your Commiſſion. 

1. Pri. The King, to ſhow he has more moderation- 
Than thoſe that drove -him'from his lawful Empire, 
Demands but reſtitution of his own; 

His Royal Houſhold-ſtuff, Imperial Treaſure, 
His Gold,. his Jewels, and his proper-State 
To be tranſported where he now refides -- 

I ſwear that this is all the King requires ; 
Behold his Signet ſet upon the wax. 

'Tis Seal'd and written in theſe Sacred Tables. 
To this I ſwear ;. and as my Oath is Juſt, 
Sincere and pundtual, without all deceit, 
May Jupiter and all the Gods reward me : 

But if I a, or otherwiſe imagine, 

"Think, or deſign; than. whatTIhear-bave ſworn, 
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Pp 
All you the Ai4an People being ſafe, 
Safe in your Country, Temples, Sepulchers, 
Safe in your Laws, and praper-Houſhold Gods; 
Let me alone be ſtrook, fall, periſh, dye, 
As now this Stone:falls from my hand to.Earth. 
Bru. The things you ask being very controverſtal, 
Require ſometime. .Should we deny the Tyrant 
What was his own,'twould ſeem a ſtrange injuſtice ; 
"Tho he had never Reign'd.in Rome.; yet, Fathers, 
If we conſent to yield to his demand, 
We-give him then full. power to make .a War. 
*Tis known to you, -the Fec:altan Prieſts, 
No Ad of Senate after Sun-ſet ſtands ; 
' Therefore your offers being of great moment, 
We ſhall defer your bus'neſs till the morn : 
With whoſe firſt-dawn we ſummon all the Fathers, 
To give th' affair diſpateh. So ove prote@, 
Guard, and Defend-the Commonwealth of Rome. [ Exeunt. 
| [Manent Tibergus, Aquilius, Vitellius, Prieſts. 
. - Tib, Now to the Garden, where I'll bring my Brother : 
Fear not, my Lord; we have the means to work him; 
It cannot fail. coy La _ 
1, Pri. And you, Vitellius, haſt E 
With good Agui/ius, ſpread the news through Rome, - 
To all of Royal Spirit ; moſt to thoſe 5 
Young Noble men that us'd. to range with Sextus ! 
Perſwade a reſtitution of the King, | 
Give 'em the hint to let him in by. night, - 
And joyn their Forces with th'ImperialTroops, - 
For 'tis a ſhove a puſh of Fate mull bear it, © - / 
For you, the Hearts and Souls of enterpriſe, - 
I need not urge a reaſon after-:this : 9 
What good can come of ſuch a Government :. -: -_ 
Where tho two Conſuls, wiſe.and able perſons, 
As are throughout the World, it at the helm, . 
A very trifle cannot be refolv'd;: > +: +> . -- - 
 ATrick, a Start, a Shaddow of a buſineſs, 18 
That would receive diſpatchin balf a minute: |: 4 1 
Were the Authority but rightly plac'd, - , ;- ; 13:24 
In Rome's moſt lawful King ?- But now-nomore ; | 


F whe _m_ bi POM 


The- Fec:aljan Garden is the place, 
Where more of our ſworn FunCtion will be ready - 
To help the Royal Plot : diſperſe, and proſper. 


% 
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SCENE HI. 
T be Fecialian Garden; 


Titus ſolus. 


Tit.COHe's gone ;.and I ſhall never ſee her more: 
Gone to the- Camp, to theharſh trade of War, 

Driven from thy bed, juſt warm within thy breſt,. 

Torn from her harbor by thy Father's. hand,. 

Perhaps to ſtarve uporrthe barren plain, _ | 

Thy Virgin-Wite,. the: very bluſh of. Maids, - 

The ſofteſt boſom ſweet, and not enjoy'd : . 

O the Immortal Gods / andas ſhe went, 

How er'e ſhe ſeem'd to bear our parting well, P 

Methought ſhe mixt her mel rip wrict diſdain, -' 

A caſt of anger through her:Shining tears-: 

So to abuſe her hopes, and blaſt her wiſhes, .. 

By making her my Res but not a Woman $i 


"Cider * IR Aquilius, ill 
, and, Trieſts, with Teraminta, - | 

Tib, See where he ſtands, drown'd.in his Melancholys .. +. 

1. Pri. Madiry, you know'the pleaſure of the Queen: Ip 
And what the Royal Tx/1;a did command- 
Pve ſworn to execute, 

Ter. Iam inſtructed. 
Since then my life''$,at ſta fy you nved; not: Fay 
But I will act with -atl the Ee. 7. > in, 1 ns ere 
Let me intreat you-leaye Fay re alone , rob V itelsFri7 
| Some ER Vit call You to the ; conqueſt... 1 (Ex. Tib Aq..- 


-» 7 / 
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Tit. Chooſe then the gloomy'ſt place through all ny Gtove, 

Throw thy abaridef'd body on the ground, 

With thy "few breft ye wedded to the Dew ; 

Then, as thou drink'it the tears that trickle from thee : 

$0 frtech'd reſolve to lye titl death ſhall feize thee : * 

Thy ſforrowful tead hung or'e ſome tumbling Stream, 

To rock thy griefs with melancholy ſounds, 

With broken murmers and redoubled groans, 

To help the gurgling of the waters fall, 

* Ter. Oh, T:t#i, Oh, whiat Scene of Death is this / afrde. 
Tit, Orif thy Paſfion will not be kept in, 

As in that glaſs of nature thou fhalt view 

Thy ſwoln drown'd eyes with the inverted banks, 

The tops of Willows and their bloſſoms turn'd, 

With all the under Sky ten fathom down, 

Wiſh that the ſhaddow of the ſwirtming Globe: 

Were ſo indeed, that thioa migh'(t leap at Fate, 

And hurl thy Fortune headlong at the Stats : 

Nay, do not bearit, tutn thy watry face 

To yond' miſguided Orb, and ask the Gods 

For what bold Sin they doom the wretched Titus 

To ſuch aloſs as that of Teraminta? 

O Teraminta! I will groan thy name 

Till the tir'd Eccho faint with repetition, 

Till all the breathleſs Grove and quiet Myrtles 

Shake with m my ſighs, asif'a Tempeſt bow'd*em. 

Nothing but Teraminta': OTeraminta! | 
Ter. Nothing but Titus : Titus and Teraminta ! 

Thus let me rob the Fountains and the Groves, 

Thus gird me to thee with the faſteſt knot 

Of arms #nd Spirits that would claſp'thee through ; _ . .. 

Cold as thon arr, and wet with night's faln dews, 

Yet dearer fo, this richly dreſs'd with ſorrows, | eons 9 

Than if the Gods had hung thee round with Ros BOns 

Oh, Titus, O! OD 
Tit. I find thee T; raminta, SI. 

Wald from a fexrfiPDirvath, and boi thee ft! | w: RS. 

"Tis real, and 1 pre cog batk thy MOTO 

Ttiy boundleſs Love with LY doing Pg {265175 om 

Nay, '#$thou art, thns with thy rapbinke core, —- 


i feed , 5 cam — _ 


jan jag fro mw 


Leap 


Fatber of his Country. 
Leap to my heart, and ride upon the pants, 
Triumphing thus, and now defie our Stars. 
But, oh, why do weloſe this precious moment ! 
The bliſs may yet be bard if we delay, 
As 'twas before. Come to thy Husband's bed : 
I will not think this true fill there I hold thee, 
Lock'd in my Arms. Leave this Contagious Air ; 
There will be time for talk how thou cam'ſ hither 
When we have been before hand with the Gods : 
Till then — 

Ter. Oh, Titus, you muſt hear me firſt. 
[ bring a Meſſage from the Furious Queen ; 
[ promiſed nay, ſhe Swore me not to touch you, 
TillI had Charm you to the part of Zarquis. 

Tit. Ha, Teraminta | not to touch thy Husband, 
Unleſs he prove a Villain ? 

Ter. Titus, no ; 
I'm Sworn to tell you thatyou are a Traytor, 
If you refuſe to Fight the Royal Cauſe. 

Tit. Hold, Teraminta. 

Ter. No, my Lord ; *tis plain, 
And Iam ſworn to lay my Reaſons home. 
Rouze then, awake, recal your ſleeping Virtue ; 
Side with the King, and Arm againſt your Father, 
Take part with thoſe that Loyally have Sworn 
To let him in by Night: YVite/rus, 
Aquilius, and your Brother wait without ; 
Therefore I charge you haſt, ſubſcribe your name, 
And ſend your vow d obedience to the King - 
Tis Zeraminta that intreats you thus, 
Charms, and Conjures you ; tell the Royal Heralds 
You'l head their Enterpriſe : and then, my Lord, 
My Love, my noble Husband, 11! obey you, 
And follow to your bed. 

Tit. Never I ſwear. 
O, Teraminta, thou haſt broke my heart : 
By all the Gods, from thee this was too.much. 
Farewel, and take this with thee. For thy fake, 


[ will not Fight againſt the King, my for him: 


42 Lucins Junins Brutus ; 
Fil fly my Father, Brother, Friends for ever, 
Forſake the haunts of Men ; converſe no more 
With ought that's Human ; dwell with endleſs darkneſs : 
For, Since the ſight of thee 1s now unwelcome, 
What has the World beſides that I can bear? 
Ter. Come back, my Lord. By thole immortal Pow'rs 
You now invok'd, Ill fix you in this virtue. 
Your 7eraminta did but try how ſtrong 
Your Honour ſtood : and now ſhe finds it laſting, 
Will dve to root you in this ſolid Glory. 
Yes, Titus, tho the Queen has Sworn to end me, 
Tho both the Fecza/zans have Commiliion 
To ſtab mein your preſence, it not wrought 
To ſerve the King ; yet by the GodsI charge you 
Keep tothe point your conllancy has gain d. 
Targuin, altho my Father, 1s a Tyrant, 
A bloody black Uſurper; ſoI beg you 
Ev'nin my death to view him. 
Tit. Oh you Gods ! 
Ter. Yet guilty as he is, if you behold him 
Hereafter with his Wounds upon the Earth, 
Titus, for my ſake, for poor 7eraminta, 
Who rather dy'd than you ſhould loſe your Honor, 
Do not you {trike him, do not dip your Sword 
In Zargquin s blood, becauſe he was my Father. 
Tit, No, Teraminta, no : by all the Gods, 
I will defend him, cv'n againit my Father. 
See, fee, my Love ; behold the Flight I take : « 
What all the Charms.of thy expeCted bed y 


; ou : 


Could not once move my Soul to think of Acting, | 
Thy tears and menac'd death, by which thou ſtriv'ſt | ? 
To fix me to the Principles of Glory, 

Have wrought me off. Yes, yes, you cruel Gods, ] \ 
Let the eternal Bolts that bind this Frame -- A 


Start from their Order : ſince you puſh me thus 
Evn to the Margin of this wide deſpair, 

Behold I plungeat once in this diſhonor, 

Where there is neither Shore, nor hope of Haven, 
; No Floating mark through allthe diſmal Vaſt; 


Father of bis Country. 
'Tis Rockleſs too, no Cliff to clamber up 
To gaze about and pauſe upon the ruin. 

Zer. then your purpos'd Honor come to this ? 
What now, my Lord? 
Tit, Thy death, thy death, my Love: 
T1 think on that, and laugh at all the Gods. 
Glory, Blood, Nature, tyes of Reverence, 
The dues of Birth, reſpect of Parents, all, o 
All are as this, the Air I drive before me. 
What ho! Yite//us, and Aquilius, come, 
And you the Fecialian Heralds, haſt 
I'm ready for the leap, I'll take it with you 
Tho deep as to the Fiends. 
Zer. Thus hear me, 7itus. 
Tit. Oft from my knees, away. 
What on this Theam, thy death ? nay, ſtab'd before me ! 
[Enter Prieſts, with Tiberius, Aquilius, Vitellius, 
Speak not ; I will not know thee on this Subject, 
But puſh thee from my heart, with all perſuaſions 
That now are loſt upon me. O, 77berius, 
Aquilius, and Vitellius, welcome, welcome ; 
I'!l joyn you in the Conjuration, come: 
Tam as tree as he that dares bs formolt. 
Ter. My Lord, my Husktand. 
7it. Take this woman from me. 
Nay look you, Sirs, I am not yet ſo gon, 
So headlong neither in this damn'd Deſign 
To quench this Horrid thirſt with Brutus blood + 
No, by th' eternal Gods, I bar you that ; 
My Father ſhall not bleed. 

71b. You could not think 
Your Brother ſure ſo Monſtrous in his kind. 

Asnot to make our Father's lite his care. 

Tit. Thus then, my Lords, I Liſtmy felt among you, 
And with my Style in ſhort Subſcribe my felt | 
The Servant to the King ; my words are theſe. 

Titus to the King, | 
Sir, you need only know my Brother's mind 


Tojudge of me, who am reſolv'd to ſerve you, 


G 2 1 Pri, 


— 


44 Lucins Junins Brutus ; 
x Pri. Tis full enough. D622 | 
7it. Then leave me to the hire Exeunt, Tib. Aquil, 

Whoſelite I purchas'd with my loſs of Honor : 

Come to my breſts, thou Tempeſt-beaten Flower, 

Brim-tull of Rain, and ſtick upon my heart. 

O ſhort liv'd Roſe! yet I ſome hours will wear thee: 

Yes, by the Gods, 1'!l ſmell thee till I languiſh, 

Rifle thy ſweets, and run the ore and o're, 

Fall like the Night upon thy folding beauties, . 

Andclasp theedead: Then, like the Morning Sun, 

With a new heat kiſs thee to lite again, 

And make the pleaſure equal to the pain. 


ACT. IV. SCE. I. 
Tiberius, Vitelius. 


Tib. Ark, are we not purſu'd ? 

Vit. No; tis the tread 

Of our own Friends, that follow in the dark. 
7ib. What's now the time ? 
Vit. Juſt dead of night . _-_— 

And 'tis the blackeſt that e're mask'd a Murder. CG 
7ib. It likes me better ; for I love the Scoul;. 

The grimmeſt lowre of Fate on ſuch a deed ; 

FE would have all the Charnel Houſes yawn, FE: 

The duſty Urns, and Monutnental Bones. 

Remov'd, to make our Maſlacre a Tomb. 

Hark / who was that that holloa'd fire ? IDS 
Vit, A Slave, | 

That ſnores i'th* Hall, he tellows1a lus Sleep, 

And cries, The Capitol's o' fire. 
7:tb. | would it were; 

And Zargain at the Gates : twoukd be a blaze. 


Ofthis hard labor, to the dear bought prize, CVitell. and Prieſts. 


nnd A... © © Sao "a 


Father. of bis. Conmry; 


A Beacon fit to light a King of Blood, 

That vows at once the Slaughter of the World : 

Down with their Temples, tet 'em on a Flame ? 

What ſhould they do with Houſes for the Gods, 

Fat Fools, the lazy Magutrates of Rome, 

Wiſe Citizens, the Politick heads o'th* People, 

That Preach Rebellion to the Multitude ? 

Why, let 'em off, and rowl into their Graves : 

T long to beat work. See, good Aquilias, 

Trebonins too, Servilius and Minutius, 

Pomponius hail: nay, now you may unmask, 

Brow-beat the Fates, and fay.they are your. Slaves. . 
Aqu. What are thoſe Bodyes tor 2 


Tib. A Sacrifice. 
Theſe were two very buſie Commonwealth's-men, . 


That, ere the King was baniſh'd by the Senate, | 

Firſt ſet the Plot: on foot in publick Meetings, . 

That would be holding ferth "Twas poſlible 

That Kings themſelves might err, and were but men, 
The People were not Beaſts for Sacrifice ; 

Then jogg'd his Brother, this cram'd Statesman here, . 
The bolder Rogue, whom ev:n with open mouth . 
[heard once bealch Sedition from a Stall.: 

Go, bear him to the Prieſts ; he 1s a Victim 

That comes as wiſh'd forthem, the Cooks of Heav'n, 
And they will Carve this Brawn of fat Rebellion, 
Asif he were a Diſh the Gods might teed.on. 

Vin. (From a Window.) Oh, the Gods! ' Oh the Gods! what 
will they do with him? O theſe Prieſts, Rogues, Cutthroats ! A 
diſh for the Gods, but the Devil's Cooks to dreſs him. . 

Tib. Thus then. The Fecialzans have ſet down: 

A platform, copy*d from-the King's deſign: . 

ThePandane or the Romulide, the Roman, 

Carmental and Janiculan Ports of Rome, . 

The Circ, the Capital,and Sul lic-an Bridge . 

Muſt all be ſeiz'd by us that are within . 

Twill not be hard in the Surpriſe of night . 

By us, the Conſuls Childres and their Nephews, . 

To kill the drowſte Guards; and keep the Holds, . 


46: Lncine Funins' Bruty; 
At leaſt ſolong till Tarquin foree his entrance 
Withall the Royaliſts that come to joyn us : 
Therefore to make his broader Squadrons way, 
Tarquintan is deſign d tobe the Entry 
Ot his moiſt pompous and Refolv'd Revenge. 

Aqua. The firſt decreed in this great Execation 
Is here ſet down your Father and Yal-rius. 

Tib. That's as the King ſhall pleaſe ; but for Yalerius, 
I'll take my felt the honor of his Head 
And wear it on my Spear. The Senate all 
Without exception ſhall be Sacrific'd : M | 
And thoſe that are the mutinous Heads o'th People 
Whom I have mark'd to be the Soldier s Spoil , 
For Plunder muſt be given, and who fo fit = 
Asthoſe notorious limbs, your Commonwealth's men? 
Their Daughters to be Raviſhd ; and their Sons 
Quarter'd like Brutes upon the Common Shambles. 

Vit. Now tor the Leiters, which the Fecialians 

Require us all to Sign, and ſend to 7argquzin, 
Who will not elſe be apt to truſt his Heralds 
Without Credentials under every hand ; 
The bus'neſs being indeed of vaſt import, 
On which the hazard of his Lite and Empire, 

As well as all our Fortunes, does depend. 

7ib. It were a break to the whole Enterpriſe 
To make a Scruple in our great affair ; 

I will ſign firſt : and for my Brother 77rus, 
Whom his-new Wite detains, I have his hand 
And Seal to ſhoiv, as taſt and firm as any. 

Vin. O Villany ! Villany ! What would they do with me, if 
they ſhould catch me peeping ? knock out my brains at leaſt ; 
another Diſh for the Prieſts, who would make fine fauce of 'em 
tor the hanch of a fat Citizen | | 

716. All hands have here Subſcrib'd, and that your hearts 
Prove Refolute to what your hands have giva, 

Bchold the Meſſengers of Heav'n to bind you, 

Charms of Religion, ſacred Conjurations, 

VVith Sounds ot Execration, words of horror 

Not to diſcloſe or make leaſt ſigns or ſhow, 


Father of. bis Country. 
Of what you have both heard, and ſeen, and ſworn, * 
But bear your ſelves as if it-ne'r had been : ! 311i 
Swear by the Gods Celeſtial and{nfernal, REY 
By Plate; Mother Earth, and bythe Furies, FR 
Not to reveal, tho Racks.were ſet before you, 

A ſyllable of what is paſt and done. 

Hark, how the Offer'd Brutes begin to roar ! 

O that the hearts of all the Traitor Senate, 

And heads of that foul Hydra Multitude, 

Were frying with their tat upon this Pile, 

That we m ght makean Off ring worth an Empire, 
- And Sacrifice Rebellion to the Kang. 


The Scene draws, ſhowing the Sacrifice; One Burning, and a- 
nother C tri. ul : the Prief's coming forward with Gob- 
lets in their hands, fill 4 with human blood. 


1. Pri. Kneel all Jou Heroes ofth:s black Deſign, 
Each take his Goblet filld with Blood & Wine ; 
Swear by the Thunderer; ſwear by Jove, 
Swear by the hundred Gods above ; 
Swear by Dis, by Proſerpine, 
Swear by the Berecynthian Queen. 
2 Pri. To keep it cloſe till Tarqguin comes, 
With Trumpets ſound and beat ot Drums : 
But then to Thunder forth the Deed, 
That Rome may bluſh, and Traytors bleed. 
Swear all. - 
All. We Swear, -. 
1 Pri. Now drink the Blood, 
To make the Conjuration good. 
Zib. Methinks I feel the Slaves exalted blood 
Warm at my heart : O that it were the Spirits 
Of Rome*s beſt life, drawnfrom her grizled Fathers! | 
That were a draught indeed to quench Ambition, , 
And give new fierceneſs to the King's Revenge. 2 
Vin. Oh the Gods ! what,burna man alive! 'O Canibals,Hell-- 
hounds ! Eat one man, -and drink another !' Well, I'll to Yaleri-- 
us; Brutus will not believe me, becauſe his Sonisand Nephews _ | 
J” t 


4.3 | Lucius Funius, Brutus": 

the buſineſs. What, drink a man's blood! Roaſt him; andear 

himalive! A whole man roaſted! would'not an Ox ferve the. 
turn ? Prieſts to do this! Oh you immortal Gods! Formy part, 

if thisbe your worſhip, renounce you. No; ifa man can't go 

to Heaven, unleſs your Prieſts cat him, and drink him, and roaft 

himalive ; T'll be tor the broad way, and the Devil ſhall have ms 


.at a venture. [ Ext, 


Enter Titus. 


Tit. What hoa, 7:iberias) give me back my hand. 
What have you done 2 Horrors and midnight Murders ! 
The Gods, the Gods awake you to repentance, 

As they have me. Would'ſt rhou believe me Brother? - 

'Since I deliver'd thee that fatal Scrole, 

That Writing to the King, my heart rebelF'd 

Againſt it felt; my thoughts were up in arms 

All in a roar, like Seamen in a Storm, _ 

My Reaſon and my Faculties were wrack'd 

The Maſt, the Rudder, and the Tackling gone ; 

My Body, like the Hull of ſome loſt Vellel, 

Beaten and tumbled with my Rowling fears, 

Therefore I charge thee give me back my Writing, 
7ib. What means my Brother ? 

7it. O Tiberius, ON! © | 
Dark as it ſeems, I tell thee that the Gods 
Look througha Day of Lightning on our City : 
The Heav'n's on-Fire ; and from the flaming Vault 
\ Portentous blood pours like a Torrent down. 

There are a hundred Gods in Rome to night, 

And ever larger Spirit is abroad, 

Monuments empty'd, every Urn is ſhaken 

To fright the State, and put the World in Arms : 
Juſt now I ſaw three Romans ſtand amaz'd 
Before a Flaming Sword, then dropt down dead, 
My felf untouch'd : while through the blazing Air 
A_.Fleeting head, like a full riding Moon, - 
_Ghned by, andery'd, 7:tns, Iam Egeria; 


Repent, Jac 


Father of his Conny,, 


Pepent, repent, or certain\death attends thee; 
Treaſon and Tyranny ſhall not prevail : 
Kingdom ſhall be no more ; Zgerza ſayes it : 
EN that vaſt turn Imperial Fate deſign'd 
aw, O 77tus, on th' eternal Loom, 
Tis Ripe, *tis Perfe&t, and is doom'd to ſtand. 
: Pri, Fumes, fumes ; the Fantoms of an ill digeſtion ; 
The Gods are as good quiet Gods as may be, 
They re faſt afleep, and mean not to diſturb us, 
Vnleſs your Frenzy wake em. 
Tit. Peace fury, peace. 
May the Gods Doom me to the pains of Hell 
flenjoy'd the beauties that I favd - 
The horror of my Treaſon ſhock'd my joys, 
Enervated my purpoſe, while I lay 
Colder than Marble by her Virgin fide, 
ksifI had drunk the blood of Elephants, 
Drowſie Mandragora, or the Juice of Hemlock. 
1 Pri. I like him not ; I think we had beſt diſpatch him, 
Tit. Nothing but Images of horror round me, 
Rome all in blood, the Raviſh'd Veſtals raving, 
The Sacred. fire put out ; robd Mothers ſhrieks ; 
WDeat'ning the-Gods with clamours for their Babes 
That fprawl'd aloft upon the Soldiers Speares *' 
The beard of Age pluck'd oft by barbarous hands, 
While from his piteous wounds and horrid gafhes 
The labouring lite flow'd faſter than.the blood 


#4 + ; 
CHA 


Enter Valerius, Vinditius, with Guards, who ſeize all But the 
Prieſts, who ſlip away : Vinditius fo/lows them. _ 


Val. Horror upon me ! what will thisnight bring forth 2 
&, you immortal Gods, ſtrike, ſtrike the 'Conlul, 

dince theſe are here, the crime will look leſs horrid 

ame, than in his Sons. 77tes, Tiberius | 

9) from this time let me be blind and dumb, 

ut haſt there ; M#tius, Fly ; call hither Brutus, 

id him for ever leave the down of reſt, 

id fleep no more: If Rowe were all on Fire, 


H 


And 


59 Littins Funins' Brutus ; 
And Tarquin in the Srreets beſtriding FIVE: 
He would lefs wonder than at 7ztus here. 

Tit. Stop there, O ſtop that meflenger of Fate ; 
Here, bind, Yaler:as, bind this Villan's hands, 
Tear off my Robes put me upon the Forks, 

And laſh me like a Slave, till I ſhall howl 

My Soul away ; or hang me on a'Croſs,” 

Rack me a year within ſome horrid Dungeon, 

So deep, ſo near the Hells that I muſt ſuffer, 

That I may groan my Torments to the Damn'd - 

[ do ſubmit, this Traitor, this curs'd Villain, 

To all the Stings of moft ingentaus horror, 

So thou diſpatch me cre my Father comes. 

But hark ! I bcar the tread of Fatal Brutus 

By all the Gods, 9:1! by the loweſt Furies,. 

T cannot Herr . ice: away with me; 

Or like a ! Jurlwind] will tear my way 

f care rot w luther. [ Exit with Tiberis 
Val. Take 'em hence together. 


Enter Vinditius with the Priefts. 


Vis. Here, ned my Lord. [ have utkennel'd two: 
Thoſe there are Raſcals made of Fleſh and blood, 
Thoſe are but men, but theſe are the Gods Rogues. 
Val. Go, good Finditius, haſt and ſtopthe People, . 
Get 'em together to the Capitol: 
Where all the Senate with the Conſuls early, 
Will-fee ſtrict. Juſticedone upon the Traytors.. 
For thee, the Senate ſhall decree rewatds 
Great as thy Service. 
Vint {hamBbly thank your Lordſhip. 
Why, what, they'Tmakeme a Senator -at leaſt, 
And then a Conſul-3-O th' Immortal Gods! 
My Lord, I go To have'the Rods and Axes carry'd befog 
me, and a long purple-Gown trailing behind 4 honorable heels 
well, I am made fr ever! 5 I | [Exit 
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Father of bis Country 
Enter Brutus attended. 


Bru. O, my Yalerias, are theſe horrors true ? 
Haſt thou, O Gods, this night embowel'd me > 
Ranfack'd thy Brutus Veins, thy Fellow Conſu), 
And found two Villains lurking in my blood - 


Val. The blackeſt Treaſon that e re darkneſs brooded, 


And who, to hatch theſe horrors for the World, 

Who to ſeduce the Noble Youth of Rowe, 

To draw em to ſo damn'd a Conjuration, 

Tobind'em too by new invented Oaths, 

Religious Forms, and Deviliſh Sacrifices, 

A Sacrament of blood, for which Rome ſuffer'd 

I two the worthieſt of her Martyr'd Sons ; 

Whoto do this, but Meſſengers from Heav'n ? 

Theſe Holy men that Swore ſo ſolemnly 

© Before the Senate, calPd the Gods to curſe 'em, 

Ifthey intended ought againſt the State, , 

Or harbor'd Treaſon more than what they utter'd 2 
Bru. Now all the Fiends and Furies thank 'em for it. 

YouSons of Murder, that get drunk with blood, 

Then Stab at Princes, poyſon Commonwealths, 

Deſtroy whole Hecatombs of Innocent Souls, 

Pile 'em like Bulls and Sheep upon your Altars, 


AS you would ſmoke the Gods from out their Dwelling : 


You ſhame of Earth, and Scandal of the Heav*®ns, 
You deeper Fiends than any of the Furies, 

That feorn to whiſper Envy, Hate, Sedition: 
But witha blaſt of Priviledge Proclaim it ; 

Prieſts thatare Inſtruments deſign d to Damn us, 
Fitſpeaking Trumpets for the mouth of Hell. 
Hence with 'em, Guards ; ſecure 'em in the Priſon 
Of Ancus Martius. Read the'Packets o re, 

1!l bear it as 'm able, read 'em out. 

Vahk The ſum of the Confpiracy to the King: 

[t ſhall begin with both the Conſuls deaths ; 

And then the Senate; every-man muſt bleed, 


But thoſe that have ingaged to ſcrve the King. 
H- 2: 


Be 


. 2 Lucius Funius Brutys ; 
Be ready therefore, Sir, to ſend your Troops 
By twelve to morrow night, and come your ſelf- 

In perſon, if youll reaſcend the Throne - 

All that have ſworn to ſerve your Majeſty 

Subſcribe themſelves by name your faithful Subjects. 
Tiberius, Aquilins, Vitellius, 

Trebonius, Servilius, Minutins, 

Pomponius, and your Fectalian Prieſts. 

Bru. Ha! my Valerius, is not Titus there ? 

Val. He's here, my Lord ; a paper by it ſelf. 
Titus to the King. 

Sir, you need only know my Brother's mind 
Tojudge of me, who am relfolv'd to. ferve you. 
What do you think, my Lord ? 

Bru. Think my Yalerius ? 
By my heart, I know not: , 
F'm at a loſs of thought ; and muſt acknowledge 
The Councils of the Gods are fathomleſs ; 
Nay,tis the hardeſt task perhaps of life 
To be aſlurd of what js Vice or Virtue : 
Whether when we raife up Temples to the Gods 
We do not then Blaſpheme 'em, O, behold me, 
Behold the Game that laughing Fortune playes ; 
Fate, or the will of Heav'n, call't what you pleaſe, 
That marrs the beſt deſigns that Prudence layes, 
That brings events about perhaps to mock 
At human reach, and ſport with expeCtation. 
Conſider this, and wonder not at Brutus 
If his Philoſophy ſeems at a ſtand, 
If thou behold'ſt him ſhed unmanly Tears 
To ſee his Blood, his Children, his own Bowels 
Confpire the death of him that gave 'em being. 

Val. What heart, but yours, could bear it without breaking? 

Bru. No, my Valerius, T were a beaſt indeed © 
Not tobe mov'd with ſuch Prodigious ſuffering ; 

Yet aſter all I juſtifie the Gods, 
And will conclude Ther's Reaſon ſupernatural 
That guides us through the World: with vaſt diſcretion, 


Altho we have not Souls to comprehend it: 
Which 


Father of bi County. 
Which makes by wondrous methods the fame Cauſes 
Produce effects tho of adiffterent nature, 
Since then, for Man's Inftru&ion, and the Glory 
Of the Immortal Gods, it is Decreed 
There muſt be patterns drawn of fierceſt Virtue : 
Brutus ſubmits to the eternal Doom. 
Val. May I believe there can be ſuch perſe&tion, 
Such a Reſolve in Man ? 
Bru. Firſt, as ] am their Father, 
I pardon both of 'em this black Deſign ; 
But, asI am Rome's Conful, I abhor 'em, 
And caſt 'em from my Soul with deteſtation : 
Thenearer to my blood, the deeper grain'd 
The colour of their fault, and they ſhall bleed. 
Yes, my Yalerius, both my Sons ſhall dye: 


Enter Teraminta. 


Nay, I will ſtand unbowel'd by the Akar, 

See ſomething dearer to me than my entrails 
Display d before the Gods and Roman People ; 

The Sacrifice of Juſtice and Revenge. 

Zer. What Sacrifice, what- Vidtims, Sir, are theſe 

Which you intend 2 O, you eternal] Powers, 

How ſhall I vent my Sorrows | Oh, .my Lord, 

Yer ere you Seal thedeath you have deſign'd, 

The death of all that's lovely in the World, 

Hear what the witneſs of his Soul can fay, 

The only Evidence that can, .or dare 

Appear for your unhappy guiltleſs Son ; | 
The Gods command you, Virtue, Truth, and Juſtice, 
Which you with ſo much rigor have Ador d, - 
Beg you would hear the wretched 7Zeramznta. 

Bru. Ceaſe thy- laments: tho of the blood of Zargquin, 
Yet more, the Wife of my forgotten Son, 
Thou ſhalt be heard. 

*  7er. Have you forgot him then 2 
Have you forgot your ſelf > the Image of you, 
The very PiCture-of your excellence, _ 
The Portraiture of all your manly: Virtues, 
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Your viſage ſtampt upon him; juſt thoſe eyes, 
The moving Greatnels of 'em, all the mercy, 
The ſhedding goodneſs ; not fo quite ſevere, 
Yet ſtill moſt like: and can you then forget him 2 
Bru. Will you proceed ? 
Ter. My Lord, I will. know then, 
After your Son, your Son that loves you more 
Than I love him, after our common 77tus, 
The wealth o'th' World unleſs you rob'em of it, 
Had long endur'd th' Aſſaults of the Rebellious, 
And {till kept fix'd to what you had enjoyn'd him ; 
], as Fate ed it, was ſent from 7ullia, 
With my death menac, ev'n before hiseyes, 
Doom'ld to be {tab'd betore him by the Prieſts, 
Unleſs he yielded not t'oppoſe the King, 
Conſider, Sir ; Oh make it your own Caſe ; 
Juſt Wedded, juſt on the expected joys, 
Warm for my bed, and ruſhing to my arms, 
So loving too, alas, as we did love: 
Granted in haſt, in heat, in flame of paſſion 
He knew not what himſelf, and ſo Subſcrib'd. 
But now, Sir, now, my Lord, behold a wonder, 
Behold a Miracle to move your Soul ! 
Tho in my arms, juſt :n the graſps of pleaſure, 
His noblc hcart ſtrook with the thoughts of Brutus, 
Of what he promis'd you, till then forgot, 
Leapt in his breſt and daſh'd him from enjoyment ; 
He thriek'd, y* immortal Gods, what have done ! 
No, Teraminta, let us rather periſh, 
Divide tor ever with whole Seas betwixt us, 
Rather than Sin againſt fo good a Father. 
\ Tho he before had barr'd your life and Fortune, 
Yet would not truſt the Traytors with the ſatery 
Of him he call'd the Image of the Gods. 
Val. O Saint-like Virtue ofa Reman Wite ! 
O Eloquence Divine | now all the arts 
Of Womens tongues, th! Rhetoric of the Gods 
Infpirc thy foft and tender Soul to inove hun» 


Zer. On this he rouz'd: Swore by the Powers Divin, 


He 
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Father of bis Country. - 
He would fetch back the Paper that he gave, 
Or leave his life amongſt 'em : kept his word, 
And came to challenge it, but, oh! too late; 
For, in the mid'ſt of all his Piety, 
His ſtrong perſwaſions to a ſwitt repentance, 
His vows to lay their horrid Treaſons open, 
His execration of the barbarous Prieſts, 

How he abhor'd that bloody Sacrament 

As much as you, and curs'd the conjuration; 
Vinditius came that had before alarm'd 

The wile Palerius, who with all the Guards 
Found 77tus here, believ'd him like the reſt, 
And ſeiz'd him too, as guilty of the Treaſon. 


Val. But, by the Gods, my Soul does now acquit him. 


Bleſt be thy tongue, bleſt the auſpicious Gods 

That ſent thee, O true pattern of perfeCtion |! 

To plead his bleeding Cauſe: There needs no more, 

I ſee his Father's mov'd : Behold a joy, 

A watry comfort riſing in his eyes, 

That fayes, ' Tis more than half a Heav'n to hear thee; 
Bru. Haſt, O Yalerias, haſt and ſend for 7 7s, 
Ter. For Titus) Oh, that is a word too diſtant ; 

Say, for your Son, for your beloyed Son, 

The Darling of the World, the joy of Heav'n, 

The hope of Earth, your eyes not dearer to you, . 

Your Soul's beſt wiſh, and comfort of your age. 


Enter Titus, with.Valerius. 


Tit. Ah, Sir | Oh whither ſhall I run to hide me2> - 
Where ſhall I lower fall 2 how ſhall Hye 
More groveling in your View, and howl for mercy? 
Yet 'tis ſome comfort to my wild deſpair, 
Some joy in death that I may kiſs your teet, 
And ſwear upon 'em by theſe ſtreaming tears,. 
Black as I am with all my guilt upon me, 
I never harbor'd ought againſt your perſon: | 
Ev'n in the height of my tull fraught diſtraction, 
Your life my Lord, was Sacred; ever dear, 


And. 
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And ever pretious, to unhappy 7ztus, 
Bru. Rile, Titas: riſe my Son. 
Tit. Alas, I dare not ; 
I have not ſtrength to ſee the Majeſty 
Which I have brav'd : if thus far I aſpire, 
It on your knees I hang and vent my groans, 
It is too much, too much for thouſand lives, 
Bra. I pity thee, my. Son, and I forgive thee: 
And, that thou may ſt believe my mercy true, 
I take thee in my arms. 
Tit. Oallthe Gods/ 
Bru. Now riſe; I charge thee, onmy bleſling, riſe. 
Ter. Ah! See, Sir, ſee, again(t his will behold 
He does obey, tho he would chooſe to kneel | 
An Age before you ; ſee how he ſtands and trembles! 
Now, by my hopesof mercy, he's ſo loſt 
His heart's fo full, brimful ofgtenderneſs, 
The Sence of what you 've done has ſtrook him Speechleſs- 
Nor can he thank you now but with his tears. 
Bru, My dear YValerius, let me now intreat thee 
Withdraw a while with gentle Teraminta, 
And leay? us to our ſclycs. 
Zer. Ah, Sir, I fear you now ; _ 
Nor can Þ leave you with the humble 7 zus, 
Unleſs you promiſe me you will net chide, 
Nor fall again to anger : Do not, Sir, 
Do not upbratd his foft and melting temper 
With what is paſt. Behold he ſighs again ! 
Now by the Gods that hitherto have bleit us, 
My heart forebodes a ſtorm, F know not why : 
But fay, my Lord ; give me your God-like word 
Youl not be cruel, and Fll not truſt my heart, 
How ere it leaps, and fillsme with new horror. 
Bru, I promile thee. 
Ter. Why, thenI thank you, Sir ; 
Ev'n from my Soul I thank you, for this goodnels: 
The great, good, gracious Gods reward and bleſs you. 
Al 7itus, ah my. Soul's eternal treaſure, 
| tearT leave thee with a hard Uſurer ; 
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Father of bis Country, 
But I perforce muſt truſt thee. Oh Farewell, [Exit with Val, 
Bra, Well Titus, ſpeak ; how is it with thee now 2 
[would attend awhile this mighty motion, 
Wait till the Tempeſt were quite o'yerblown, 
That I might take thee in the Calm of Nature, 
With all thy gentler Virtues brooding on thee, 
So huſh'd a ſtilneſs, as if all the Gods 
Look'd down, and liſtn'd to what we were ſaying : 
Speak then, and tell me, O my beſt beloy'd, 
My Son, my 7ztus, 1s all well again? 
Tit, Sowell, that faying how muſt make it nothing; 
$o well, that I could with todye this moment, 
For ſo my heart with powerful throbs perſwades me : 
That were indeed to make you reparation, 
That were, my Lord, to thank you home, to dye 
And that for 7:tus too would be moſt happy. 
. Bru. How's that, my Son? would death for thee be happy ? 
Tit. Moſt certain, Sir ; For in my Grave I ſcape 
All thoſe affronts which I in life muſt look for, 
All thoſe reproaches which the eyes and fingers 
And tongues of Rome will daily caſt upon me ; 
From whom, toa Soul fo ſenſible as mine, 
Each ſingle Scorn would be far worſe than dying : 
"IH | ſcape the ſtings of my own Conſcience, 
ich will for ever Rack me with remembrance, 
Haunt me by day, and torture me by night, 
Caſting my blotted honor in the way 
Where e&'re my melancholy Say 50k ſhall guide me, 
Bru. But is not death a yery dreadful thing 2 
Tit, Not to a mind reſfolv'd, No, Sir, to me 
It ſeems as natural as to be born: 
Groans, and Convulſions, and diſcolour'd faces, 
Friends weeping round us, blacks, and obſequies, 
Make it a dreadtul thing ; the Pomp of death, 
Is far more terrible, than Death it ſell. 
Yes, Sir ; I call the Powers of Heay*n to witneſs, 
Titus dares dye, if ſo you have Decreed ; 
Nay, he ſhall dye with joy, to honor Brutus, 
To make your Juſtice tamous —_ the World 
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And fix the Liberty of Rome for ever : 
Not but Imuſt conteſs my weakneſs too; 
Yet it is great -thus to reſolye againſt it, 
To have the frailty of a mortal man, * 
| But the Security of th' immortal Gods. 

Bru. O Titus, Ohthou abſolute young man ! 
Thou flatt'ring Mirror of thy Father's Image, 
WhereTI behold my felt at ſuch advantage ! 
Thou perfe& Glory of the Juntan Race! 

Let me indear thee once more to my boſom, 
Groan an eternal Farewel to thy Soul ; 
Inſtead of tears weep blood, if poſſible, 
Blood, the heart blood of Bratas, on his Child, 
For thou muſt dye, my 77tes, dye, my Son, 
[ ſwear the Gods have Doom'd thee to the grave, 
The violated Genius of thy Country 

Rears his fad head, and paſſes Sentence on thee - 

This morning Sun, that lights my Sorrows on 

To the Tribunal of this horrid vengeance, 

Shall never ſee thee more. | 

Tit, Alas, my Lord! 

Why are you movd thus > why am I worth your ſorrow ? 
Why ſhould the God-like Brutus ſhake to doom me ? 

Why all theſe Trappings for a Traytor's Hearſe ? 

The Gods will have it ſo. 

Bru. They will, my Titus : | 
Nor Heay n, nor Farth can have it otherwiſe. 
Nay, 7:itus, mark ; the deeper that I fearch, 

My harrafs'd Soul returns the more confirm'd: 
Methinks I ſee the very hand of Fove 
Moving the dreadful wheels of this affair 
That whirl thee, like a Machine, to thy Fate.. 
It ſeems as if the Gods had preordaind it 
To fix the reeling Spirits of the People, 
And ſettle the looſe Liberty of Rome. 
'Tis fix'd ; O therefore let not Fancy fond thee : 
So fizgd thy death, that *tis not in the power 
Of Gods or Men tofave thee from the Ax. 
7its The Ax ! O Heav'n ! then muſt] fallſo baſely? 
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What ſhall | periſh by the common Hangmar ? 

Bru, If thou deny me this, thou giveſt me nothing, 
Yes, 7itus, ſince the Gods haveſo Decreed, 
That I muſt loſe thee; I will take th* advantage 
Of thy important Fate, Cement Rome's flaws, 

And heal her wounded Freedom with thy blood : 

[ will aſcend my ſelf the fad Tribunal, 

And fit upon my Sons ; on thee, my 73tus 
Behold thee ſuffer all the ſhame of death, 
TheLiFtor's laſhes, bleed before People; 

Then, with thy _ andall thy youth upon thee, 
See thy head taken by the Common Ax, 

Without a groan, without one pittying tear, 

ifthat the Gods can hold me to my purpoſe, 

To make my Juſtice quite tranſcend example. 

Tit. Scourg'd like a Bondman ! ha ! a beaten Slave / 
But I deſerve 1t all; yet here I fail ; 
The log: of this ſuff ring quite-unmans me ; 

Nor can I longer ſtopthe aig tears, 

O Sir ! O Brutus! muſt I call you Father, 
Yet have no token of your tenderneſs ? 

No ſign of mercy ? what, not bate me that ! 
Can you reſolve, O all th' extremity 

Of cruel rigor! to behold me too ? 

To fit unmov'd, and ſee me whipt to death 2 
Where are your bowels now ? Is this a Father ? 
Ah, Sir, why ſhould you make my heart = jay 
That all your late compaſſion was diſſembleg ? 
How can I think that you did ever love me ? 

Bru. Think that I love thee by my preſent paſſion, 

By theſe unmanly tears, theſe Earthquakes here, 

Theſe ſighs that twitch the very ſtrings of lite : 

Think that no other cauſe on Earth could move me 

To tremble thus, to ſob, or ſhed a tear, 

Nor ſhake my ſolid Virtue from her point 

But 73tus death : 'O do not call it ſhameful, 

"That thus ſhall fix the lory of the World. 

I own thy ſuff rings ought t unman me thus, 

To make me throw my Body on = ground, 
2 
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To bellow like a Beaſt, to gnaw the Earth, 
To tear my hair, to curſe the crue! Fates 
That force a Father thus to drag his bowels. 
Tit. O riſe, thou violated Majeſty, 
Riſe from the Earth ; or I ſhall beg thole Fates 
Which you would curſe, to bolt me to the Center. 
I row ſubmit to all your threatn'd vengeance : 
Come torth you Executioners of Juſtice, 
Nay all you Lictors, Slaves, and common Hangmen, 
Coe, {trip me bare, unrobe me in his ſight, 
Andlaſh metill Ibleed ; whip me like Furies; 
And when you'have ſcourg'd me till I foam and fall, 
For want of Spirits groveling in the duſt, 
Then take my head, and give it his Revenge : 
By all the GodsI greedily reſign it. 
Bru, No more, Farewel, eternally Farewel : 
If there be Gods, they will reſerve aroom, 
A Throne for thee in Heavn. One laſt embrace, 
Whatis it makes thy eyes thus ſwim again ? 
7it. I had forgot : be good to Teraminta 
When I am aſhes. 
Bru. Leave her to my care. 
See her thou muſt not ; for thou canſt not bear it. 
O for one more, this Pull, this Tug of Heart- ſtrings : 
Farewel for ever. 
Tit. O Brutus | O my Father ! 
Bru. Canſt thou not ſay Farewel 2: 
Tit, Farewel for ever. 
Bru. Foreverthen; But Oh my tears run ore: 
Groans choak my words; and I can-ſpeak no more. [Exeunr. 


Father of his Country. 
ACT. V. SCE.'I. 


Valerius, Horatins, Herminius, Mutins. 


Fer. Is Sons condemn'd > 
Val. Doom'd to the Rods and Axes. 
Hor. What both of 'em ? 
Val. Both, Sir, both, both his Sons. 
EHlor, What, Titus too? 
Val. Yes, Sir, his Darling 7ztus. 
Nay, tho he knows him innocent asI am, 
'Tis all one, Sir, his Sentence ſtands like Fate. 
Hor. Yet I'll intreat him, . 
Mut. So will I. 
Her. And I. 
Val. Jatreat him ! yes, you may, my Lords, and move him, 
As I have done: why, he'sno morea man ; 
He is not caſt in the ' if Common mould, 
His Spirit movesnot with our Springs and wards. 
He looks and talks, as if that Fove had ſent him 
To be the Judge of all the under World ; 
Tells me, this Palace of the Univerſe, 34 
With that vaſt Moat, the Ocean, running round us, - 
Th' eternal Stars ſo fiercely rowling'o're us, / 
With all that Circulation of Heav'ns Orbs, 
Were ſo eſtabliſh'd from before all Ages - 
To be the Dowry of Majeſtick Rome : 
Then looks, as if he had a Patent for-it- 
To take account of all this great expence, 
And ſee the layings out of the round World. 
Her: What ſhall be done then ? for it grieves my Soul 
To think of 7:tus loſs. | 
Val. There is no help ; 
But thus-to ſhake your head, and croſs your arms, 
And wonder what the Gods and he intend.''' + '\, 
Her. Thert'sſearce one'\man of this Conſpiracy”! 
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But is ſome way Related if not nearly, 

To Junixs Brutus ; ſome of the Aquilians 

Are Nephews to him; and Y3tellzus Siſter, 

The grave Sempronia, 1s the Conſul's Wite. 
Val, Therefore I haye ingag 0 that groaning Matran 

To plead the Cauſe of her unhappy Sons. 


Enter Titus, with Liars. 


But ſee, Q Gods, bchold the Gallant 77tus, 
The Mirror of all Sons, the white of Virtue ; 
Fill'd up with blots, and writ all ore withblaad, 
Bowing with ſhame his body to the ground ; 
Whipt out of breath of theſe Inhuman Slaves / 
O, 7tus ! is this poſſible? this ſhame? 

Tit, O, my Yalerjas, call jt not my ſhame ; 
By all the Gods, it is to 7itus honor, 
My conſtant ſuft'rings are my only glory ; 
What have leit beſides ? but ask Ya/eras, 
Ask theſe good men that have pertorm'd their duty, 
If all the while they whipt me like a Slaye, 
If when the bloog from every part ran down 
[ fave one groan, ar Jhed a Womans tear: 
T think, I ſwear, I think, O my Yaterius, 
That I have born it well, and like a Roman, 
But, O, far better ſhall Ibear my death, 
Which, as it brings leſs pain, has leſs diſhonor, 


Enter Teraminta wounded. EEE 


Ter, Where is he > where, where is this God-like Son 
Of an inhuman barbarous bloody Father ? 
O bear mo tohbim, ic? ©; [+ 

Tit, Ha! my. Teramintal' © 
Is't poſſible? the very top of Beauty, _ 
This perfect face drawn by the Gods at Council, - 
Which they were long'a making, as they had reaſon, 
For they ſhall never hitthe like again, | 1; -.,;., 
Defil'd and mangled thus! Min barbort ah | 
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Has thus blaſphem'd this bright Original - 
 Zer, For meit matters not, nor my abuſes ; 
But , Oh, for thee, why have they us'd thee thus 2 
Whipt, 7itus, whipt ! and could the Gods look on ? 
. The glory of the World thus baſely us'd 2 - 
Laſh'd, whipt, and beaten by theſe upright Dogs 2 
Whoſe Souls, with all the Virtue of the Senate 
Will be but Foyls, to any fault of thine, 
Who haſt a beauty ev'n in thy offending. 
And did thy Father Doom thee thus? Oh 777us, 
Forgive thy dying part, if ſhe belieyes - 
A wretch 1o barbarous never could produce thee : 
Some God, ſome God, my 7zt«s, watch'd his abſence, 
Slipt tathy mothers bed and gave thee to the World. 
Tit. Othis laſt wound, this ſtab to all my courage ! 
Had'ſt thou been well, I could have born more laſhes: 
And is it thus my Father does protet&t thee ? 
Ter. Ah Titus| what, thy murd'rer my ProteCtor ! 
No, let me fall again among the People, 
Let me be whooted like a common ſtrumpet, 
' Tofs'd, as I was, and drag'd about the ſtreets, 
The Baſtard of a 7arguiz, foil'd in Dirt, 
The cry of all thoſe Bloodhounds that did hunt me 
Thus to the Goalof death, this happy end 
Of all my miſeries, here to pant my laſt, 
To waſh thy gaſhes with my Farewel tears, 
To murmur, ſob, and lean my aking head 
Upon thy breaſt, thus likea Cradle Babe 
To ſuck thy wounds and bubble out my Soul, 


Enter Sempronia, Aquilia, Vitellia, Mourners &c. 


Semp. Come Ladies, haſt, and let us to the Senate ; 
It the Gods give us leave, we'll be to da 
Part of the Council. Oh, my Son, my 7 ts ! 
See here the bloody Juſtice ofa Father, - 
See how the Vengeance rainsfrom his own bowels ! 
Is he not mad ? It he refuſe to hear us, 
We'll bind his hands, as one bereft of reaſon. - 


- _ 


—_ 


Foy ;#* A 
Luchs Junins Brutus ; 
Haſt then: Oh 7 zus, ] would ſtay to moan thee, 

But that I fear his orders are gon out | 
For ſomething worſe, for death, to take the heads 
Of all the Kindred of theſe wretched Women. 
Ter. Come then: I think I haye ſome Spirits lett, 
To joyn thee, o moſt pious, beſt of Mothers, 
To melt this Rocky heart : give me your hand ; 
Thus let us march before this wretched Hoſt, 
And offer to that God of blood our vows : 
[f there be ought that's human left about him, 
Perhaps my wounds and hqrrjble abuſes, 
Helpt with the tears and groans of this fad Troop 
May battcr down the belt of hjs reſolves, 
Zit, Hark, Teraminta, 
Ter, No, my Lord, away. _ [Exeunt! 
Tit, Oh, my YValerias | was there ever day | 
Through all the Legends of recorded time 
So fad as this? But ſee, my Father comes! 


Enter Brutus, Tiberius, Liftors, 


Tiberius too has undergone the Laſh. 

Give him the patience, Gods, of Martyr'd 7:r4s, 

And he will bleſs thoſe hands that have chaſtis'd him, 
7ib. Enjoy the bloody Conquelt of thy Pride, 

Thou more Tyrannical than any Zarquzy, 

Thou fiercer Sire of theſe unhappy Sons, 

Than impious Saturn or the gorg'd Thie/tes : 

This Cormorant ſees, and owns us for his Children, 

Yet preyes upon his entrails, tears his bowels 

With thirſt ot blood, and hungar fetch'd from Hell, 

Which Famiſh'd Zanta/#s would ſtart to think on ; 

But end, Barbarjan,end the horrid vengeance 

Which thoy ſo impiouſly haſt begun, 

Perfect thy Juſtice, as thau, Tyrant, call ſt it, 

Sit like a Fury on thy blagk Tribunal, 

Graſp with thy monſtrous hangs theſe gory heads, 

And let thy Flatt'ring Orators adore thee, 

For Triymphs which iball make the ſmileat horror, 

Bru 
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Bru, Lead to the Senate. > et oi Pubny fodigt n 
7ib. Go then tothe Senate, {1 51: 07 2ldflionmi et tho 
There make thy boaſt how thou haſt doom'd thy Children | 
To Forks and Whips ; for which, theGods'reward thee «| 
Away : my Spirit ſcorns more conference with thee. 
The Ax will be as laughter ; but the whips 
That drew theſe ſtains; for this I beg the Gods 


With my laſt breath, tor every drop that falls - 


From theſe vile wounds, to Thunder curſes on thee. Exit. 
Bru, Valerius, haſt ; the Senate does attend us, Exit. 


Tit. Yalerius, ere you go, let me conjure thee 
By all the Earth holds great or honorable, - 
As thou art truly Roman, ſtampt a man, 
Grant to thy dying 7ites one requeſt. 1; 
Val. T'll grant thee any thing, but do not talk 
Ot dying yet; for much I dare confide 
In that ſad company that's gone before : 
[ know they'l move him to preſerve his 77tus ; 
For, tho you mark'd him not, as hence he parted 
| could perceive withjoy a ſilent ſhowef 
Run down his ſilver beard : therefore have hope. 
Tit. Hope, ſay'ſt thou! O the Gods! what hope of life 2 
To live, to live! and after this diſhonor / 
No my Yalerius, do not make me rave; 
But if thou haſt a Soul that's ſenfible - 
Let me conjure thee, when we reach the Senate, 
To thruſt me through the heart. 
Val. Not for the World. - * _ 
Tit. Do't; or ſwear thou haſt no Friendſhip for me. 
Firſt, thou wilt ſaveme from the hated Ax, 
The Hangman's hand ; for by the GodsTtell thee 
Thou may ſt as well ſtop the eternal Sun, 
And drive him back, as turn my Father's purpoſe : 
Next, and what moſt my Soul intreats thee tor, 
I ſhall perhaps in death procure his pity ; 
For to dye thus, beneath his killing trown, 
Is damning me before my execution. 
Valer. 'Tis granted; by the Gods, I ſwear toend thee 
ror when] weigh with my _ ſerious thought 
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Thy Father's condudt in this dreadful Juſtice 
I findit isimpoflible to fave thee. 
Come-then, I'll lead thee, O thou glorious YVidim, 
Thus to the Altar of untimely death, 
Thus in thy trim, with all thy bloom of youth, 
This Virtues on thee, whoſe eternal Spring 
Shall bloſſom on thy Monumental Marble 
With never fading glory. 

Tit. Let meclaſpthee, 

Boyl out my thanks thus with my Farewel Spirits - 
And now away, the Taper's almoſt out, 
Never, Yalerius, to be kindled more 1 
Or, if it be my friend, it ſhall continue, 
Burn through all winds againſt the puff of- Fortune, 
To dazle ſtill, and Shine like the fix'd Stars, 
With beams of glory that ſhall laſt tor ever. 


Scena ultima. 
* Senate. 


Bru. Health to the Senate ! To the Fathers hail ! 
Fupiter Horſcius and Dieſpiter- 
Hoſpital and Feretrian, Fove the Stayer, 
With all the hundred Gods and Goddeſles, 
Guard and defend the Liberty of Rome. 
It has been found a famous truth in Story, 
Left by the ancient Sages to their Sons, 
That on the change of Empires or of Kingdoms, 
Some ſudden Execution, fierce and great, 
Such as may draw the World to admiration, 
Is neceſſary to be put in A& | 
Againſt the Enemies of the preſent State. 
Had Feftor, when the Greeks and 7rojans met 
Upon the Truce, and mingled with each other, 
Brought to the Banquet of thoſe Demy-Gods 
The Fatal head of that illuſtrious Whore ; 


Troy might have ſtood till now ; but that was wanting : 


Jove having from eternity ſet down 


Exeunt. 


Rome 


| Father of bis Conziry, 
Rome to be head of all the under-World, - -- 
Raisd with this thought, and big with Propheſie 
Of what vaſt good may grow by ſuch examples, 
Brutus ſtands torth to do a dreadful Juſtice : 
Il come, O Conſcript Fathers, to a deed 
Wholly Portentons, New, and Wonderful, 
Such as, perhaps, has never yet been found 
In all Memorials of Former Ages, 
Nor ever will again. My Sonsare Traytors, 
Their Tongues and Hands are Witneſſes confeſt ; 
Therefore I have already pait their Sentence, 
And wait with you to ſee their Execution. 
Hor. Conſul, the Senatedoes not ask their deaths ; 
They are content with what's already done, 
And all intreat.you to remit the Ax. | 
Bru. 1 thank you, Fathers, but refuſe the offer. 
By the aſſaulted Majeſty of Rome, 
[ {wear there is no way to quit the Grace, 
To right the Common-wealth, and thank the Gods, 
But by the Sacrifycing Of my Bowels: 
Take then, you fad revengers of the Publick, 
Theſe Traytors hence ; ſtrike off their heads, and then 
My Sons. No more: their Doom 1s paſt. Away. 
Thus ſhall we ſtop-the mouth of loud Sedition, 
Thus ſhow the difference betwixt the Sway 
Of partial Tyrants, and ofa Free-born People, 
Where no man ſhall offend becau ſe he's great, | 
Where none need doubt his Wives or Daughter's honor, 
Where all injoy their own without ſuſpicion, 
Where there's no innovation of Religion, 
No change of Laws, nor breach of Priviledge, 
No deſperate FaCtions gaping for Rebellion, 
No hopes of Pardon for Aſlaſinates, | 
No wy advancements of the Bafe or ftranger, 
For Luxury, for Wit, or glorious Vice; 
But on the contrary, a Balanc'd Trade, 
Patriots incourag'd, ManufaQors cheriſh'd, 
Vagabonds, Walkers, Drones, and Swarming Braves, 
The Froth of States, ſcum'd from the Common-wealth : 
| K 2 


Idleneſs 


68 Ancim Funins Bruty: ; 
Idleneſs baniſh'd all exce(s-reprefs'd, 
And Riots check'd by\Sumptuary Laws. 

O, Conſcript Fathers, 'tis-on thefe Foundations 
That Rome ſhall build her Empzre to the Stars, 
Send her Commanders with her Armies forth, 
To Tame the World, and give the Nations .Law, 
Conſuls, Proconſuls, who-to the Capitol 

Shall ride upon the Necks of Conquer'd Kings ; 
And when they dye, mount from. the gorgeous Pile 
In Flames of Spice, and mingle with the Gods. 


Hor. Excellent Brutus | all the:Senate thanks thee, 
And ſays, that-Thou thy felt art half a God. 


Erter Sempronia, Teraminta, with the ref of the Mour- 
zers:; Titus, Valerius, Junius. 


Sem. Gon, gon to death! already Sentenc'd ! Doom'd ! 
To loſe the light of this dear World: tor ever? 
What, my 7zberius too! Ah, Barbarous |. Brutus : 
Send, haſt, revoke the Order of their Fate. 
By all the pledges of our Marriage bed, 
It thou, Inhuman Judge, haſt left me one 
To put the yet in mind thou art a Father; 
Speak to him, Oh you Mothers of ſad Rome, 
Sitters and Daughters, ere the Execution 
Of all your blood, haſt, haſt, and run about him, 
Groan, {ob, howl out the terrors of your Souls, 
Nay, fly upon lim like rob'd S2vages, 
And tear him for your young. 
Bru, Away, and leave me. _. 
Sem. Or it you think it better for your purpole, 
Becauſe he has the pow of Life and Death, 
Intreathim thus : throw all your heartleſs breſis 
Low at his feet, and like a God Adore him ; 
Nay, make a Rampier round him with your Bodies 
And block him up: I fre he would be going ; 
Yet that's a Sign that our complaints have mov'd him, 
Continu'd falls of ever ſifexming tears, 
$ach, and fo many; and'the chaiteſt too. 


Father of bis Country. 
Ofall the pious Matrons throughoutiRome, 
Perhaps may melt this Adamantine temper. 
Not yet ! nay, hang your Bodies then upon him, 
Some on his arms, and ſome upon his knees, 
And lay this Innocent about his neck, 
This little ſmiling Image of his Father - 
See. how he bends, and ſtretches to: his boſorn ! 
Oh ajl you pittying pow rs of the Darling weeps ; 
His pretty eyes ruddy and wet with tears, 
Like two burſt Cherries rowling in a ſtorm, 
Plead for our griets more than a thouſand Tongues. 
Jun. Yes, yes, my Father will be good to us, 
And ſpare my Brothers ; Oh, I knowhe will: 
Why, do you think he ever was in earneſt > 
What, to cut off their heads? I warrant you 
He will not ; no, he only meant to fright 'em, 
As he will me, when I have done a fault : 
Why, Mother, he has whipt em for't already, .. 
And do you think he has the heart to kill 'em? - 
No, no, he would not cut their little fingers 
For all the World ; or it he ſhould, I'm ture: - 
The Gods would pay him fort. 
Bru. What hoa | without there ! 
Slaves, Villains, Ha ! are not my Orders heard ? 
Hor. Oh Brutus, ſee, they are too well pertorm'd.! * 
See here the Bodies of the Roman youth 
All headleſs by your Doom, and there 7:beriws. 
Ter. See, Sir, behold, is not this horrid Slaughter « 
This cutting off one limb from your own Body, 
Is't not enough? Oh, will it not ſuffice 
To ſtop the mouth of the moſt bloody Law 2 
Oh, it were higheſt Sin to make a doubt, 
Toask you now to fave the Innocent 7tws, . 
The common wiſh, and general Petition 
Ofall the Roman Senate, Matrons, Wives, 
Widdows, and Babes ; nay, ev'n the madding People, 
Cry out at laſt that Treaſon is reveng d, | 
Andask no more : Oh, therefore ſpare him, Sir, . 
Bru. 1 muſt nat hear you, Hark, YValeriw,... 


70 Lucins Funins Brut : 
Ter. By all theſe wounds upon my Virgin breaſt, 
Which I have ſuffer'd by your cruelty, 
Altho you promis'd 7:ztw todetend me, 
Sem. Yet hold thy bloody hand, Tyrannick Bratus, 
And I'll forgive thee for that headleſs horror : 
Grant me my 77tus, Oh in death I ask thee, 
Thou haſt already broke Sempronia's heart ; 
Yet I will pardon that, fo 7ztws live. 
Ah, cruel Judge | thou pittyleſs avenger / 
What art thou whiſp ring? Speak the horror out, 
For in thy glaving eyes I read a Murder. 
Bru. 1 charge thee, by thy Oath, Ya/eriwus, 
As thou art here Deputed by; the Gods, 
And not a Subject for a Woman's folly, 
Take him away, and drag him to the Ax. 
Pal. Itſhall be thus then; not the Hangman's-hand. 
[Runs him through, the Women ſþriex. 
Tit, Oh bravely ſtrook ! thou haſt hit me to the Earth 
So nobly, that I ſhall rebound to Heay'n, 
Where I will thank thee tor this galiant wound. [Semp. /woors. 
Bru. Take hence this Woman ; haſt, and bear her home. 
Why, my Yalerius, did {t thou rob my Juſtice : 
Tit. 1 wrought him to it, Sir, that thus ig death - 
I might have leave to pay my laſt obedience, 
And beg your bleſſing tor the other World. 
Zer. Ohdonot takeit, 7:tus ; what e're comes 
From ſuch a monftrous nature muſt be blaſting. 
Ah, thou inhuman Tyrant ! burt, alas, 
T loiter here, when 77tws ſtayes for me: 
Look here, my Love; thou thelt not be before me. [ Stabs her ſelf. 
Thus, to thy arms then: Oh, make haſt, my 7zws, 
I'm got already in the Grove of Death; 
The Heav'n is all benighted, not one Star 
To light us through the dark and pathleſs Maze : 
T have loſt thy Spirit; Oh, I grope about 
But cannot find thee: now I ſink in ſhaddows. [Djes. 
Tit. 1 come, thou matchleſs Virtne. Oh, my heart ! 
Farewel, my Love ; we'll meet in Heav'n again, 


My Lord, I hope your Juſtice isaton'd ; 


I hope 


Father of bis Country. 
I hope the glorious Liberty of Rome, 
Thus water'd by the blood of both-your Song, 
Will get Imperial growth and flouriſh long. 

Bru. Thou haſt ſo nobly born thy ſelf1n dying, 
That not to bleſs thee were to curſe my ſelf; 
Therefore I give thee thus my laſt embrace, 

Print this laſt kiſs upon thy trembling lips : 

And, ere thou goeſt, I beg thee to report me 

To the great Shades of Romulus and Numa, 

Juſt with that Majeſty and rugged Virtue 

Which they infpir'd, and which the World has ſecn. 
So, for I ſee thou'rt gon, Farewel for ever - 

Eternal Fove, the King of Gods and Men, 

Reward and Crown thee in the othegaWorld. 

Tit. What happineſs has Life to equal this 2 
By all the Gods 1 would not live again ; 

For what can Fove, or all the Gods give more : 

To fall thus Crown'd with Virtu's fulleſt Charms, 

And dye thus bleſt, in ſuch a Father's arms 2 [ Dyes. 
Val. He's gone ; the gallant Spirit's fled for ever. 

How fares this noble Veſſel, that is rob'd 

Of all its Wealth, ſpoil'd of its Top-maſt glory, 

And now lyes floating in this World of ruin ? 

Bru. Peace, Conſul, peace; let us not foil the pomp 
Ofthis Majeſtick Fate with Womans brawls. 

Kneel Fathers, Friends, kneel all you Roman People, 
Huſh'd as dead Calms, while I conceive a pray r 


That fhall be worthy Rome, and worthy Jove. 
Val. Inſpire him, Gods ; and thou, oh Rome, attend. 
Bru. Let Heav'nand Earth for ever keep their bound, 

The Stars unſhaken go their conſtant Round ; 

In harmleſs labour be our ſteel employ'd, 

Andendlefs peace thro all the World enjoy d, 

Let every Bark the Waves in ſafety Plough, 

No angry Tempeſt curl the Oceans brow ; 

No darted flames from Heav'n make Mortals fear, 

Nor Thunder fright the weeping Paſſenger ; 

Let not poor Swains for ſtorms at Harveſt mourn, 

But ſmile to ſee their hoards-of bladed Corn : 
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Nodreadful Comets threaten from the Skies, 

No venom fall, nor poysnous Vapors riſe. 

Thou, Fove, who doſt the Fates of Empires Doom, 
Guard, and Defend the Liberty of Rome, 


— 


Epilogue. 


w/ buſineſs is to damne, 
While you your Arbitrary fit advance. v;, 1, 
At Wit, and duſt it like a boor of Franceus. , '«; GO 
Who without ſhow of reaſon or pretence - \' Ws | 
Condemn a man to dye for ſpeaking Jence. FE ; 
How ere we term d you once the wiſe the ſtrong 
Know we have torn your impotence too long. 
Tow that above your Sires preſume to ſoare, 
And are but copies dawb d in Minuture. 
Toa that have nothing, right in heart nor tongae 
But only to be reſolute in wrong. 
Who ſence affett with ſuch an Aukward Ayre 
As if a Frenchman /hould become ſevere. 
Or an Italian make his Wife a jeſt 
Like Spaniards pleaſant, or like Dutchmen dre/t. 
That rank the nobleſt Poets with the vile 
And look your ſelves in a Plebeian /tle. ——- 
But with an Oath.- — 4 
Falſe as your Wit and Tudgment now 1 ſwear 
By the known Mabden bead, of each Theater 
Nay by my own ; The Poets ſhall not ſtand, 
Like Shrove-tide Cocks, the Palt of every hand.” 
L2t not the parblind Critick s ſentence paſs 
That ſhoots the Poet through an optick glaſs, 
No peals of ill plac'd praiſe from galleries come- 
N.» punk below to clap or hiſs preſume 
| T1 -- "er not cackle at the fops that flout her 
"4th the Squires that uſe to pipp about her, 
' '”* wa hlck head bleated like an Ox . 
\** pit withedam we, what a pox.. 
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Kuow then tor Ev ry tm audr Beret, — 
Fl be more flabbing, ſharp, and more ſevere, 
Then the Fell-ſhe that on her. Keeper comes 
Who in his thrin# Jaft night laid waſt bpyr Raomes, 
Thundred her China, damn'd her quality, * 
Fer glaſſes broke, and tore: har Pojut Venag 3 
That drag d:her by the hair, and broke her head, 

4C "a Lion, but a:lumb in bed. JS. 

Like her Ile teez you. for your midnight ſtorming 

For your all talking, and your noe performing. 


Tou that with monftroas Fudgment force the $ tage 


Toutribling, fumbling Keepers of the Age. 
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PRO-. 


Spoken h Mr. Goodman. 


Hat tink ye meant viſe Piedidinke when firſt | 
Poets were made?” I'd tell you, if I fo, 

That 'twas in Cont radiftion to. Heaven's Word,” 

That when its'Spirit-gre the Waters flir d, ., _ 

When #t ſaw All. ie ' ſaid That Al was good. | 

The Creature Poct was not. underſtood. - "REY : 
For, were it worth the Pains © i x Jong Days, > 

To mould Retailers of of dull Thit Day-Blays, 
That ſtarve out threeſcore Tears in hopes of: Bays. 
Tis plain they ne're were of t the firſt Creation, 
But came by meer Equiv 'cal: Generation. oh 
Like Rats in Ships, 'without, Coition bred;.. EE 
As hated t00 as they are, and _* "<a 

Natzre their Spectes ſure muſt needs diſown, .. - © | 

Scatce knowing Poets, leſs by Ports "1 ANCSTINTS 

Tet this poor T, hing, fc 0 "ear &: ard Jet at nought:. 

Te all pretend t6,- und would fat be thought. 

Diſabl'd waſting Whore-Maſters are not. 
Prouder to own the Brats they never. got; 

Than Fumbling, Itching Rhimers of the Town, 

7” adopt ſome baſe-born Song that's not their own. Wy 

Spite of his State, My Lord Jometimes-deſcends, 

To pleaſe the Timportunity of Friends. 

The dulleſt, he thought moſt for Bufi neſs ſit, ; 

"Twit! wenture his bought Place, to aim at Wit. 2 


gr + 
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And though be finks with  - Tmplogs of Sk £01 
Till Common Senſe forſelr « him, he'll Tranj Pale Sj 


The Poet and the Whore alike complains, of | 


Of trading Cxelity,: that ſpoils their Gains 

The Lords will Write, and Ladies will have Swains. 
T hetefore, all you who have Male Tue born, 

Under the Starving Sign of Capricorn , 

Prevent the Malice of their Stars in time, 

And warn them-early from the Sin of Rhime: 
Tell 'em how Spencer flarud, how Cowley mourad, 
How Butler's Faith and Service was returnd; 
And if fuch Warning they refuſe to take; 

This laſt Experiment, 0. Parents, make / | 
With Hands hebind them ſee the Offender tyd, 
The Parifh Whip, [wi Beadle by his fade. 

Then lead him to ſome Stall hos does expoſe 
The Authors he loves m 56 there rab his. Noſe : 
Till like a Spaniel laſ#d, to: know Command, 2 4b 
He by the due C orrefion underſtand, C 
To Go his Brains clean, and not foul the Land. 

Till s. againſt his Nature learn to flrive, 
And get the Knack of Dullnefs how to thrive. 
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Ur Hero's / IEG ' the Plays Concluſion, 
The boly R be + lof has met Confuſion :- 

T houg -þ Arius "l ar d a-Saint, 

The Taft Act fbew. d þ dg true Proteſtant 

Euſebuus,; (far. yoz know. I read Greek Audhoes) 

Reports, that after all theſe Plots and Slaughters, 

The Court of Conſtantine nas full' of Gliry. | 

And, every Trimmer twrn'd Addreffing. Tory ;. 

The * flew 'd bim in Herds-as they-were mad: . 

When Clauſe. was King, then all. the World was glad.. 

Whiggs: kept the Places they pofſeft before, .. 

And moſt were in away of getting. mores: 

Whith was, as much. as ſaying, G Gentlemen, 

Here's Power and Money to'be Rogues again. 

Indeed there were aſort af peaking Tools, 

Some call them Modeſt, but I call 'em Fools, 

Mex much more Loyal;-tho not half fo loud 

But theſe poor Devils were caft behind the C roud. 

For bold Knaves thrive withaut one Grain of Mts 

But good Men ſtarve for want of Impudence. 

' Befides all-Yheſe, there' were a.ſort 0 Wights, 

(1.think:my Author calls. them: Teckehites ;-) 

Such — Rogues againſt the King and Laws,, 

They favour d even a Foreign Rebels Cauſe: 


When: 


When their-own dangd | 
At leaft they gyve: Ht th 04 
As many a Man, "who, for 
Breeds out his Baſtard;»not tonofe bis Wife. 

Thus o're their Darling Plot thefe Trimmers cry ; 
And though they cannot keep it in their Jes io gt 
They bind it Prentice-to Count. "Feckely. 

7 boy believe not the laſt Plot, may I be TY 

If I believe they ere belies'd the firſt. '_ _ 

* No wonder their own\Plot, no*Plot they think: 

The Man that-makes it, never ſmells 1b Stink.--* 
And, now it comes into my Head, I'll tell _ 
Why theſe dann'd Trimmers lovd the Tarks fo well 
7 bs Original Triramer, - though | a Friend. LA 70, a 
Tet in his Heart ador d\a'pretty Won : 

He knem that Mahomet laid wp for ever, © © © 
Kind Black-ey'd Rogues, for every true Believer iN 
And, which was more\than mortal *Mar: & re rafteg,.”. 

One Pleaſure that for threeſcore.T welpe-months lated: 
To turn for this, may ſurely be forgiven bak 
IWho'd not be circumcis do mo Jah \ a FLieav 2 nd. 
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Conſtantine. 
T HE 


GR 


The Firſt At. Scene, 1 Wk 5 We 


OP" 00 ——_— 


—— — —o_o— —_—_ 


Conſtantine ſleeping in a Pavillion, Silveſter ſtanding at 4 ance 
two AE deſcend with Banners in their bands. " : 


This Motto, In -boc ſigno Vince, Writ in Gold: \ | 


Sing. 

Wake: O Conſtantine | '-awake,; :-. 
Orin thy ſleep the Proſpet take ! 
Here in! this hallow'd ſtreaming Gold, 235 
The Proſpect of thy Life behold: | | 
| This Emblem of a bleeding Love, RTE - 
Shall both thy Croſs and Triumph prove. Ter. | 

For, alaſs ! *tis decreed by the Heayenly Doom o_ 

To purge thy paſt Crimes, there's "eg to come... 
2. Ang. Yer, after the Storin, belicte' in me, 

No more diſturb'd thy thoughts ſhall be, 

But all Serene as a breathleſs Sea. 

Chor. And ſtill r s Handmaid, Vidtory, | > no 7 we 
Where er'e tho go'ſt, ſhall wait on thee,;,,. \ Xir%o Docatretat' 
And all ſhall _ Harmon. | ; COM nat gt 

3. Ang. ſpeaks. Awake, and ponder the Cele Þ 
Thy --{ Conyerhon is delay d F d too. 2 "3 


1. Ang. 


12 CONSTANTINE 

- Awake ; remember the Celeftial Doom, 

© That threatned Torments,anda.Craſs to come... _....____.___.___. 
Yer after all the Menaces of Fate, 


_ — 


Be walh'd : And Calms ſhall on thoſe Tempeſts wait, 


For true Repentance never comes. too late. Angels aſcend; 


- - a_o— "_ 


#. 0onft antine 1awakes. j 1. 14 þ 
Conſt. Say ! 1 adjure you,* by the Natne, 
That bows your Airy Heads; I charge you ſtay : 
They're gone : Thoſe Beauteous Legates of the Skies ; 
And left me puzling here to.die in douby, 


Unleſs Silrefter guie me witha. Clew,, "PPE "Sb 
THFaygtthe dark Mazes of this | ing Dread. - * f 


oily paſt NE Torment tocome: | 
. F &. fY , > 
Ay, Wengtoo repeated thrice. 7 ; ME 


Conf. But ſay, What"Torment? 
Sity. A dangerous Torment, govern'd byill Stars : 
Conſt. By Heaven it ſhall by me. Þ:. 
Sitv. You mult hot Swear, 45 es ri Rte 
Liſt yau ſhou'd. be forſwara...-- - -—— - —_— 
Conſt,-If Heaven require T 


My. Latras an Atonernduc for thy Sits» 

Lead to the Akar,. Saint, and Ewill bleed. + 
Siky. 1 dare believe you would.; But this is more. , , . 
Cenſt., Moro thets my Life's: Wiyy, then *tis Reputation. | 

But I have lezrnt.in Chriſtian Schools to lay . ”N 

My Honour down.. And own my {elf a Worm. 

To waſhthe Pilgrims Feet, to bid the Saints; . 

Tread on this Earth : This trafhr, this heap of Sin. _ 
Silky. Bur there's a Bofon Rae taConyuer yet, - | hn 

And theres my feane © THEME ST A 
Conſe. Your fear, my Saint; after what I have. faid ? 
Silky. My fear,my Lp though youhad ſworn, ., 
Couſt.' Had I a Race of. Sons like,Cy:/pus dear, .. 

Hope of my vows, m Sr 5oE — 

Early Renown'd, atid Protis from 't Wang. Maney 

_ Yet weremy Bowels \\Foes'ro that Religion,” 

Whole Infant growth: onter'd, wy wlRay'"s Fr | 

I Swear by Heay®n; they. ſhould be mine,nd more... | py, 
Sitv. Your Son's the Angels tate; ahd When he dies, Pp Bo. 

' Theforemoſt of —_ ſhall ie? hita wich y CroViy Eo; 

But have you not a W; IP s EY Ons SELL 24% 

Conſt. You know wa + A tin _—__ 

| Agar one,- and by much my bitter part, -- Inn Eon 


of 
#tze 


__— 
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Silv. But have you not another Þ: 452 to? 2nobor 5 2211g1k 22NvHt6 1h0Y 
Conſt. When ſhe dy'd, 9v01-9115q)\2b n! ſol o} on 977 2lnicls 29T 
All Beauty fled with her. ob1cT wwHoandl ne | | anibasRo: alidw 1d 
Sikv. This Beauty lives : 104 I? JOY 09 b i9Ho oved 1 18) VF vhs 
Can you deny a Truth ? . 11:4a2H mon C t 01/1 bf 10:MimmvQ) 3on a 
Conſt. Silveſter, why ? in olneg 2d; Mota 
Why doſt thou preſs me thus, : wp Condon is Woman Tt A 


ER [61,i lo 910M 0H 


Sikv, Becauſe this Beauty, Si 
be: your own, VE, q yoY ! «0 An9 


Conſt. Large asan Angels 


r, may -bring 


knowlellgy 


And at one View, receive enb'e Nature: x D': omomd !I 2 : 169t br A 
Yer if you tax my Choice, with leaſt diſhonour, C41 1:14 327 32 ind E {1:99 Hum n | 
I muſt declare you wrong her. +. Fo 1200 22 
Sikv. Then you are at leaſt contra Toa nss- Divghese ; - 
A Heathen born ? 1x vir 99) Nola) iy Ravno Ab v3 212 
Conſt. But bred a Cherubin, : © © Ami f 2041 > d365 OY ] l 
She has all the Beauties, of her'Sex: below & g i 1. Viz» 31 a2ve9H 27 
And equal Virtues, with the bleft above. ''- C41 yarn! 22 ns 
Silo. Dares Conſtantine, the Chriian fo Renownd, _ T0 EG 
Say this to me £ NO «4 mM .19WInG LOT 250 VE ODER 
Conſt. Dares any Saint deny*r ? | £49) 125) aNog 2 202 of h 
Sikv. That Fauſta is not Guilty ! > 19910991 & BAS DUNG Tr y & pp 
Conft. Ha ! of what ? whe Wee $513 49 17 6319.7 
= .Of all the ills;ctharfhall attend yout Life. 4112 ; 12 a4. Ar 
Ot all ww 119 __ (Vat, 14 


Conſt. Hold, hold-—leſt I fall ourWith' Meavejs | z0t 20M a17 nt #þ 

Silky. Of all theBlots, that ſhall im after times M0 1 _ 4 20 SAP ON 
Stain your white CharaCter, and blaſtyour Fame; © 47 + 01090020 7 
While weeping Readers ſhall lament Fog Story. TIT OE TT 
| Therefore away with her.  * | 

Conſt. Firſt; let me die: ons 19.4 2: 
Penuriomus Heaven; and Oh! thou Nigga Saint, 
Did I not Offer you my Darling Son , 
With all my Race, as Victims to your Shrines 
If they were Guilty in a point of Faith, © 
To waſh their Hereſfies with Royal Blood ? ? 
And do you grudge me one, but one poor Nees R 
For all-the Pains of myUnwearied W Way A | 
Then take my Life, take Empire , all | Res wan bg 2 
Take all I offer'd this Than Prieſt, bs KONG TIC VG 90 
Whoinrequital, will allow menothing. 

Siky. Forgive me Heaven ! my too &-yac Care - 
For interpoſing, 1 in th an 


In Chriſtan patience, iryorns, DE 12 7 co rrol Purnton 10 

Chaſtiſe him noW 2? And make the TYy fir ng, oh 2} > rome Le 1 ppg 

Conſe. What hayel laid, that] 2 forgivenels?-" 6, "7201 2101.) £ 
_—_ B 2 Your 


y 


hes 
$— 


C ON STUNT NE 


Your Silence argues me undone for ever :*  |!.;:3 vr 978 3:5 MP 

Yet think me nor, ſo loſt in deſperate Love, rh oft not Ago 

But while offending I can kneel for Pardon. vodh clin Gol mind TA 
Sitv. 'What I have offer'd to your Choice, «23; all 21 Ted 


Was not Commiſſion'd me to fay from Heaven ; 

Therefore the pardon muſt be mutual. Sed 0 ov J 

All I have urg*d was buta jw. 1rY )boding): . | XY FE: WIL 

No more of that;be happy.mt yourLove. yin 2 ein of] ry. 
Conft. Oh ! you have Chayan'd:: ac+dito Life. agen; 29 207 Ng 

And fear not but ſhe ſhall become a Chriſtian; lara. Vs”, | 

I muſt confeſs, that yerfthe is a Heathen, ' 

As ſuch I Lov'd Her, in Her Fathers Court, 


Where firſt we,Plighted vows in | Aris hands 
But the dark ContraQ + was fo cloſe Contriv'd, 


- 
.* — - 


I wonder how youreach'd the Truth ſo ſoon : +. 1 bs wt - Bina 


But Heaven reveaPd it , or you cou*d not know it. P 
Since I may ſwear, She is not yet enjoy d. | 

Silv. By you! 

Conſt. By me? Your anſwer's ſhort and home: 
Who ſhou'd poſſeſs her elle ? rene © aeniy 

Sitv. Tow and a Heathen f \v1{6073 
Leftin the Senſual Maximians Court ? 

Conft. .No, Sir ; She's Guarded; and ſecure at Rome,. 
Criſpus, not yet acquainted with our ContraCt, : EE TIES 
Is ſent in ſhow, for I had qther-gurpoſe,:., VG, at 
To make his Judgmear of my Fauſts's. Perſong! +; 167% ; 
Whether to be preſerv*d, or like, Her-Father,; | 
Tohinder InſurreQions, be deſtroy'6 -. 
But hark ! What March is this? Perhaps? tis be! | 
And theſe his Trumpets, with the Legions Rais'd. ; Trumpets without. 

oN1 2 Þ, x ESO £70 + YISP | 

Enter Arius, od 'Eubolus. 


Both. Long live the Emperour. 
Conſt. Is Criſpus come , 
With thoſe Auxiliar Legions we requir rd; 
And Money ſent to pay the laſt Arrears ?. | 
Ari. Nothing obey'd : When rſt ;your Orders : came, 
W hich by your Brother were in the Forum Read z 
I never ſaw ſo ſudden a Revolt. | 
Art oncethey Cry'd, our Liberty's betray A, 


Our, Courts of JuſticeRob'4; Ola Rights ol; bs Pb ES” 107 
ples hag: 6.0! 11289 <0) nf 
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Our Gods muſt down, our Shrines and 
Andall for a phantaſtick, Old Wives 
A Croſs they Cry*d, one of Sileeftrs L 


&# 


hy « x 
' Pi 


"\TheGREAT,' \ 
Which never yet was ſeen by. waking Eyes; + | 
But either feign'd, or Dreamt. of in nh TY 
Conſt. Is this their Anſwes tomy ſtrict Commands ? 
Ari. Crispus by this return'd, to, join your-Brothier ; 
When ſtraight ſome Devil whiſper'd ia their Ears, - 
Your Son already had begun the Change, * {594 
The Statue of Apollo was pull'd down, _. | 
To make his Fathers Place : Whereon theycry'd 
Your Image ſhould be Burnt, and with a breath 
The Cockle, and the Corn, bow-*d all that way. 
Eub. But were reverſed by a more Powerful Gale, 
. Your Brother and your Son,.appear*d.like Gods, \ 
And ſtopt the Madmen in their tull Career.;, _ _ | 
Ari. At cloſe of day, in Dark Cabals they met, 
And in the Morning gave their Final Anſwer; 
Lycinizs, who that Night was brought a Captive, 
Tograce the Triumph of your bf appearance, 
Was firſt propog'd, to ſhare th* Imperial Power: 
Next they demand a general Perſecyiion. 
Of all the Chriſtians, and Silvefters head. 
' Conf. Tell'em their City ſhall be. Aſhes-firſt, 
Have I for this, with hazard of my Life, 
So oft Redeem'd. em from their Tyrants Racks, 
| When all their Streets, were but one Hideous Grave ;, 
"There Wives,an d Daughters Raviſht in their View ?. 
' When Age wasdrain'dof its laſt Ebbing drop, 
When Babes were ſnatch'd their Earlieſt breath to give,. 
And dy*d ere knowing what it was to live. 


Trumpets-—— Enttr Dalmatius. 
More Treaſon —— Arius, or do the Shaves Repent ? 
My. Brother here. Still to my Arms, and hearr, 
Thou Nerve of all my Wars : How. fares wy Friend,. - 
And my beloved? by movad 
Dalm. Criſps, our care is well. + 
And the late Tempeſt which nuſtteach; your Ear, - - 
By Skilful Pilots, Rockt into a Calnj;  : 
Believe me Sir, your preſence: gains the Cauſe. 
Therefore upon the- Inſtant march.tq..Rowe,'; 
Vanquiſht Licinius waits to Grace your Triumph. 
Bleſs me, ! 1s poſſible ? Arius with you Sir? 
Arizs the Traitor ?- 
Conſt, Have you found him fo ? DEER 
Daln. *The Subtleſt Snake, the ſofteſt CivilVillain 


* : "CONS TANFINE 
That eve? warm'd bimſafi in PrincesBolom 77 035) 27 299 1999h 1-110 
Diſcaſes; Blaſts, Plagues, Death andFfctiare itvhim: I to rant 12:14 14] 
Whate'e bis onfideſechnd This ſhameleſs Teditor nA wed: adi Aro) 
Was the foul Spring of alltheſe'poifon'd: Wators, 


Thar late had like to overflow the Empire; - 

Yet while his Emiffaries Fired the People 7 ud nl cn nan) 
This Judas on my ide, appear'd an Angell's = pw hs 10 211634.94TÞ 
For after the firſt Mutiny was quePd!y*  * { 204% Hl $3 4imnoT 


Though he had Sworn to Juſtibe your Cauſe, 
He warn'd the Slaves , I have hishand'to ſhow, 
Next day to make thoſe Impudent derhands. 
Ari. Plots on my Innocence ; 4s 1 am a Onritian, Gt, 
Iferel ſet my hand to ſuch a Treaſon-; $9972. 38 01971 
May theſerot off, which thus 1 hold to: Heaven ; 7; 
As I am of Prieſtly Order. | 
Dalm. A Devil Ordain'd — 
DIC, if I donotprove him. 
Conf. | believe you, 
I know him Heretick, a "0" Tranor, 
But yet have Reaſons to defer his Ruin, 
Therefore no more at preſent. Ariue hence ; 
Andlerme hear no further of theſe Miſchief. 
I have pardon'd you ; be gone, yott Eubulm, and tell the Rebeb, 
I come EmbatteP'd now for. fly | Revenge 5; 9% 
My Standard, and my Baniiets;' bear'the' Crels - 
Tell*em Lycinins, whom once before © 
I took to Grace, and Matry*d'to my Siſter, 
Their new Petition'd Ceſar ſoon ſhall bleed. 
Sitv. Forgive your Enemies. 
Conſt. But not my Friends: + _ 
Lycinius was my Friend, and has < amet me; 
Therefore Ile Execute himid their View. © ere 
Away and warn him, forthe Dooth that's given. ©x. Arines, Enbulus. | 
*Tis not by halfs, that we will worſhip Heaven © p 
No ; my Dalmatins, | have made a vow, 
The Rowans, or their Em perour ſhall bow. 
They're Subjects,and tis hit : Nuy, bow ttiey>taitc 
Or Ceſar in th? attempt, their Victim falb 5) : 
Bow tothe Man, whom Heaven Ordain'dfor Sway, 13748-0501 
Andin his great Vicegerent learn thetr FETs Obey 1.266 Exente. 
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— CONE 
Scene II. ROME. Conftantines Palace. 


Enter . Lycinius, Labieris. 


Eabi. The miſchief*s Ripe, and ready. for our wiſh : 
Confuſion to the Houſe of Conffantine, 
And Fortune points their Fate. For mark the Method 
The Father ſends the Son to ſee the Priſoner ; | 
'Fhe Son, not knowing of his Fathers Contra, 
Appears a God toF auſta's Charming Eyes, | 
And Marry*d her. 


Rebate this Martial Fare and hear your Wito oo 
Hear whatreturn our long'd for Aras brings. 


| 
-4 I.cou ? 
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8 _ CONSTANTINE 


Criſp . How Amnibal : What ! out of temper now ? 
When Book are offer'd, and the Ce = Purple ? 
What, though not born in the immediate wy - 
Yer thou art Collaterally Great as1. Io 
AndafI ever Heir his: Spacious Empire, - \ - | 
By Heaven, thou ſhalt not ſhare, but guide, engroſs 
\ My hearts beſt Love, and all the World beſide. 
Anni. Your Heart ? Ay there you Eccho'd my deſires, 
Enrich me there, condone your empty Globe. .. | . 
To thoſe Crown'd Slaves, that know no- other Greatneſs : 4 
But tell me, O my Cri{pus ! All Mens Joy ; 
Tell me, and trul Go thy Generous Soul, 
Haſt thou a Friend, whom morethou Lov'ſtthen me? 
Criſp. Not more beloy*d, more Fonded then my ſelf, 
But more 
Ami. Nay add not, tothat broken Truth, 
There's more in that, no more , then thou had'ſt Sworn. 
Criſp. Wilt thou not hear me out ? 
Anni. There needs no more; 
Thou art no Friend, that Lov'ſt another more : 
Nay half ſo much : But now1 6nd thatall , 
The former Flatteries of thy Glozing Friendſhip, 
Were Courtiers promiſes, and Womens Vows, 
But let me know his Name;. * 
Criſp. Thy Father Annibal my Godlike Friend, 
Dalmatins, who before thou cotfldſt Write Man, 
Hugg'd Crit ps to his Heart : Like Lambs in 7 Peace 
Together we lay down, together roſe, 
In War like Lyons, Coupled on a ſide ; 
Ere yetthy Infant Arms, a Sword co uid Wield, 
And drove like Herds , the Nations from the Field: 
Anni. Why then we're Friends agen, more faſt then eyer, 
Yet ſince we have bappen'diinto' this diſorder, | 
Tomake a Tryal of renew'd affetion, 
Pleputtheetothe Teſt. 
Criſp. Name the Danger, 
Though Kin to Death, my Arm, Young-man, ſhall Righrthee. 
Anni. *Tis death indeed : Moſt certain Death to me, 
Unleſs thy Softrning Charms, ' have powerto ſave me. 
Criſp. Speak this cloſe grief :. That wings thee with the An wnguilh, 
If I am not Eloquent in ſuch « Cauſe, 
Cut out my Ton 
Annib. My life is is1n the hands, | 
Of onethat hates me; .or what wounds .me mote, © © © OB Sou ghed 
Ofone, my Criſpas, that can never love me. © | LY 


C rilp. Not 
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 . Criſp. Not wid thee? O ye Powers! what heart is t 
_ Haſt thou not ſeen the Beauteous Priſoners _ F 
Criſp. Ha 
What, Fauſts meanſt thou ? 
Annib. Fauſfta and Serena, - | 
Criſp. Say which of em? ? ' Which HERA has Inflan'd thee ? 
Amnnib. Which ſhou'd, but the molt ſoft and Artleſs melter ? 
The Langu muy 
Criſp. Tire ki ling Beautcous——- Come. 
Amnnib. Ha ! Criſpzs thou art Concern'd f 
Criſp. I am to help thee 
Her Name? 
Annib. Why takeit then, the Fair "PEAR 
Criſp. O She's the ſofteſt ſweeteſt, killing Fair 
By Heaven— I amglad— Pm raviſht that *tis She ! 
By this Embrace I promiſe thee ſucceſs, 
I know her temper well Na.more bur leave me, 
I was __ the Inſtant when I met thee, 
Going to their Appartment ; Nay look u 
And Ap thy Friend. , Me 
Annib. Plead then for my Life, |. 
I beg thee as a God to plead my Cauſe ; 
Thou canſt not know o Yo ſudden. how 'tis with me: 
How Great, how Mortal, and how deep the wound. 
May all the Saints, and Powers that pitty Love, 
Inſpire thy Breſt, as if *rwere poſſible. 
That Amnibal: Soul cou'd pda thy body, 
So ſigh, weep, languiſh, and for Mercy ſuc, | 
As were I Criſpus, I my ſelf wou'd do—. Ex. Amnibal. 
Criſp. The Youth is Haughty, Martial, Hotand Brave ; 
Right for the Field, unhappy parts for Love-: 
Therefore perhaps, the: Virgin likes him nor. 
But thou haſt luckier Stars : No ſooner ſeen 
But lik'd ——Lov'd, Marry'd——Ha ! ——-but where's the Tranſport ? 
Without thy Fathers knowledge thou wert Marry'd : 
*Tis the firſt Fault of my unhap y youth, 
Yet *tis a Fault but *ris the ta ule of Love. - 
Had he not lov?d ous had not been here ; 
Away, you Damps, and darkning Images. - 
Be gone f ſay—Bebold ſhe comes to meet me; . Enter Fauſta. 
Lag as I am, in this great Race of Love EY 
O Fauſta, Fauſta 
Fauſt. O my C onftantine f 
Crifp. Ha! -. ens 2 AE CES 
F auf A miſtake ; my {OR out-went my Love. tl: 3% IO” 


wo = COnSTUNTINE 


Criſp. My Conftantine 1 Thy fear—=— by Heaven "was Omiticts: 
What cauſs hat thou to fear ? = . = 


Fauſt. Bondage and Death, 
Are not thoſe Reaſons for a Virgins fear ? 
Criſp. Yes foranother, Fauſta, not, for thine. 
For Oh ! when he has feen, ahd heard like me, 
The Abſtrated Charms of allthis Beauteous World, 
Expect not death, but offers of a Throne. 
Fauſt. *T's poſſible Yet by thy ſelf I fivear, 
By dear lov'd thee, my Cri/pus in a Cotrage 
Shall be prefer'd to all the Throneson Earth. 
Criſp. And thou, forgive me Heaven ! I had almoſt ſaid 
To Heaven it ſelf : No Faufa, that's the Jar, 
Religion makes this diſcord in my Soul: 
I find itnow. Hence'come my Starts and fears, 
Even in the height of my expected joys 
But Time, the Saints and Miracles muſt win'tliee. 
Fauſt. No Time, no Miracle, no Saint but thou : 
Why, thou art all the Wonders of the Earth, 
My Saint, my hearts Religion, and my Heayen ; _ 
With thee I am imbarkt to live or Periſh; 
Not only here but in the World hefteaffer. 
Criſp. Oh Extacy ! Oh, pattern Foc JeX * 
Yet ſhalt thou Maſter me by this Subje@tion | 
Give me thy hand, Thy Lip _— the ſ\veets are Richer, 
The taſt Enobled. Oh ! my raviſht Loye* Ih 
Glows with the pointed Charms.” The Heavens are'open'd 
And I behold thee Crowg'd a Saint already. ” 
But I will hold thee faſt, leſt that the Avgels ſhatcb thee: 
Ere we have mingled Souls 
Fauft. Oh not to Night ! | 
| Criſp. Ha ! not to night ? Not on this Lov'd Confeſſion 7 
| Notwhenthou haſt ſet my _. Spirits all on fire? 
+ Notnowenjoy thee ? "Thou mal*ſt my fears return, - 
Far more Extravagant then they were before. 
Leſt ere we join an Apoplex ſhou'd [ſeize me, 
The Palace If , andthoufand other Chances, 
Thatawe th' Imagination of my Love... 
Oh Come——-....-r : 
Fauſt. I will, and withtheſe longing arms | 
Hold thee till Morn : And fromthat Morn till Evening: 
From Evening to Mid-day : From day to Night: 
From Night to Death Ple clap thee thus for ever. 
Criſp. Let's baſte then, whjlethe 


- Hauſt. But I mult ſwear theefiſt: 


beckoning Minuee ſiules.. 


Criſp 


- bej, 4, 7 ew nd % . 
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Criſp. Take Oath on Oath:  , 

I ſwear to obey thee without asking why. de i i Ce 
Fauſt. Swear thou wilt never lvnerks Wedded Fauſta ; 

' What ever dreadful Chance,or ſtrange Misfortune, - 

Shou'd ſtart to undo me, almoſt to.a Crime. | 
Criſp. No Crime: But want of Loye : Nor that, by Heaven, 

Shall make me hate thee, though it bring me Death. 

Oh thou ſoft Dear ! if ever I forſake thee, 

Art my laſt hour, may I deſpair of Mercy, | 

And may thoſe Saints, that knew the wrong I did thee, 

When at Heavens Gate, I beg for Entrance, anſwer, 

Remember what thou did'{t to E, ff fear, E- 2 a. 


# 
(7 .1 


Be gone, for ever leave this happy Sphere ; 
For perjur*d Lovers have no Manſion here. 


| , Ex. Amba, | 
End 1ft. 4A, | 
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The Second Act: Scene RO ME. - 
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Enter Arius and Labienus, Eubolus. 


Arins. W<* have done our Work by halfs; follow'd by the Scent, 
Trac'd to our Holes!:Qh I could play.the Mad-man ! 
Men of our Make fo poorly hide a Murder, | 
That Dogs can Rake it up. Spies, Spices by Hell ! 15600 00-42 $f] 
The Courſe of former Councils was too flow, - 14 \ 
' Fam proclaim'd a Traitor, Heretick, © - | YT 
And Pottiards muſt-proclaim my Aceuſer nothing. | 
Labie. Were it not better t6comply-? | | | 9] 
Aris. Impoſlible ! | | aA 
The Genius of the proud imperial Brothers | 
And miue by Nature Mortally oppog'd, 


Hate ſtrongly at firſt ſight, which hate improy'd, - - + FILE) « 
By the late flaw [ found intheir Religion: == 1 4 234 mand 

They hear too bow I taiited InF:tie Fabian : 4412 20h 3 $0yno Tf 
Yet being made the Emperours Confidetity'- 7 0 has ns G49 30 3 


In the late ContraQt, all might have been retreiv'd ; 
4 C - And 


2 C ONSTANTINE 


And I at Helm, had not his hated Brother ., ' 
Thus interpos'd to my eternal Ruine— et  aiettget 5 
Poiſon and Ponyard Grg 
Eubol. Is it come to that ? 
Ari. It is: withaut diſpatch, 'we are all undone. 
Oh for a Slave to mould, ſome Malecontent; 
His blood aduſt, and blackned with the blows 1981 
Of adverſe Fortune : yer of Soul elare, RA Lone ) 
And to be flu{h'd for Fame, or hire 
To any kind of daring ! 
Lab. Why? re F £360 | 
Ari. 1 woldd work the Mclencholy, Ive ESO NOM! 3 
To ſtab Dalmatize. | 
Embol. Why not Conſtantine? ' 
Ari. Becauſe ten Conſtantines live at leaft in him; 
The one's not half ſo open to DeſtruCtion, 
As Yother cloſe : and on the Guard.to ſave him.; 
He has unravell'd our cloſe Webb: of 'Fhought, 
And from the bottom of our dark Deſign 
Drawn Treaſon forth, perhaps-to- hang us all. 
Lab. *Tis juſtly thought; ; this Lett muſt be remov'd ; 
And who fo ht to hew it into picces . 
As that ambitious, brawny Foot; Ljcinits ?” 
Ari. Thou haſt hit the Man my bulie Brain had loſt: 
The Emperour dooms him dead; by whoſe Advice? 
Tell me; I hear the dull Lycinins cry, 
That e're 1 fall the Vitim of the War, 
I may at once deſtroy his Life and Name. 


T& , 


Enter 1.ycinus. - /Guaras.. - 


But ſee he comes ! I bring. you News. 
Lycin. Ha! of my Death! I read it in- thy. Face. 
Ari. The Emperour, as at firſt I told your Story,, Ready Trumpets, 


Inclin'd to Mercy : but fierce Dalmeatins, -:. March at di farce. 
Repeald the hint of your half granted Pardons, 
And forc'd him to your Death: Call Serena... 


Lycin. By Mars Pl hight him. 

Ari. *T'is not in your Power ; 
You're Pris'ner of War. i OUC ; 97; {2 LH | 

Lycin. Yet I may curſe : MES 
My Tongue is not their Priſoner 5- YE Fl cs, ad 
Buterly curſe Dalmatizs : curle *em all, 


EGR E 4 F d 13 
Ari. Curſe for the lok of Empire, and of Life yo] voy © b 15llil bet 


Bitterly curſe ! Why Whores wil coo out- pangovert woe 12H 
I bluſh-to think the great Zydiwnar't: "0 rod 1 wotnk 145 og won 1 bak 


Should e're be-brought in ſack-Compariſag: Mor 7 1 32 news 
Would it not ſeem more worthy your poneowdheyr: 104 1h 2A 
To ftrike than ſay? Strike, if I PT. offs \ nating 3; 3 | 
And re you fulker. 290077) 17; iabica ng 2d (non 03.3 [ts] 
Lycin. Kill Dalmatingg £32 1 jan 5! of 43 11912 bing 2hholt gi Ts 
Conſtantine, Criſpus, Annibal, Allo qhrhy ont T foltzr2mm odd 4 


Quite root up all the Imperial Stock- at once," | 
Ari. This Dagger then be yours: the Legacy-. 
Of an old Propheteſ 1: who dying, told me, - 00 avi 
He that had Courage to employ ut well, | E211 994d nov :udl 
And where it ought, ſhould m KimkjF the Geentelt-v—— 2G liw {4 
| Trumpet as. diſtaiiee.). | > - 
Lycin. It ſhall be well employ'd, and. where it. Trooght 
But hark !/ th* Emperour comes! 
Ari: Rather. Dalmatins, 10 Tled L 70136 
Perhaps commiſſion'd for ; gar Exechtjoni'f modi ho ns hielo. v gr bn. 


Lycin. Why then P11 forth and mecrhim: \1By — 2*.0 bal. 


If Imuſt fall, he ſhalbnor-live to laugh :-: .. n1 * © ot 
And in remembrance of this folemn Oath, | Ov 
I kifs the ominous Gift thou haſt bequeath'd m ez :: > WI 


T'll treafureit next my Heart; where it ſhall nelly, bd wi Qeulica | 
Till ſheath'd by Vengeance-it Daimatins Breſt. d {Q ! | fd 31g 67. 
ri. Or live or dye, thou art contrw'd for: Mice Coe Ve; Hig 341 


Next-I nwuft-mend the Hereſies ve broach'd,, 

And reconcile my ſelf by ſome bold Offer, -- 

With Conſtantine; which while I undertake, . _ 

Be it your- Care to ſpread the old poiſonous Doctrine : 4; 
Sow it in all Habits,:Pexfons, Forms, and Places;,. is bis na TÞ 
Grow with the. Times, and. cultivate edition. | : [; ] 


Revey Serena. 


My fair Devoteſs:——but hence, .zs I hiaye-order'd, 
And:meet me at the Tryal of Lycinius, Ex. Labie. & Eqbol.. 
Seren. The Morning's come, and fain I would;have reſt,” 
Who all the Night have wak?d upon my Pillow, 
And made it wet with Tears: my ſolitary Groans - 
That pierc'd Heav*ns Vaults: tho-fleav'n was deat the while ;.. 
Deaf: to-redreſs, have made my Breſt! ſo,ſore. _ 4 
That I.can ſigh no longer. ol Sil 0:17 bftift 
Criſpus and Fauſta !' Oh you happycLovets!; d.3 + SiH wo! 
Not fo with you the glad{gme, Aruaes: raſhid ls | | g 
For, eYe *"twas day, [ left my tedious Bed, 


And: 


uw 4 ay 

And liſten'd to your Joys. »1i.? lo Lnz avuigm tor! 21 1 0] DN WV 
Ari. Her Sorrows lullae, > 210: -1 1 [liv 2970c! v7 WV \ Hwa Vi191 1:4 

And I grow good, -I know hot his th'duddent 1-4 27 i 03 bh 1d 
Seren. Such ſoft Expreſſions —_— claming Criſps + 

As did but aggravate my: Paſhohitnere; 


Yet hide it, O Serena! though thow diel, . tine Twtac ifteT 
Tell it to none, but to the midnight Groves, m—— 152: voy 21 bnA 


The Flocks and Streams, and thoſe unhappy Star, BHP IECTTN 
Whoſe mercileſs Fires thus fated thy | D By 
Ari. What! not to Arius! to thy Confeilor ; 
'To him who has a Priviledge from Heav'n ? = 
: Seren. Oh Arius | would I had the Pur to _ | 4 I & i 4G) 
But you have heard it all; 2) bd wud ali 
And will, perhaps, prichimch iritits Erailey./ 1970/01 ; rs ba: 
But, Sir, 1 ſhall:not: ln grfievive my ſhame : 
And fince *tis known;'confeſsit to-the'World ;; 
:Confefs, that Paflion has dethron*d my Reaſon, 
That unbelov'd, ] love the beſt of Men. FIAOY 11:51 4% 
And figh unheard, and without Witneſs mourn ir 1 599 
And dote to Death; wiahout the/lealt Return. |: L roads wil nt anath | 
Ari, *Ti's ſaid; young Annibal is vow'd your Scryanit, | Lt 2 TH 
Seren. O Arins! mark the malice:«f our Fates? 
That Prince loves me, as Crijpas 1s belov'd, ? | 
And failing in his Suit, emplayd: hs Friend ma 7:27 town IT 


| 

To plead his'Cavuſe ! Oh had'it been has: ONS; 9 \ Ts | 

_ © Butall my Pray'rs, alas? ardnow in vain, : Row Trqmpes | 
And wanting Criſpus, I muſt wed my Grave. 'S fora $4 | 


Therefore I beg you, Sir, procure has Picture 
To entertain my melancholy Thoughts, j | | 
Since him himſelf ] ne*re malt ſce again, 3 wwoy 84-94 | « 
Ari. That, and all Helps which Arius can cad 3 ils 2 11 wo? 
Seren. I thank you Sir, by the bleſd:Saims 1 ida;; 251ml! lt lo ons 
I thank you for this Favour, from my Hearr. \ 
But hark! they come: Criſpus and Fauſts tome ? \ 
Oh Heart! why doſt thou leap againſt my _ Þ 
Like a cag'd Bird, and => 25h. -hs oven — 4910v2Q 1:33 v1.1 © 
For an imp olfifile Freedoth ? Mm T oft ft 139K 1A 
Ari. Stay toefMare' em, anmolM of avvt 
Seren. No Arius, no: I cannot, dare 4 not ſtand hw: | 
But ſee, they come, wreath'd un each ethers Arms, \ 
And nungling- Kiſſes. Has not then the: Night . oy 12:01 
Been long enough, but you muſt tovebpBDay? | 01 1364Q 
Do Fauſta, do, be ſtifled with the Joy. ni fvit ne 1 161 T 
Follow him from thy Chamber'r& the. Doves, | 1964 big well 
| To Garden haunts, and claſp kim in the Bewers, 7 1 


brody wed CH) leedd T7 —< 
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Thence to your golden Beds ; gags WRIS | 
Sink to my Grave, and there Hye bnc ; 


Ari. Criſpus to court Serena fo 
His Picture ſhe ſhall have it | 
And if it be thy Will thy Slave > wy 
Criſpus and Annibal, that late were Friends 
Shall ſtrait be foes. But huſh, the Lovers COMB 

. This Cloſet hides me to diſcover mgxe. « && MST ITELW 3: 


Enter Crilpus and Vuiſta 
This Cloſet be my School, to learn their Cant 


:nomorT "naik [1or: 


bl ' ” 
« # 7 = 4 , 
mig, _ "A TY” 


Fauffa. Your Fathers Trumpets call you. Let ? fs 6h, 


| You ſhall not go. Oh are there any ds 

To charm, more powerful than your F Ct? . 
Criſp. No, not the Tongues of Angels! O beſt Jop: 

Of my Fat Soul ! What ſhall call thee? | 

By Heav*®n, thou art all Heav*n, all Paradife.” 

Talk not then of going from thee: for, ON Toy. ll Age 


Has ſnow'd a hundred Winters on m Hy thaf LM wh new 7 ooo] 


Yet give and take Enjoyments then, "as av. 
Fauſt. And oh, for thee, thou r begs = - World, 

My Sonls beſt Life, and my Hearts graſp'd Defire, 

Oh what Return! The Mother on her throws, 

After the Rack when hanging o'reher _»8 


With bleeding Joys, wild Looks, 'a Sling Smiles, Yd ; 


Loves not her Darling more than I doye' Coifpun! | . 
Thou ſhalt not leave me, Criſpms. 

Criſp. Yes, to meet again ; 
Our Loves approv*d, by him oe! gave me Being, 
And then "1 


Fauft. What then? He doomis'm& thus plike, ban 


Where in his Shrowd the poor Maxinvian ns; NE&7 7 

Where I ſhall 1ye as I had never been, 21/71 

Nor think of Cr:/p#s more. 
Criſp. Canſt thou fear Death, 


While I have Life? BUNzG Toy devgt * do 


Fauſt. Oh. do not,reuſk ch _ 266 <b*e LY 73 Ol TL 
Traſt not the Paſſio! ons, of 4 Cop brovr ; MH (9 #/*Þ:dl 
For in his fatal Look; Wheh Jaſf*he Safe "m1 *: 


Somethin ng £ fav, that bid-me fly his Preſerice.:. 2 © ifs 29 
: | 


Fly to th Verge of Earth, and leap the bounds, 


Rather than ever meet his Eyes again. Calls? ::11 pour 3 » 
Criſp, Fhy Father's Fate makes thee miſtruſt thy onthali ff 


Back. No Criſps, not Miſtruſt, but certain Dabgdngy ©! 


SE, 
eviil If ©) i 


lil daid77 
Haz $ nerifirud 
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Purſer Hs and neg 
riung adoy 
Unlef: ve Houſe betimes, and 

Criſp. What danger? Death?: What fall? 

Fauſt. Thy Father. + $6 HOITV 

Criſp. Ha! HY 

Fauſt. Thy Father, Criſpas.. q Ki 

Criſp. Knows not we are marry'd, 
But ſhall, and will T hope forgive my paſſion; © 

Fauſt. I dream't lalt night, thy Father was in loye; 

In love with me, my on catch'd us clalp' d, S 
And with his Dagger, ſta d us in the fald; 

Criſp. Is poſlible 2. 

Fauſt. Moſt true. FEE Irs 

Criſp. - And catch't thee wyh me?- | OO INES 

Fauſt. Catch't us in-bed. | 

Criſp. There? 

Fauſt. Here. Why doſt hey wonder ? 

*T was but a dream. *-'_ : | 

Criſp, Yet there is wonder i in i. | 
Becauſe, by Heav'n, I came the very. fume. 

Is it nor ſtrange? _ 

Feauft. It it ſhould happen true / 

Criſp. Thar would be ſtrange indeed. 

Fauſt. Therefore ler's fear the worſt: and Arm againlt itz * 
For oh, Why ſhould I hide. a ecre oP thee ? EXE Me 
When Tbeheld him laſt, Hadanguihe - eg 
And wrung my hand at parting. heh 

' Criſp. But what ſaid he? 

Fauſt. | will not tell yoa-Criſpas, till you anſwer 
What you would do with me, my dearelt Joy, 
If it were true indeed, your; Father lev'd me. _ 


< Mop 


Criſp. What, at your parting ?. ha! -- ._ . ..- Do CS eeN 
Fauff. Why 1f*t were true, eb pies 1 


Would you forſake me ? - = $90Y 
Criſp. Be my own murderer, c 43 

I —_ not what, bur ſpeak yqur parting. Oh ! "4 EIbY, 
Fauft. Why are you ſo enrag'd? Idare ne tell you, ,.. 
Criſp. 1f ought thou hid'ſt, þy Heay'a. thou dyſf not love me.” | 


-- 
r 
1 Yor 
11] JOr, 33d 


Fauſt, By Heav'n ! I hope no other Heav'n, bur thee. 1 high 


What if he talkt afittle ? Age will ralle 


Andthink of it no more. | |  Hunperifcy Bi. a "Cilt 


Criſp. vVhat was your alk on 
Ple know each ſyllables 7777 2 oil oof 7 og iT 
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TheGREAT.O 
' But then becalm; What if he talk'r of love? 
And;whar?: Oh. beidotangry, and Pl! rell you; 4 
- What if to ſave my life I promis'd him ? 

Criſp, Ha! promis'd Fauſta ? 
Promiſe the Father and engage the Son ? 
But ſpeak; I ſtand upon a Precipice; 
For if *tis true, that e're ſo little paſt 
Of love before 

Fauſt. What then? 

Criſp. And thou haſt promis'd ? 

Fauſt. Suppoſe I bave Sworn. 

Criſp. Suppoſe then thy diſhonour-: 

Suppoſe me never to behold thee more; +. © *: 
Suppoſe my death ; both Soul and Bodies ruin. 
Fanſt. Suppoſe 1 no more, but what my. Soul hath Sworn, 
To love his Son, none but the lovely Criſpus ; 
O therefore clear thy brow, .and take me to thee, 

Be ſtill my love, forgive this little fault, 1:5) Loan 
And Gealoule ſhall ne*re offend thee more. > 

Criſp. O Charmer ! Beauty, What ! where was \the need?. 

Why haſt thou kept me on the Rack ſolong ? 


Tho taken down, I feel the ſtrains upon me, 


And ſhall, I fear, t toolong. But hark, they call, WE Trumpets. 

And I muſt go. (24 Taal 
Fauſt, Bar will you then return?! '' LY nin d Abo" 
Criſp. Quick as thy wiſhes, or my own defs; p nid. ni 60 cl 

But makeno more ſuch Tryal. Hark Trumpet again 


Fauff. | cannot part with you, tho for a * ek 
Criſp. I'll but enquire whether my Father's come,  , - Th 
Fauſt. Swear to come back w_ Swear A ſee my ' 2160 
To give me one look more. : . wh vlog 217) yveays oh 
Criſp. What needsan Oath? tr | | 354 1 _ 
Before I ſpeak with him —— | 
\Kauft. You'l ſpeak with me, 
For I have muchto ſay of __ moment z 
Swear therefore to return. torn | 
Criſp. Swear on thy Lys : 
Thus with my!tHearr Licalmy Vows for FAY oy; Ex. Crs/pes. 
Fauſt. Heart and the Holieſt Vows deep writ in Blood; groan: © 
Blood and diſhonor : Take thenz take-my cauſes , , ;, 4 : {7 


Thou, that haſt made me ſin, O mighty love! welvacmiot 22 aol 02 
And let thy Mother plead it with her Tears, meiwond:; 9 Y. « _—_ 
He fe Father, and my:orime at'ance:3c.. "a (12 toy ©» :i9 [if al eq 


A elolves never ftw me\mares y :c P nor! w . er mba) 9156 1 
| | j 7 wy = SH _ ) 
mY wind D Enter Arius. 
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7; rt 
Arins, What then ? 
Fauſt. What then ! Of Arius, Dot thou "Iv me? 
And ask whatthen, when he ne're ſees me more ? | th&3!; 
PII tell the then, Fll never ſee the day | 
Shades, Night and Death, Deſpair and Dungeons hold meg — 57) 
When tho dear Eyes ſhall never light me more. 

Arius. Since you enjoy*d him, let the Tides of love 
Be ſwallow'd inthe Ocean of Ambition. 

Fauſt. Ambition, Pomp, and greatneſs of: the World; 
All empty ſounds to love ! But thine*'s adawiwidrd ſenſe,. 
Thou haſt no taſt of theſe ſublimer joys. ? 

Bur haſte! look out ; Why comes he not again? 
He ſwore, he would; but he has ſeen his Father ! 
Who ſtops him, with my firſtunhappy Contract. 

Aris. | ſee him yonder. | 

Fauſt. Bleſlin hs Fonguez-5:::; -»:! "oa fic} 93ye 
Bur Ill run forth ws meer himy -- nolonger, . Tk WE  O 
Conceal the Innocent deceit of Love. +3 

Arizs. Hold Madam, ſtay, Dalmatine:comes; retire. . 

. Fay. Dalmatius ! Let me. fee my felf. 

Arius. They come. 

Fauſt. Dalmatius! Gods, *tis He, He tells bm all; 

Th” Emperor told it him. Nay. w mattour; © - | 
Fam ſimdone: But gentle Ariur,wait, - | ' | 
And watch, and bring me' word, how Criſpys bearvie | 
Oh that were a Spirit to ſand wiſeen! | .. 
To mark his pefffons bow they-rifeand/fall, | . 
Wyth every Glance of thoſe dear, dreadful Eyes : 
But ſee they come, and yet I cannot ſtir, © 
I grow diſtracted with my hope and fear, 


Berer Artis {1's .' Cob DalnticaCrigun, 


CompelPd to go;. yer long to tarry here.. | OY Ex. Faufs. 


ever Dalmatius and Criſpus fo Arivs, 17; 61. 


t ls 120 ar) 
"D&8. thave much againſt-you, *Oraſpurs undyo kaowit gn 1:9 2vel 
Therefore with all the treedom Le a friend; [5741 
Tell me what is the cauſe, yollearymer been. | Neb bir 
So free as formerly. zYol 447 L 5 of 25 
oO You know Tam. 2 &>T' 35: Gt 22d: 
Dalm. Ill preſs you Sir, no mogeg>only: ol? ery. <1 cul 
There ſtands a Villain, whom I haveſfcenyou whitpersy - 1: 2. A 
. Cri. by tell you all. 


«| Dain. You 


The GREAT. 
Dalm. You dare not: Come thet& a tnil 

You bluſh toown, a rme of. ſuch a' Oh 

As will admit no Par 

Againſt the great Divinity of friendſhip; 

Which my Soul takes to death. 11s 
Criſp. Can it be , 


Ever too late to gain a Pardon here? 


Dalm. 1 cannot tell ; Yet I cati'rell thee this, *'  vitoos 


. 
a \ # +# £ * $8 bo 


There was a time, not majiy days aye p: 


[t ar boxton), 
»” 3 341OIT?Z5, 


”\ 
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1 


Since I preferr'd thy friendſhip to the World; ' © V9 


When I cou'd ſay ; Why yonder goes the Man, 
Whom my Soul worſhips morethen Conſtantine, © 
And Loves beyond my Son. By rags. fault * 


- = 


Is ominous, and grinds my temper through: 
Criſp. That Son you nam'd uvhappil / 
Dalm. Then He's a Fool. With whiom ? 
Criſp. Maximians Daughter ; 

The younger Beauty. 


Dalm. Ha ! And you Lovethe Elder: oo 29: 


WE 38 yi! 
Ea 


My life on'c ſome ſuch maſterly deſign ; 


#8 {*% - * 
4334 6 


. 1 36164 91ft o 
in Love. 


-'This makes you ſhun the Camp, to lutk beneath 2d Yer 71G 9-5 


The Eeves of Palaces, and droop ini Corners. © © 

But Sir your Pardon. I almoſt forgot | | 

To urge your ſwifteſt ſpeed, to way your Father, 
Criſp I will but take my leave. ©, © 
Dalm. I fear there is 


"TY LILGYY, 


Too much already taken ; but no more 2704 21) 


If you have ought to fay, Pll viſit for you... 
Criſp. Be all as you would haveit! Olr your hand ! 
Nay, I will force my Entrance to gout Heart, ; 
By opening all my own; and ſo farewell” 
Dalm,, + blame my friend for walking'in the Datk, © * 
Yet hide my felf, who when feem moſt ſirurige' tt 
Am fondeſt of his Love. So Sir, What now ? 


Enter Anniball. : 


Amunib. The fair Conſtantia with condemn'd Zycrnins, 
Dreſt in the ſaddeſt Glaſs of dying ſtrrow, Re OT 
Was coming to entreat you for his Pardon; 

But ſoon as ſhe had heard from weeping Arivs, 

Her Husbands doom, ſhe in-our. Arms. Expir?d. 
Dalm. 1 mourn her Fate; But for Lyninins, 

I urg'd at firſt, and ſtill reſolve, his Death 


bs neceflary to the Emperors life 


20 CONSTANTINE-. 
Nor ſhould a few weak drops by Women ſhed, 
Stop a Decree ſo Abſolute and Royal. _ 
 __ £nnib, He comes attended with a moyrnful crowd, Tl 
To ſue for life. | 2s 
Datm. [|| have him Executed in their view ; | 
Yes Anniball, and ſhew thy Youth a pattern 
Of the old Romans, for thy imitation: 
Who haſt but poorly Copy'd from thy Farfies, 
Awnib. Why Sir? What Villain has traduc' d my Vertue ?*' 
Dalm. No Villain, but thy Prince has own'd thy weakneb 5 
And fays thou Lov'ſt a Captive Foe of Rome. 
Annib. The Virgin's beautiful,and greatly born. 
Daim. Perhaps the Virgin may as greatly die, 
And yield her Beauties to the Paral roke. © 
Anzib. To-the Fatal ſtroke! Oh all ye Powers! 
No Sir : The fair Serena Dil. nor not die 
While 1 wear this. 
Dalm. Ha Rebel! Traytor | How ! 
Not at the Emperors Doom ? 
Amib. No nor at yours, | 
l bet gave me Sir my being ; take] ir dgaing 
nleſs you give me leave to lay u there, 
Where I have pluc'd my Love. 
Dalm. The Emperor 
Decrees thee Cappadocia: Wilt thou forfeit. - 
The noble Heritage of ſuch Ambition - * 
For Infamous Love? I»; 
Amvib. Wrong not a Paſſion, . 
That equals your own Virtue, ..For could Ceſar 
Give with a Daughter of his own the World, 
1 d peefer my Love in this Congition, , . 
To all the proffers of his Blood and Empire. 
Dalm. Hence from my light; _ ed ll chau brett this paſſion, 
Sce me no more. 
Annib. Then I muſt never ſee you. 
For when I ceaſe to Love, where | bave vow'd, 
I am no more: Therefore upon my Knees; 
I beg you to recall this . dreadful ſentence. 
Repeal my Baniſhment, and give.me. leave, 
To win the Heart of this unhappy, Maid, 
Or bid me die before you. : 
Dalm. Riſe my Boy : 
Thou Lov'ſt indeed, who can{t refule a Kingdom. 


5 aw 4 
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Exter Arius, Lycinius, Labienus, Eubolus, 
with the Populace.. © | 


But fee Lycinizs with his followers here, 
' Take to the habit of thy former Wars; . 
And ſoften not my Juſtice by thy ſorrows. 

Annib. 1 have heard Lycinizs lately threatned you; © 
Therefore your Guardians Eye be watchful ore you. | 

Dalm. Fear not, I'm Arm'd againſt 'em. Know, Lycinius 
'Fhe Emperor has decreed to ſhew his Subjects, 
What weary'd Mercy dares refolve to do: 
Cleanthes ; you the Captain of the Guard: 
Lead to the Forum, and m the Peoples view 
Strike off his Head. 

Lycin. [ bear the ſentence as becomes my Honous: 
And all the favour which I beg in Death, 
I to reveal a ſecret to-your Ear, 
Which may import the Emperors life, and Yours.. 

Dalm. What would you Sir ? 

Lycin. My Lord, Are you in earneſt? 
Or is there room for hope? 

Dalm. Sir, be not flatter'd : 
Hope is the fawning Traytor of the mind, 
Which while it cozen's. with a colour'd friendſhip; 
Robs us of our laſt Vertue, Reſolution. 


Lycin. Speak then the force of Refolution—=—Thus, 
Annib. No Villain — — Thus. Annibal diſarms and. 
Dalm. Hold, Amibal' Hold thy Hand. offers to Stab him, 


An-executioner in the beſt of Cauſes, 
Is a vile trade for Honourable men ; 
Therefore let ſlaves diſpatch him. 

Anmb. Rack him Firſt, 

To know who counſel'd him ro this damn'd deed? 

Dalm. No: To Sylveſter let him own his fault, 
And die a Chriſhan, I am fatisfy*d. 

Lycin. Ha ha !——— A Chriſtian! What and fall a Sheep?” 
Confeſs! No, as heurg'd, bring forth the Rack : | 
Wire-draw my Limbs, Spin all my Nerves like Hairs, 
| And work my tortured Fleſh as thin as Flame, 

You ſhall not know a title more then-this ;. 
Ewas ſet on to ſtab Dalmatine ; 

And would the Emperor, were he in my reach. 
Who were the Gods that prompted thus my Arm, 
You Chriſtian Curs ſhall never know from-me; 


Therefore 
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Therefore go learn the Myſtery in Hell, .  . _. 

'Thus much 1 may acquaint you; They are living, .* 

Warm in your Boſoms, and I hope will ſting you; = 

Sting: you to Death. Plagues, Famine, Sword, and Fire; 

Fire from the Gods on your proud Cuy tall; | 

And with that dying Curſe I leave youall. 1 Ex. Guarded. 
Dalm. His Fate was juſt ;. now Romans tothe Trwumpb ;. 

Go forth and meet your Emperor, whoſe mercy 

Extends her peaceful Wings to all that ſeek hun ; 

And 1s the Darling attribute of his Soul; 

But hark ! He comes! 'The Saviour of your Empire ; 

Bring forth his Statues ; Crown. ns Images ; 

Meet him with Garlands, Songs and Shouts of Triumph. 

But ſee his entrance 18 already made, * 

And there He comes, with Cr2/pus in his Arms. 


Enter Conſtantine, Criſpus, &c. To the Triumph. 


Conſt. Dalmatins, I muſt thank thee for the Fate, 
'Of that too ſtubborn troubler of our Reign; 
Sytvefter to his Hermitage retires, 
And ſays the Saints are fad at my delay : 
Tell him,ere long, and urge him to return, 
The Emperor and the Court ſhall be Bapriz'd. ... _.. | 
Dalm. Take to your former freedom, Mirth and Humor, - 
For *ts obſerv*d, you are-not as you were. | | 
_ Conff. Oh Brother ! Friend! In all my hazands try*d, 
Th San ſhall ſhare the Heart and Empire too, 
'Of my lov'd Criſps, whom for ſome few mmues, 
I would diſcourſe alone. | 
Dalm. Your wiſhes on you; | _ | 
Peace to your thoughts, and Heaven ſtil] guide your -Councils,, Exeunt. 
Manent Conſtantine, Criſpus. 
Conft. Haſt thou perform'd thy Embaſſy, my Criſpm« ? | 
And ſeen the Daughter of Maximian ? 
Criſp. I have ſeen Her Sir; And ſeen Her Beauteous Siſter. 
Conſt. How lik'ſt thou? He! Are they not charming both?. ... 
Both Beautiful ? i 
Criſp. They are. But why Sir both? 
Cont. Becaule the latter only Catch'd thy praiſe, 
' When Fauſta in the Pride of blooming Nature, 
As much tranſcends her as the Summers Rofe _ .. 
The little Beauties of a backward Spripg. _ 
Criſp. *T's true, She is the .Elder. © 
- Conf, And the tawer, 
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In all compariſons to be prefer'd, | 

Not only to her Siſter, but the World. 

Criſp. Iv poſlible? - ze! 
 Conft. That thou ſhould'ſt be ſodull, 

To ask the Queſtion, having ſeen'the wander ! + 
Croſp.. But Sir, when | was ſent you talk*t of Death.. 
Conft. Death-to my. ſelf, and'thee; and all mankind, 

Rather then wound a part of my Lay'd Parſts. 


Criſp. Oh Heav'n{_ Whiat faid you? - Do you Love: her then? | 


Conſt. Love her my Son! In Age I Love her more, 
Fhen in my Youth I Lov'd the chace of Glory. 

Criſp. And does ſhe know you Love her? 

Conſt. Know? Approves; | 
Approving joyn'd, and Seald the Comradt fure. - : | 


Criſp. Death and Deſpayr!- Approv'd, Joyn'd,Seal'd; Contatted ; 


How Seal'd? And how Conttacted ? 
Conſt. Why our Li 2 
Have Sign'd and Seal 'd arr Everlaſting Love. 
Criſp. Whayy kif'dher ? Ha!. Bur Pim toe Credulous : 
All you have ſaid 1s but to try-my temper, 
How much your Son can:bear. 
Conſt. 1 muſt confeſs, 
Thy fears were juſt, had'ſt:thou another Father ; 
But as I am, I ſwear what ever Mfue - 
I. have by Fauſtz, Thou ſhalt Heir my Power. 
Criſp. Talk not of Power, buttell- me of your Love; 
Diſtract me not with theſe: Ambiguous Anfwers, 
Bur tell me; Swear to ſave my loſs of reaſon, 
| If as you Love,. you are by Fauſta Lov'd. | 
Conſt. That I Love Fauſta; i as true by, Heavn,. 
As I Love thee; But whether Iam Lov'd, 
With juſt return, 1s hard indeet:to ſwear : 
Yet as I ſaid before,” our Hands have joyn'd, | 
Our Lips have ſeal'd, and binding Oaths have paſt.. 
Criſp. What Oaths ? £ 
Conſt. Betrothing Oaths:. _ 
Griſp: Oh, All ye Saints ! ; $::0JIGN 
Are you contracted too $1 17o!!; i 4rd 2901! 
Conſt. Ay Criſpus, we *recontracted; -; - 
Weep not my Son , I (wear by-cthis:Embrace,. 
Thou ſhalt not leſs be Lov*d then! heretofore. 


Criſp, Betroth*d ! Oh Heav'a!: Andhave you Sir enjoy'd 
#s ; That's xHeav'n I have t& come,... 


Conſt, No 
oo A Fl A Hell! And if not yet enjoy'd, 


Liex me.conjure you by my Mothers aſh. 
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Touch her not for the World. 
Conſt. What means my Son ? 2/4 
| T have decreed to marry her this Night; 
And taſt the ſweets of long expected. joys. 
Criſp. By Heav'n 1 ſwear thoſe ſweets have poiſon in'*em, 
Bane to your Soul, your Empire, Life and Glory. 
Conſt. Take heed my Criſpas, that thou do not wrong her; 
] know the hazard of Succeſſion frights thee. »$12Q &?! 23-T6:£H 
Criſp. No: By yourfacred life; nothing but Honour 
'Provokes me in the point: She's falſe, forſworn, 
And to my certain knowledg. loves another. 
Oh! Therefore touch her not ; and to convince you, 
That Empire could not work me thus: This night 
Pl! turn a Hermit, and renounce the World. '. -- 
Conſt. If ſhe be falſe : I know thus temper well; 
And nature cannot make ſuch faults o'th* ſudden, 
If ſhe be falſe! By Heav'n, thou haſt moved me Crifpas : 
But ſpeak the Traitors name, who thus has wrong'd me. 
Criſp. Pardon me, Sir, his. name; He'could not wrong you, 
Becauſe he knew nor. F797 £41 0731: v5 þ1; 
Conſt. What ? 
Criſp. Your Love, 
Conf. His name, Ni 
There's more in this ; His name, again I charge thee, 
Notonly name him, but produce'his perſon 5 _ 
' Or I ſhall think all forgery thou haſt ſworn. 
Criſp. O let me beg you, wed her nor co: night, 
And when l ſee you next, Pl! tell you more ; - 
Perhaps betray the Innocent to Death. + 
Conſt. Let that be prov'd ; Iſwear he ſhall not die, 


INE 


Thou art it ſeems his friend aswell as mine; : We ll! 2h 
But look you calm the Tempeſt you have raid; ' | oo 7 
Or I will make thee ſtranger to my Soul. * :' '£%. Conftantine, | ! "7 

Criſp. Solus. | am content; if-that ſome pittying Power, +, ; | 


Would make make me too.a ſtranger to my ſelf : 

But hold my Heart a while, till [ have found her: ' 
Yet there*s a lucid joy in theſe diſtraCtions ; 19042 oy 14 0 ahi 
To know he has not bedded her; then had follow'd; - - | {5:55 cy 
Her death and mine, and conſequent Damnativo's + ©) A 


Yet leſt ſhe ſhould conſent, PM haſte; and/warnher ; N20n 45977 
When warn'd Pl| watch, and if ſhe-after Yield; 2 6:4 200 5:48} uorfÞ 
Through Lavyewor-Fear,” to his Laceftuons charms; 1. ! 4112 gi 
Plt ruſh through all arid'fAb% her'id his Abis.:'c/'1' ; waBafol ng 
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Enter Annibal and Serena. 


Anmb, F this your Anſwer then, You cannot love me ? 
This the Reward for Offers of my Blood ? 

And braving a ſtern Father to preſerve you? 

This the Effect of Criſps Eloquence ! 

To make his Friend a moſt untimely Grave ? 

For, bear it as you pleale, or laugh or grieve, 

I will not be a Trouble to you long. 

Seren. What Thall I fay? Alas! I might delude you, Annibal, 
Like other taithleſs Beauties of the Age ; 
But the Gods fram'd me of fo plain a Temper, 

I cannat hide my Thoughts, 

Though to my undoing. | 

But ſomething more there is, it you could bear it, 
To turn your deſp'rate Love for ever from me. 

Amnnib. Produce it then ; for, what can Nature ſhew me 

' Than Death more dreadful, wilder than Deſpair, 
Which now are my Famuliars? % 
' Seren. Take it, Sir, 
The only Secret of my wounded Soul, 
I love, I languiſh, and deſpur like you. 

Annib. What, ds you love,agother ? 

Seren. Love him to death, nor docs he know I love him ; 
Or if he did, he would not make Return. Bs, 

Annib, Can this be poſſible, Bur where, where 1s he ? 
That I may ruſh with all-agy Rage upon him, 

And bear him with me, to The other: World. 

Seren. Nor for a thouſand Worlds you'mult not hate him. ---- 

Annib. Plagues ! Curſes an, bis. Head, Rage and Deſpair. 
Is this then the Return of all my Vows, - 

To make my ſetting yet more deep m Blood ? 
Bur give me quick his Quality 'and Name. 

Seren. His Name | what, after ſuch Reſolves of Vengeance! 
Your Fate and mine ſhould nor- compell it now. 
Annib. What, not to fave my Life / : 
Seren. No: for what Life oan ſtand in Competition, 
$5: - 4 $1] | 
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When his is threaten'd ? Better you, and I, 

And all the reftof humane- Kind, ſhould periſh, 

Than he, the Maſter-piece of Nature, ſuffer. 

And ſhould you;know him, fpite of your Reſolves, 

Sir, you would kneel and worſhip too like-me. 

Annib. Show me the God then, it | muſt adore. 

Seren. No, ſince you have ſworn, I ſhould do ill to truſt you: 
Yet, for his Preſervation, | muſt tell you, | 
When eje he dies Serena too ſhill bleed. 

From the ſame hand,the ſame Diſpatch I crave, 

And, if at laſt one Monument we have, ” 

What Joys can Life compare with ſuch a Grave ! Exit. 
Enter Arius with Criſpus Piffure. 


 Amnib, Death, Hell, and Furies ; if my Sword have Charms, 
Which never fail'd me yet, Pl ad him our; 
This Rival God 
And drive him from the World. 

Ari. Ha Goes it there ? 

Then to my Task ! 
* Amnmb. Arins in Contemplation! 
*T were worth my while to ſpy ; Criſpus Picture ! 
Forgive me Arius, if I rob. your Hand 
Of whar's ſo deep ingraven in my Heart. 


For whom this pretty Preſent ? 
Ari. Your Pardon—— The Myſtery is one of Loves great Secrets, 


Annib. Criſpus in Love, and hide it from his Friend !. 
From Ammnibal, that open'd all to him ! 
*T was much unkind : Arius] am concern'd : 
And you muſt tell me where his Heart's engag'd, 
Ee I return4he Picture. | 
Arius, Sir, ] am 1a haſte ; 
And dare not tell her Name; therefore I beg you : 
She waits my coming.——Good my Lord, the lgyee - 
To that degree, each Moments Stay 1s Death : 


Therefore, let me conjure you. 
Amnnib. Thou doſt but raiſe my Admiration more:; 


Therefore, your Buſineſs, or farewel. 

Arias, Stay, Stay / | 
My Lord, you are his. Friend! yet *ris a Breach 
Of Truſt : bur ſince there is no other help, 
And the fair Miſtreſs of his Heart may = 
To death upon the loſs ; reſtore the PiEture 


And take the Secrer, Sir: her Naine's Serene. 
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Anuih. Traitor, thou by: and, but thy:Robe :proteds thee, 


Should'ſt feel, even now, ih* Effetts'of my Revenge. 
ari. To clear th* Alperſion, bear it Sir, your telf, 
And to Serena's Face, I'll jultifie 
The Secret of her Love ; tho Criſpus kill me. 
Annib. By Heav*n, thou doſt recall a dreadful Inuge: 
Of late I met him e're I ninde my Viſit - 
To Her thou haſt nam'd, and ask'd him of my Love ! 
He ſeem'd in haſte! his Anſwers were abrupt; 
His Count®nance fad: and thus in ſhort return'd ; 
Hunt not the Bubble Beauty, like a Boy ; 
Fall like a Man : and -let your Reſt be Fame. 
And fo it ſhall : If what thou ſay'ſt be true, 
PII level him with Earth. | 
Arius. What ſaid you, Sir ? | 
Annib. Yet I will have more Proof; ſhe ſhall, her ſelf, 
Be witneſs to the Fall of this high Virtue : | 
Then Friendſhip to the Winds, like'meeting Tides, 
We'll fight the Tempeſt out, nor give it ore, 


Till one lies daſh*t, and broken on the Shore. Exit. 


Ari. Thus far the Devil is the beſt mounted yet, 
And Hereſie at laſt ſhall win rhe Race. 


Enter Labienus and Eubolus. 


_ Ha! Labienus here, . 

And my Eubolus, We ſhall ſhortly govern. 
Labi. 1 met the Emperour of late, alone; 

Who ask'd for you.  . 
Ari. Il inſtantly attend him. 

Where is his Son? 
Fubol. 1 left him with Dalmatins. 
Ari. Unloading his ſick Heart pypon his Friend. 


Enter Dalmatius aud Crifpus. 
But ſee, the Maſter Enemy's at hand; 


Scuuk to your Poſts, and dive in Miſts away. Ex. ArcLab. Eub. 


Criſp. Now my Dalmatius, now thou haſt my Heart, 
And make good uſe on'r, $I ne're ſee thee more. 
By Heav®n, my Friend, I have not hid'a Point 
Of that ſad Story thar miſt male my Rume. 

Dalm. Would thou had(t told me half 'of it before! 
I might have ſav'd thee many a Sigh and Tear: '. 
Pray Heay'a no worle come- orc 5 but = no time 

l 
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T” upbraid thee now ; What wou'dſt thou havg me do? 

Criſp. Perſwade my Father frqm enjoying her, -- v9. 355 
For it that be to night, as once he vow'd, | 
Thou ſhalt behold thy Cri/pus dead to morrow. 

Dalnm. And what of F auſta ? 

Criſp. I know not what. 

That ſubtle, falſe ons, that has thus deceiv'd. me, 

And with her charms enſnar'd my innocent Saul : 

But I will hence. 

Dalm. For what ? - 

Criſp. To execute 
The Vows I made... 1 

Dalm. Go then and kill her: . TIEks > 

Criſp. Ha. | 

Dalm. Kill th* Adultereſs: This inceſtuous Charmer: 

And have her born in 'I;riumph to thy Father: 

Then tell thy Tragick ſtory hike a Man; 

And greatly thus Atone fr both, your: Crimes. — 
Criſp. Farewell: Ill ind another way to end her. 
Dalm. Tongue kill her, go: or ſwear and be forſworn, 

hou ne're wilt ſec her more. Heav'n | T hat. a Man 

Born to the Empire of the World, ſhould dote : 

On ſuch Night ſtuff as Woman . 

, Criſp. See my Father, Vi 
Look thou to Him, as Pl be guard on Her. 

Inceſt! Diſhonour !_To all future Aget—— EL 

Think, Think on that—— and puſh hin from his ruine, Ex.Criſpus, 


Exter Conſtantine, Sylveſter, Dalmatius. 


Conſt. What fay the People to the rumour ſpred 
Of my new ContraCt ? 
Sylv, All the Chriſtians mourn, 
And licken in their Souls, as it Heav®n warn'd 
The Earth, of fome unhcard Calanuty : 
' The Heathens on the other fide rejoice, 
And cry, a Perſecution 1s at hand. - 
Conſt. No matrer. to the point, Knowlt chou he! man, 
Whom Fauſta Loves ? 
Sykv. I rold you Sir before, | & 
I would be dumb for ever on chis Theam... »v..;i 1 PEEY 
Corft. Yet this implies thou knowſt, but,yilt not, ſhow him; ) Dots ie 
All know him, all, all burhs tharibou'd; .; 15.0 ods blio! ntl 
For Criſpus has confeſs'd, :69TÞ- bes nds MoS ES 
Yet hides the name ;-— But Pl © © 2 nn. 


Leſs meriting reſpect, whom Racks ſhall force... 
Dalm. lf you intend your Empires fafery, Sir, 
Calt Faujta trom your Boſom ; 'Tura her out ; 
Away with her far let her: be Exil'd, 
With all her race ; For Death is in her Beauty. 
Conft, My Brother offer this ! 
' Death in her Beauty ? e > 
Dalm. Violent, ſudden Death ; | 
Death to your Health, and Ruine to your Glory. , 
Conſt. Perhaps he is the man; Her Lover! Yes: 
And thus conceals his flame with Covert rage, 
For elſe what Cauſe could thus provoke his Pailion ? 
What 15 the Publick [ntereſt here concern'd ? 
Their murmurings, or their joys; which, with a nod, 
My Power can huſh. By Heav*n there's more at bottom, 
AndT will hnd ur out ; Their looks betray e'm: 
Prieſt : Princes: all engag'd; and. for ſome great one. 


Enter Aris. 


But hold——here comes my Man ! Brother Pve thought 
And will conſider further what you urg'd, | 
Againſt my Wike. 

Dalm. We leave you to Heav?ns care, 


And wiſh you to beware that waiting Ficad. Ex. Dalm, Sylv. 


Conſt. So, now your bulinels, . Arias | 
Arites, Str. 
Conſt. Your buſineſs ? 
"The Coaſt is clear; be your Confeſſion fo-; 
And ſpeak what all the Court have ſworn to hide. - 
Arins. Sir, Labienus gave me your Commands, 
That I ſhow'd wait. 
Conſt. Dolt thou dally with me? 
Thou knowſt theleaſt of thy Enormous Crimes 
Deſerve a lengthen'd death: "Think on thy.'Treaſon, 
Atheiſm, Blaſphemies again(t.the Higheſt ; 
Think on the purpos'd murther of my Brother, | 
Wrought by thy Charms, thou damred one; . alter. thig, 
Let thy afirighted Soul deſpiſe my wrath, 
And if ſhe dares be dumb, to- my demands. 
Arits. What mult I Anſwer? *: 
Conſt. Give me Truth for Truth... {,.,..! - -, + 
Once more then ; And this warning be thy laſt, 
Show me the robber of my heartgrepaſe, 4; .';..': --.,' 
Friend to my Eriſps, but his Fathers, Foe; 


= 
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The Conquering Rival of my-raviſit Love. 
Arins, Whar, has your Son reveal*d ? 
Conſt. He ſays ſhe's falſe ; but tells me not towhom ; 
Swears ſhe's fore{worn: And when I ſee him next, 
I ſhall know more. 
Arius. What it you never ſee him ? 
Conſt. Why doſt thou ſtart a Queſtion ſo unlikely ? 
Arius. 1 cannot think he will betray his Friend ; 
He who betrays his friend, betrays himſelf ; 
And rather than do that, I judge he'il leave' 
your ſight, The Empire, and his Love for ever. 
Conſt. Love, Arius' Ha' His Love ! What Love? Towhom? 
Arius. Why Love to 
What other Love ſhou od Cri Criſpus entertain ? 
He has no Miſtreſs ſure'! | 
Conſt. Thou ſeemilt to hint, 
As if he had: Mark th y foregoing words : 
He who betrays his blond, betrays himſelf: . 
By Heav'n ! Thou haſt ſer my anx10us Soul-a* work. 
For when thou ſaidſt; he has no Miſtreſs, ſure 
Thy meaning was, to make-methink he bad ; 
And that this Miſtreſs could be none'þut Fauſta. 
Arius. 1 hope, dread Sir, you will not wreſt my words, 
And Innocent thoughts to any evil purpoſe. 
Conſt. What ! at your rricksagen ? Be quick my es 
And ſpread at once thy double Heart before me; 
Doſt thou not judge my Son, his Father's Rival ? 
Arius, It you would know my Heart, indeed, Los. 
Conſt. Why, what a Devil were thouthen 1 deny? S4 
So putrifully play the Hypocrite; 
And ſcrue that lying Face into a ſhow 
Ot Innocence, 
When nature ſtampt thee tor a Villain: 
Arins. Forgive me, Sir, if I avow *iwwas fear, 
Not Villany that made me hide-my thought. . 
Conſt. All fear, butfear of Heavn, betray's a guilt ; 
And guilt is Villany. Burt let thy fear 
Produce what paſt betwixrt the -wicked par; 
Show me th? Adulterefs and Adulterer ; 
Where, how and when, this Inceſt was Commirred, 
Who was the Inſtrument and Curſed Bawd, | 
And damn'd contriver of their, horrid) Joys. _ | "= 
Arias. Oh Heav'n ! | UOTE. : | 
Conff, O Hell ! For there alt thou? bethinPd, 
And roſt in Sulphur, if Thou not«rdFme-ull ; 


Thou, 


The GREAT. 
Thou, who perhaps thy ſelf wer't the Comnver, 
The Bawd 1 nam'd, and Inſtrument of their lu. 
Arius. Hold Sir! And Pll conftfs : Pye ſeen your Son: 
 Ofener then I have wiſt'd, attend your Fauſts, 
And ſeen him late from her Apartment come; 
F've heard him praiſe her long, and when the praiſe 
Was hniſh'd, ſigh, that he durſt praiſe no longer: 
At leaſt | thought ſo, bur my thoughr * no proof. 
Conſ#. No Arius, not enough-for Criſpus. Death, 
Bur there*s enough toturn my Spirit from him, 
To make me Joarh his form ; When next we meer, 
From Head to Foot to meaſure him with my Eye, 
Both as an Object of my fcorn and hare. 
Arius. That Love has paſt betwixt *em is paſt doubr, 
Bur for enjoying 
Conſt. Knowſt thou ought of that ? 
Arius. Notl, by Heav'n'! 
Conſt. Why didſt thouſtart it then ? 
Artus. Sir to be ſatisf*d, what you wou'd do, 
Upon the demonſtration. 
Conft. Both ſhou'd bleed, 
Both dye, as ſure as we are living, Arius ; 
For him, *rwere ſacriledge to think to fave him, 
Tf thus he has tranſgreſs't;, not then my wows, 
Not all the Conqueſts of his blooming Years, 
With my whole Empires Knees and hfrted' Hands : 
Not the remembrance of his Mothers Tears, 
When on her death-bed, ſhe. bequeathed his fafety 
Tomy beſt- Care and Love, ſhall once redeem him. 
Arius. What ſhall be done to him that finds the truth ?* 
Conft. Reward and Honour. He ſhall be my friend. 
Arius. lask-no more; henceforth Pm yours ; 
To ſearch, tho at the Peril of my life 
The bottom of this buſmels. 
Conft. Say and do 
But ſend my: Wardrobe now, . to Paufta's fide, 
Bear her the Diadem, -with ſtile of Empreſs; 
And ſay this night I bed Her. 
Arius. That will prove her—— 
If ſhe refuſe; You know Sir what to judge. 
Nor would it be amiſs to break-diſcourſe, 
About your Son, and ſift her ſubtle Soul.—— 
Conſt. 1 apprehend thee: But as I commanded-=—es 
Away—— Oh Conſtantine! Yet &re this ſearch, 
' Whatever comes , Remember he's thy Son ; 
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Son of thy Love, and once was next thy: Soul. 

But as the beſt are worſt, when! once corrupted, 

If he has finn'd at all, be has {inn'd to Death ; | 

The Thought d: tracts me; Heav?n remove this Trouble, 
Or I ſhall run to my old Gods again. 

But huſh awhile: Pll bear my Paſlion cold, 

PII curb it while the Reins of Reaſon hold ; 

But if they break, then Nature, where's thy Call ? 

Be deaf to Reaſon, Nature, Judgment, All 
The Precipice is Fate; and if we roul, 
'The Fatllc 15 theirs that fool'd us with a Soul. 


— 


| OCCNe II. 


Enter Criſpus with a Dagger, and Faulta. 


# HT; hold thy hand 
Cri/þ. Think not I meant to kill Thee 


No, thou Pt were thy Stains more deep 

Think not t00, Deſpair, and. Rage cou'd ſo unman me 
To hurt a Woman. Yer thou ſhalt hear me F auſta : 
And if the Story of thy Crimes can: kill thee, 

Pll lay thy Wounds wide open to the Air ; 

Diſplay the Perjuries of thy bleeding Heart, 

And to thy Inceſt, add at lalt a Murder. 

Fauſt. Stab with tay Dagger then; but letthy Tongue 
Deſlroy no more. - 

Criſp. Oh all ye Powers, who that had known laſt ? Night, 
The or s which I have knowa, could -once. have thought 1t ! 
W ho that had heard her Vows, when on my Breaſt, 
Weary*d with Oaths, and out of Breath with Kiſſes 
She panting ſwore. And wiſh's Deſtruction ſeize her, 

It ſhe were not content, ſo one night more 
Her raviſh*d Soul hike that might entertain, 
T'o live her Miſeries and paſt Life again. 

Fauſt. By all thoſe Powers you name, and by your own, 
] with fo ſhll. 

Criſp. Yer at that very Minute 
When thus ſhe ſwore, to know ſhe was forſworn, 

Conſcious her Faith was plighted 'to.another ! . 
Ang who that other pick'd trom..all Mankind, - : 
'To make her more abhor'd, but my- own Father "a 


nog 


7A 
Fiilft! 
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' Fauſt. What, Load on Load 2; | | 
Criſp. Her violated Hands 

\Were-plighted faſt with his ; and Kiſſes paſt, __— 

Fauf?, Hold, hold, and let my Tears atone, my Lord, 

Or {ink upon the Earth. 

Criſp. The Center, Faufta, 
The Center cannot hide thee from the Horrors 
Of thy own Conſcience, which are my Avengers : 
\ An1 whereſoe*re thou fly'{t, ſhall follow thee 
With inward Hells, for the baſe Wrong thou haſt done me: 
Fauſt. O Criſps! never, never, wilt thou end? 
Criſp By Heav*n! I know thy damnable Deſign : 
Thou haſt this Night contriv'd to ruine Nature, 
To make the Angels lick with ſuch a Crime, 
As equals hers that firſt betray'd the Warld. 
Fauſt. I'll ſtop thee with my Kiſles! 
Criſp. Off Crocodile! 
Fauſt. Why uſe thy Ponyard then. 
Criſp. Nor that; nor this. . | - 
I had delign'd, tis true, to ſtab my ſelf ; 
But ſecond Thoughts inſtruct me thus to haunt thee ; 
Like an eternal Fiend te follow thee : 
To hollow ſtill Damnation in thy -Ear, 
And hinder thee-from Inceſt with my Father. 
Oh horrid Thought ! 
Fauſt. Oh horrid Thought indeed ! 

Criſp. Why does it ngt poſſeſs thee ! 

Thou fair infinuating Snake! wouldſt thou then guild thy Poiſon? 
Swear on my Ponyard, ſwear, and damn thy {elf ; 

Thou haſt not plotted, .as this Night, to twiſt 

Thy inceſtuous Arms about my Father's Neck ! 

Fauſt. Yes, I will ſwear. But let me:Jean my Head 
Againſt thy Breaſt, while I recover. Breath : 

For I am Faw with Groans, 

Criſp. Oh Heart ! Oh Love! - | 964 | 
She graſps ſo hard, and locks-ſo with -her Charms, 
I exnnot-put her from me! 'Fauſta! is't poſkible ! 
Is it then poſſible! Thou canſt be good?” | 
So good at leaſt, as being thus gone in Sin, 

To go no further. ? | 

Fauſt. Let me ſwear; -- "5501 
For I will face the Gods in ſuch a Cauſe; 531 nt 
And ſtanding on the Guard of Innocence, | Mott:b tif 
Swear, all Pve done was bur th* Effect of Love: ©", {7 1144] 
Criſp. Againthoirr Falled ; far rhou art Salty; Faufra,, ': | 


\% 


"8 97% +} $$ 


34 CONSTANTINE 
Of [mpious Treafons, and inceſtuous Love. 
Fauſt. I am not, Criſpus. 
Criſp. Ha! not ouilty, Fanſta? 
Then farewel all. 

Faaſt. Hold, hold, not guilty ro my Cri iſs, 
Fall not to Rage again, and Il confeſs | 
I was compell'd to be contracted to him : 

Not wedded, nor poſleſt. 

Criſp. Why cid thou hide thy Comra&ti ? 

Fauft. Becauſe * was forc'd by Fear; nor did T dare 
Reveal it to thee, ere I had thee ſure. '- $0 much 1 lov'd thee, Cr nk 

Criſp. But what hadſt thou decreed to do to night, - 

This taral Night, if that the Emperour | 
Had ſworn to enjoy thee ? 
Fauſt. Stop him with my Tears; 
Or if they fail'd, to dam his Paſſion thus, 
| And ſheath this hidden Ponyard in my Heart. 

Criſp. Is*t poſſible, Thou ſhouldſt fo' greatly dare ? 

Fauſt. Yes Criſþnus, Thou ſhalt ſee by what's to come. 
Oh! therefore take me to thy Breaft,' and ſwear —— | 

Criſp. Swear firſt thy (elf, he never ſhall pofleſs thee. 

Fauf. What needs an Oath after poſſeſling Thee ? 

Criſp. Yer, for the SatisfaCtion of my Soul, 

And Cement of our everlaſting Loves, 
Swear thou wilt never. 

Fauſt, Never Criſpus, never. 

By Heav'n and Earth, by all that's ood, ad ON 
ſwear thy Father never ſhall embrace me. 

Crip. What never ! Oh yet tloſer! Never Fauſta? 

Fauſt. By all this Dearneſs, never Criſpi, never. 


Enter: Arias. 
Arius. What Faults are gone and-palt, it matters not : 
But you had beſt beware of what's tro come—— 


' 
" 


Haſte Sir away.——See there the Beds prepat'd—.- 31 Scene draws, 
The Diadem ; and Name of Emprefsigiven—+— | 

Your Father's at my Heels! -hark!; you are. warn'd.. | Sift Welje, 
I hear him come, and wiſh: you POO: Pn Ex. Arius,.. 


Criſp: Oh Faufta ! 

EF $4 Take no Thought. 1501 

Criſp. If he ſhould charm-thee, 691-97 121] Ab 
Or ſcare thee to Compliance Dk ft} novo) 9 1 ' 992. F 

Fauſt. 'Fhat diſtruſt 1 b4:19 5:11 no niitnd 
Apain! by Heav'n Il dye before he Fey | 
Criſp. Hold thee, my Heart ! "thy Li, my. Love,: wy TY 


'TheGREAT. 
Pl ita and hazard all but hark : he: comes. 


I would adviſe——Lave, if thou canſt wth'Honour a 
If not 


Re-enter Arius with Conſtantine. 


Conſt. Ha Ariz ! ſee*lt thou there? 
Ari. Criſpzs, I think. 
Conſt. Did'ſt thou not ſee him? 
Ari. Yes. ; 
Conſt. Why doſt thou then ſuppoſe # but thy 'T'hought ? 
Ari. Becauſe I do not like his being here. 
Conſt. Nor I, by Heav'n ! Withdraw ; and wait my Call. 
What now, my Fauſta! Ha! in Tears my Fair ! 
What, on thy Wedding Night? Why doft thou fly me ? 
Am I a Raviſher ? Howe're reputed 
Bloody in Fields, in Chambers I am gentle 
As thy own Thoughts. © 
Therefore let our Vows be ſeal'd, and then to bed. 
Fauſt. What ſaid you, Sir? | 
Conſe. Why, to Bed my Love; 
And hide thy Virgin Fears. Thou:wilt be bolder there=—- 
Fauſt. Alas! I dare not. 
Conſt. Why? | 
Fauſt. I've ſworn, my Lord. 
Conſt. What, and to whom? 
Fauſt. To Heav'n I've ſworn, 
Howe're contracted, that I will not wed you. 
Conft. When ? 
Fauſt. Not to night. 
Conſt. When then? 
Fauſt. Preſs me no further, 
For I can only anſwer with my Tears. | 
Conſt. Speak, for I'll know th* Extremity to night ——=— 
* Why then to morrow ; but by Heav'n no. longer ; 
For now I've ſworn too. 
Fauſt. But I vow'd firſt : 
And ſwear again to keep that Vow till Death. 
To morrow and to morrow, add'to thoſe 
Ten Millions more. You never ſhall embrace me—— 
Conft. Is poſſible ! after thy Faith was given ! 
Fauſt. Not given, but by a Conquerour compell'd. 


he's here, fall, and I'll toNlow thee. » | Ex. Crifpus, 


Ar. retires, 


\ 
I 


Conſt. And haſt rhoipnighnly ſean'dthe Conquerour's Rage? : ++ 11:1 7 


Ha! Fauſta ! haſt thou plac'd thy Fathers Fate: ..- | 
Before thy Eyes ? And thought upon thy own 


2 


Favf.. 
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Fauſt. Juſt to your purpoſe: I'm prepar'd for Death, . 
Rather than entertain you in my Bed: | 
Therefore if you ſet down enjoy me, Sir, 
Or doom me dead, upon the Earth I beg you | 
To ſpeak your Will. And Fauſts ſhall revenge you. 
This Ponyard ſtrait ſhall act your vow'd Revenge, 
And take her from the World. 
Conſt. Riſe, Fauſta ! riſe— 
By Heav'n I find *is vain to ſtrive againſt thee !. 
Take then what more thou valu'ſt than the World, 
And whar, in ſpite of me, the Fates ordain thee— 
My Criſps for thy Love— 
Fauſt. Ah, Sir, what mean you? | 
Conſt. Why would'ſt thou ftrive to hide what Nature ſhows? : 
Dalmatius, Arius, and Sylveſter, know it: 
And over-wrought me for my Empires Safety, 
To this great Act to yield thee to my Son. 
Fauſt, Did Arius too? No ſure, they rather wrought you: 
To yield me to my Grave 
Conſt. No. To my Throne: 
Already *tis decreed: my Ceſar weds thee. 
Not but I own 1 came to work thee from him. 
But ſince not Death it ſelf can daunt thy Love, . 
Forbid it Heav*n, that I ſhould break fuch Union. 
Haſte Arius ! Call my Son. Pl! give him now;. 
Now while my Reaſon lets me ſee my Dotage. 
Haw ill ſuch Aurumn ſuits thy Beauties Spring ! 
Bur haſte and bring him, while the heat is on me ; . 
For I will have you wedded in my preſence: 
And if thy Heart conſent to make a Turn, 
As ſtrange as kind; this Night he ſhall enjoy thee. 
Fauſt. Oh Heav*n, inſtruct my Frailty what to anſwer! 
Can this be real Sir! ist poſſible ? 
Conſt. My Council know it, and confirm the Order. 
Fauſt. "That I ſhall wed-your Son ? 
Cen#F. Why thus repeated ? 
Fau#t. And you approve u ? 
_ Con#t. Canſt thou doubt me- ſtill ?: 
'-  Fau#F. No. I will own Sir, ſince you approveat : 
Own it to Death, I love him more than Lite. 
Con#?. O Fauſta: 'Þ 
Fau#F. Ha! what now ? He turns away. ; 
He bluſhes ! Gods———Pm loſt, betray'd, undone! 
Undone for ever. Criſps is betray'd;. 
The innocent Criſpus — —— 


- 
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Conſt. Guilty, guilty | 
And guilty Faufta! Gly both to death ;: 
But moſt my Son who wrought thee to this n ruin. | 
Fauft. O ſay.not fo. *T'was Fauſts wrought your Son 
And over Lov*'d hm, to his own deſtruQton, . '/ -- 
Therefore as you're powerful.be' juſt, .. 
And let the ſtroak of Vengeance light on me. 
But Sir for-him——. | 
Conff. For him each Syllable We) 21 ei2 
"Thou pleadſt in his behalf but wings his death; 
Fauft. By the juſt Heay'ns!- And'by the Saintthat bore youy | 
By your-Religion Sir, I do conjure: you, 
Spar, ſpair his Innocence: .: ul d249 
Conſt. If thou conſent, ride od 01; 
That I this night ſhall wed chats. | 
Fauſt. Wed me Conſtantine ! 
Conſt. Faufta, Why not? 
Art thou enjoy'd already, married aſc. 
That War thermo 
Fau hat you know, you know z-. 
You _ ban me once, but ſhall no more; 
More! There's no. more, but that I Love your Son, 
And whether he Loves me, the Gods can tell: 
I know the natural goodneſs of your temper, 
How e're tranſported will not let you Kal him. 
Therefore I leave you 
 Conff. Stay andtell.me-when.; | 
When I may hope Loves Conſummation ſure? 
Fauft; When you behold me Wedded to your Son, 
As you engag'd, a paſt your Royal word, 
When after many rowling years I bring you. 
A race of ſmiling Boys to blefs your Age, 
To play about your.'Fhrone, and be.your Ceſar: : 
Then may your happineſs compleated be, 
"Then may your Eyes the Conſummation lee, > 
But never hope for vther joys from me.  _, Ex. Fauſta. 
Conſt. What Arins ! help and free me from this plunge. 
Of Love and Nature. She Loves; She Loves to Death ; 
And tho ſhe hides it, . is belovy'd agen. 

Arius. What's yourrefolve? To give her to your Son ?. 
Conſt, No Arius; brit I'll give hertothe Graver— 
Refgnmy Empire : Al-— ',. 1. 
on Then Criſpus dies—— : Toes 

Conſe. If hehas not enjoy'd her , be live,” 
For that] Lovy'd him once 3s full as true. 
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As that, tho now he has ſin'd, 1 og US > 
Bur if enjoy'd! How ſhall I find tout?) 1 1 \ aA 41! 
Pl ſeiſe Sq Rack him. 04 99113 1 ds; no@1 

Aris. How Sir,Rack your Son! - 
Conſt. By Heav*n Ns well remember'd bya Villain: 

Therefore I ſwear thou ſhalt be Rack*r mh ſelf. 

Arins. Who I, my Lord? ENLNES 
Conſt. Ay Villain : Traitor, 'Thou ! 

Plt Rack the Racker, till I find it out ; 

For my miſgiving Heart ſays'thou know'ft more: 

Therefore, when next] ſce thee, bring me. proof, 

She's not enjoy*d, her vows and vertue dear ; 

Do't, or thy Death ſhall teach ſucceeding pm: 

No more by falſe reports to be abus'd 
But ſtrait confront th? Accuſer with the A 
To prove the Treaſons urg'd againſt the Throne jon — 

Or ſhow the Sycophants that ſet *em on: h 
So ſhall the Soveraign pow*r uncloulied [way.. :- 

£ Exeunt 


When ſuch Court Devils, ſhun the glor1ous Ray, . 
And drive hke Fogg), before the ring Day, : 


End 3d. AB. 
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The Fourth Act.:.Scene iſs. 
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Enter Annibal/endSetenk.”" | US, ts 91 


mY HE N you confeſs you K4belpent the Pits; I 
Gods! and you owh, you Loyehim! Love theTraior ? 
Seren. Call him not_Traitor, Annibit, he who ſpoke" . (Bm 
The kindeſt things bf you. ED NY, ag 101 999d 199941 
Annib. Wondrous: kind !* 0] (071 2000. 9911 DAE k Sith, 164 N Yr \s 
Accurſt diſſembler ! T0 forme,” | | 16 Yo. l 1) 
Bur ated for himſelf. Ii \ 
Seren. Juſt contrary. (ETD 
For when by ſigns, which Sichtbula riot ide, LED DIES 
[ let him know my Love; he turn'd away, © - 91Ql yam; 
Shaking his head as loth 7 underſfand =-_ mPTong ib 1 I'S, ITED UP 
Anger and pitty combating inf$11s'Fitee, ”* « * TY O93 1007 26000 Ho» 
Ana with his bluſhes taught Serena tte, F go 119 LU D VOL 13800 7 
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Annib, Skhamaleſs himſelf, and Tygabrqoimy Friendfhip?” or 1; hnA 
For all I have heard, your Love has forg'd tofave him. 
Seren. Heav®n knows *tis true {! & Was left wnſaid, 
To his own diſgrace and your Immortal Honour: 
In the moſt melting Terms: anddſveeteſt words - | TWI 
That Heart could think, or Friendſhipcguld inyents L $1017 4 
Therefore forgo my Lord, this rem Safliony | 
And fpeak for Criſpzs as he ſpoke for you. . 
Awnib,.I will; and ſpeak fo loud the Gods ſhall hear 186+ © 
There! Take his Picture, feed your hungry paſſion, 
Till with my Sword I carve another feaſt, 
To glut your fatal Eyes-auiont 098 t 3275 | | monk 121 
| Seren, Hold ; Whither go you? © vol oil Uo wo nan 61 nin Q 
And what fierce purpoſe has your Heart in hand ? ; {#15 :- , » 7 Want 
Aznib. 11l tell thee: And if pofſibte fore@awitoutyo70 ! Ot! now 7 
In that cold Breaſt; kindle a dying fark» 157 0 = 1097 6 007 hq 
In that inhoſpitable Langof Love 3110s » | a\1o) art? 
And never ſee thee more [goo | 7 1 01 75 1 7 
Fo blot my youth and glory from the Worlds) T1 mon! 19192, 991 | WILISS 
Tho Conquelt waits my Sword, I ſwhar:toUie,! 1877 2: -1012G _ T5; a { 


And make thee ſport wi h mp untiiely Flt. CRT: LO, oven 11d ate 
Seren. Todie ! By whom? Forwhat?ts 5 noon) 9 or os 
Annib. For Love of thee. 9. OSD PLE p 2we?!: 

But if I ſuffer by the Hand of Criſpas; {3 0741 20 (0d 10 34 10 200 

17 23% QNIPEOQ ! 


And perjury ſhould proſper in my runes '-: ' 
Then you may xevel i each others Atrhg (15% ! 5975 
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And laugh indeed at-my ridiculous fortune, {7 10 6 1 95 uf wot 
Yet, if revenging Ghoſts have'power roriſg: oo i on Tod 
ExpeCt me at the Riot of 'yourtjoys:/3 7 {i = 2d 14 ning 

. With hollow Eyes, . to ſtare. you in the Face, — —82iq 12d joid 1891 


At midnight; lodk ro have your Curtaits'drawngp!q cr 3 nt AD 
Expect- me in -your Bed,a CoarRvfecthy; 11973 DAS U CLIO. 216 22loH ofl I 
To claſp your tremblin Limbs with eeld! embraces; A 05 Ha LHOL 
And print my gelid kifſes or your Dips; 7-07 imo 52 nh ot 09G 
So to revenge my death ©» - Any LOG wk A 
And groan about youtill the dawthwg tion. zl. Bra 1900. 

Serey. Stay——andTlltell thee!) rjiripeiblewiss.v0! 70n 2d wins 
Criſps already Is in Lovs with: | L2UL TE , (12013 JEW 2128 bite) 'Sy! 
He's gone to the pn np ) 15719) 1820. v0) 
And Criſps muſt be ſlawit' Why! the 


to 2d + 1: 

my Plour/'' 100 149W} 1 baA :; (1:44 
Of Fate is come : What's that to E998 murders? 17 | v 1-1 11 mu$ 2. 
He's gone to fight ; perhaps not-give im leave, : norgtl94 WOY 1.1 + 
Bur take the Innocent at 'unawares ; Jmee om ovrgiol 0 Ao : 
Haſte after him, and - bon owt deftruftive, oc :nofftcg diwgy 0219 ms | 


Preyent. both ruins, follow the fate"dhkrfatfie-cheeyy > 1 5vo.] gibi (114 // 
tt." FI wwog 1860 yd :Þid Lond wid find. 


— 


go © CONSTANSINE 
And let no interrup RP YAp PAIR | ban ___ p Ext. - | 


Enter Conltantine, Sylveſter, Dalemati 


Conſt. Were you both Fathers, and in Love: like me;z 
I no more doubt, what you would put-in' AG}, 
"Than now 1 doubt my ſelf, whoam A 
Dalm. On what? 
Conſt. On' Death. 
Sylv. Of whom ? 
Conſt. Ot any man 
'That knows, yet hides this ſecret Treaſon from me. 
Dalm. Has Criſpus -"ginþe he Lov 'sher?? - 
Conſt. Yes, in effe&t; i 
'For when I firſt reveal dihincontratto him, 
He ſtopt me from enjoying her with Oaths. 
He knew her falſe, forſworn: To whom? 'To himg 
To him himſelf: For this laſt night- ps 
Drawing the ſecret from her by4:wilt-/!; ci; 
Which the before as craftily conceal:d.,/) | ' » 
Dalm. But have you married and Tom F her, Sir? 
Conſt. O no; the Ceremonies and thedues, 
"Without a' bluſh were frontlefly deny'd: 
Inall the Heat of boyling Love deny*de.; 
'Not only trom poſſeſſing her that ,night, 
Bur, matchleſs 1mpudence'! deny'd for ever: 
Now judge if *tis not fit I ſhould Jet go 
The branes Thunder, and deſtroy:'*em both. 
Dalm. Not both——for yet you have not, hoerh your. Song 
Hear him but plead —— co 91nft on .: 
Conſs. Then let him plege-1 in time; UI) Yrovy 2'7 Ex Palm, 
The Bolts are brandiſh'r, and *twill be woke, ..; | 
To life his blaſted hands, -whenT have hurPd.';-;; | - 
Syiv. How far Sir, would your utmoſt ſearch extend ? 
Conſt, To knowit Atually they. have embrac'd.; ;! 
Each other, a6 aff will th? have donealready.. b offs is rio 1 
Sybv. Be not roo haſty in;xour AnſwersSir, [93 1h 7 DRE" 
If1 ſhould ask what then; ; Wharthen. muſt-falloy 2; vo 1/67 i vigor! 
Conſt. Death certain, on the. inſtant; imminent, Death; 
Death; And I ſwear not all-the Gods Malthvy 03h NE I NOEIRIEIT 
Sylv. Ruin of piety. Not all the Gods: 235d 21:AV7 3nd 2: 5 
Thar'your Religion { f 9591 mi $4.9 00 28159 ; 20g 07 _ 0 
Conſt. ' Oh torgive me, Saint, - 23) Eng | 18-309) ined 5d 92161 
I am eaten up with paſlion: So LC vy= ova; y J "Ng foifd 19715 97 
Wuh racking Love I:k SW chagihat: 1-laid. I's ne! 
Butit he has en;oy'd her: By that power 


"THGREAT.. 


- Whom thou it wel, 1 mew adore. 

His Death muſt waſh th? inceltuors Guile away. 
Sytv. Not Inceſt, Sir ? 
Conſt. Not if he has enjoy*d 'her? | 
Sity. No: for to prove the Guilt: 

You muſt have married and enyoy'd her frft. 


d Incef, 


Conſt. True ; but what makes his 'Crime deſerving Death 


More than imputed Treaſon, lneelt, all; 

AN Faults by Art and Nature joyn'd + in one. 

If he has touch'd her, ſhe muſt ne're be-mine; 
And that's a Cauſe fo pointing to his Fate, 
That Death's their dre that offer co-excuſe 'himn. 


Silv. He comes. —— Im filenc'd. Nature, now or never: 


Enter Criſpus «nd Dalmatius. 


Criſp. O Emperour' for I dare not call you Father , 
Behold me at your Feet prepar'd for Death. 

Conſt. O'Criſpas ! for 1 muſt not call thee Son, 
Juſtice ſurveys - as a Crirhinal. 

But riſe then and ſpeak; plead like a Man for Life. 
Come on, and look thy Father in the Face ; 

[ call thee Traitor, _ PII prove thee one, 

Who impiouſly, for all os Over 2 reher -"Aritha 

Haſt dar'd to viohate my 

Now anſwer Criminal. cry hey thou ay 
That Sentence ſhould nor'paſs upon thy Treaſon? 

Criſp. Moſt aweful Emperor, my Judge and Father ! 

Father, alas! I would have offer'd firlt. 

Bur fince you are not pleas'd it fhould/be (o, 

I'll do as Crimindls4fe, and you command : 

Thus plead my Innocence at your'Judgment-Bat ; 
If either, Sir, I ſaw or lov'd the Princels, 

You were the only Cauſe, *rwas you that fent me : 
So far from once but hinting this a qr 
You told me Sir, her Fate was'yer:in doubt 
Which made me wonder when Ufaw the Virgin, - 
So innocent, ſo beautiful, ſo young: 

Which Charms did more-my Admiration move-; - 
Wonder begot my Pity ; that my. Love. '* - 

Conſt. Bur if I told you tht her Fate was doubtful, 
told you too, A ndobeongi Vl; @ vie 
Nas oo F ber as Treaſon, Da 

Criſp. If Loye be Treglon,'S#, ont gong; 
Gulry indeed ; becauſe was a fade; z A 
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14.2 CONSTANTINE 
In any Caſe to wed without your, Rnowledge: -- 1 16941 Fr: 
Bur yet I hop'd, in time you might forgive me ; 
And ſo my Conſcience tells me ſtill you would, 
Had you not been engag'd your ſelf before,” '_ 
Conſt. Rebellion, not, thy Pardon, was thy Thought : 
If otherwiſe, how canſt thou anſwer, Traitor, _ | 
For not confeſfing-all when firſt I met thee? . 
Criſp. Pardon me Sir, for that had done too, By 
Had you not told me firſt you were betroth'd; 
But conſcious then, how cloſely I was link*d, 
] durſt not tempt your Wrath, ., 
Con#i, How cloſely, T raitor.! Haſt thou chen enjay?'d; her > | 
Criſp. Can you forgive me?,, * 7! | © 
Con#F. No. By this ſhaking Fleſh 
Tho there thy Mother kneelt.too by thy ſide. 
If thou haſt rouch*®d her, Death and Curſes on thee. 

Criſp. Oh by thoſe, Knees and Hands which'I muſt hold, ai 
Racks, Racks, and Death ; burner your Curles,-, Sir”! +. bow 11 
Conſt. It thou would'ſt have my Bieffi Of, (ycar cheng Gear” Ae, 

Thou haſt not enjoy'd her, 
Criſp. Swear then to forgive me.  , beech 4 
Con#. Forgive thee, Villain | if thou haſt poſe her, | 
Speak, or be curl. on | 
Criſp. I will : but give me time... ; - | 
Conſt. Let go. What time ? Thou haſt confebtd already” 
By that Demand; I ſwear thoy haſt epjoy?d her.'! | -* 
Criſp. Swear not, and Il Foglrls this, Moment. 
Cots What! :-.'. 77, | F Ys 
Criſp. O Heav'n, 4: ow Tele warts 
What if your Son has plighted holy Vows? " NR 2) 1119 
Conſt. "Why then I make that Vow..and Marriage: vai, ) 26 eb {if 
Therefore, if thou haſt not epbrac'd her yet, - Sl vent” 
I charge thee, on my Bleſling, never Tape | ts: | rut 1] 179 41 
Nor ever think of loying her again, | fro art ayvrasy! 
Criſp. Impoſlibilities ! Were: You A- God:;. of 4:0 2510 mmMOu; 714 oC 
And tary me thus, I could not,' Sir bes you; $I t10Y 
For I have ſworn to love her Mhilo: [ have! Lal boo acc alu aut 
And if I love her I muſt hope Enjoyment.:..,, : 2145546014 08 
Con#F. Death then and Curſes-on'thy,; Djſobedienes4  arreret” 3 ada 
Off Villain ! Traitor ! grovel there. on Karth.. 7 yer 3991 Ib 7 


\ 


What, are you Plotters,xgh?, Pays then? 64s, rims. wor {on 1] pl De J 

To haſte his Ruine, Ruine is thy Coggms; o1 50% 5 [1 

And wing'd with all my Curſes az fhall-come1 ded Syty les 
Criſp. Dalmatim and; Siuta 1nGall him Dacky'1" 4 oy; Q 


And vl renounce my Love: Heav'n "tas 400. much. Auo9od. -bogbia th 
: " But 


e 


1 IRBREYE) 


But hark'! I hear a Voice cry,Cri/pzs come, Ending 


Come to the thoughtleſs Grave where-all.*;z: flith, + ; mani 
Ir ſhalt be {6 $:upthen, and fall a Man. $ 11977 bag wor us 32. i 
Come forth, thou Miniſter of others Fates;: !; ;.;; mu * 
And be thy Maſters now 1 Where art thou Faufta? CORR 5 Rs BM 


Where 1s my Love to cloſe my dying Eyes : $3993 261 215) 


Entey An nibal; 


Amnnib. Ha;"Traitor! Art thou then, prepar*d for Death ? 

Criſp. Yes Annibal, I will receive it calmly, 
From any Hand bur thine. Whar bave I done 
That he ſhould call me Traitor ? 

Annib. Guard thy ſelf, 
» elſe by Heay*n thou dy ', | 

Criſp. Hold, Igt Doſſible ſo quickly ? 

Can the deſire of Empire loſe a Friend! | 
My Father I offended, but not Thee; 
Execute then the Ruine which he dooms, 
Ungrateful Man. I will not make Defence, 32 
But ſpread my Arms embrace the Death he ſends me. | 

Annib. What thou deſerv*lt from bim I neither know 
Nor care, refolv'd upon my own Revenge; 
Not, bur I think the Man who did his Friend | | 
So horrible'a Wrong as thou haſt done, FS | > 
Is fit for any Miſchief. . Therefore guard thee. "9 ar? 

Criſp. Never to Gght with thee; not tho my Father 
Should grant my Love. Therefore | ſheath my Sword, 

Annib. T raytor, Coward. 

Criſp. Oh Annibal, | know | am no Traytor. 
And thou whoſe Life I have ſo oft preſerv d, le Bona 
Know'ſt but too well I am-no Coward. Get Gr ) vr 26813 ame 

Anuib. Draw. 
Draw then, or periſh. By Th. Gods Pl}-kill > boa ' Strikus bim with bi fark. 
Be what thou wilt : and take this'to proyoke thee. - = 

Criſp. Well Anzibal. *Tis well;. Thou haſt done well. Lg 
Yet - much Villany am I content t6:bt4r 1 i 4; 2514 3.0 
No longer, oh ungrateful for thy fakes) y ity! 2” vim 12% bak 
Who injur'ſt me , 'yet will not telkche-Cayſe,! | f_ __ Pa OT IK 
But for thy noble Father I will ſpare thee, - 7 nt) om aw wid T 
Spare thee thugfar } ſo thou reſolve to. leave me. IS -.227%H ei Tonk 

Annib. Not yer? Why'then another f.; 1 lia 6 - 1 

Criſp. But the next aid OC? une Y:; 7 © regr 3. 
Be op Humanity can bear a7 bog W (Sindh, 2: 111/30 Et FE 
| ons: I have my Death : and daw my bitch ARE "MT Is cnn 


"ry CONSTANTINE 
Criſp. Cut off my Hand. nee 
Amnnib. Criſpzs, thou haſt wrang'd me. 


Criſp. Speak how, and where? Emer Screna.. 


Amnnib. See, ſhe comes to tell thee. 
Serens, Oh Serena. Dies. 
Criſp. Gone for ever : - 
Seren. Oh, never to return! and I, alas, 
Who could not love again, the wretched Cauſe? 
Criſp. The Curſes Cauſe. 
Seren. Call me not Curſed, Criſpnr, 
Who think no Blefling equal to thy Love. 
Criſp. Wert thou a Man, by Heav'n fuch Love I bear thee, 
I think that I'ſhould ſeek thee through the World; | 
- To give thee Death : 
Seren. Take then the Death you threaten, 
Prepare to ſufter by a Virgins hand. 
Criſp. Kill me, and I'll forgive thee Aznibai's Death: 
But take this Sword, yet reeking with. his Blood, 
And thruſt it through my Hearr. 
Seren. Yet hold Serena : 
What will become of him when rhow art ſlain ? 
Kill himſelf laſt, and rhat I would- prevent. 
Criſp. Why doſt thou ſtay? 
Enter Sylveſter. 
Sv. Criſpas, I come to tell thee, 'Fhy Father will not heav ws: 
Seren. Take theſe Swords, Sytuefter;, bear *em hence, 


Without Reply, ——or Cri/pm hilts hunſelt. Amway. 
Sylv. Criſpns Death! | 
] thank thee Heavn ! that ſent me to-preſerve him. Exe. 


Criſp. Why haſt thou thus delay'd my Ruine ? 
Sereny. To make thy Torments laſting,, 
Live, that my Ghoſt and AnnibaPs map hauat thee ; 
Yet when I come, believe, for all my Threatnings, 
My Soul ſhall ſeek thee in a gentle form : 
Court thee to Cells, and to the Garden ſhade, 
And tell thee there, what Love with us is made ; 
What Fires the Fiends for willfull Murder make ; 
And what my Spirit ſuffers for thy ſake. 
But hark |! Pm calPd—— behold the Deadiawake. 
They waft me, Criſps, to the ſleepy Shore, 
And I ſhall never, never ſee thee more. Ex. Seren, 
* Criſp. She's gone: and takes the means of Death roo from me. 
So what's the next ? What have the Fates to add 
To my- paſt Sofferings? Lightning blaſt me, 
Mounlaige fall on me,” gape tothe Center Each, 


To 


The 62's PSY 


Fo hide me from my-friend. 
Dalm, Why my Jeareſh Cripar! hue als— 
Jn vain I urg*d thy Father, deaf ro aff,” 
Oar __ remorſleſs, rocky .and ugmov'd, 
Yet think not _ preſs4 with all 7 Love. | 
 _ Criſp. Therefore in preat ral for thy Love 
K+. wie and let th na 'to Ris” 


Bzhold thy Amnibal. by oger's by by this xt | © EE 
y- Criſps. Have [have a | 


Dalm. Cold, cold 
But I waſte time by ſuchunmanly wai ling. 
Take to thy Sword. 
Criſp. Thou ſceſt I've none:. but ſtrike —- 
Dalm. What could provoke theerg this horrid deed 
Criſp. His jealouſie,. and Anper of the Heawys : 
Jealous I robb'd. him of Serenn*3 Lave. 
He call'd me*Fraitor, Coward, ſtrook' me twice, 
Before I drew, than ran upon my Sword! 
Dalm. Whatever happen'd—I'm a wretched In, 
And thou haſt robb*d me of an only Child, 
Therefore hereafter we ne more ate one, 
Wheree're I gol ask before B enter | 
Wf Criſps be not there? that I may ſhun thee. 
Therefore if thou haſt any Gratitude 
For thoſe kind offices,. which L have dope thee, 
Fly thefe fad Eyes, as T will yan from thine, 
To moan my Sen, and howl my life away. 9 pr 
Criſp. Sol. And whither thor. ? Thoy beap of walking woe?” 
Thou that haſt pull'd thy Father Curft upon thee ; IM 
Kilt'd thy beſt friend,apd ruin'd all that, Lov'd thee——- 
Where will at-laſt thy Eruet forrune dfive thee? | 
Hence tear thy Robes: And naked fly rhe World; : 
Unmantled to the Weather, wander on ** , our Fog 
To ſome dark wild, wh ee$un- beam tever frond. =: Ex. 


.. i 


by . = A , a 


Mijn mY pogarn vet Lad Lam 
Emer Conſtantine, Arivs, Faults gyliter TITS 
Fauſt: (Om Sir -bis Youth ——— 


T have confider'd all——_—- 
But find thy Love % rooted in my heart. 
I: mult forgo my life, , or loſe my Claim... 


= Yer: 


46 CONSTANTINE 
Yet mark I deep thy tears have wrought my temper, 
If thou wilt ſwear to null my _marriage- with Ae 
By.wedding me in publick, and, this Dight, 
By making me thy Lord— on 

Fauſt. No Sir, *cis impollibis.5 Jett if you'll © 22M 
To fave your Son if I ſhoyld prove im-guiltleſs : 
Il tell you wonders Sir, which ot herwiſc 
Not Racks ſhall &re compel. | | 
Conf. Forbid ut Heavfn: {[ auld deſtroy” the als, 


Loni 4 


Tho ſtrangers to my blood, much lefs-my Son : * 
Theretore I ſwear by Heav'n and aff the Saints, 
Prove Criſpzs innocent he ſhall not, die - 
Fauſt. Be witneſles, (Qh drips and pigs! - 
What he has ſworn : Let Crifbps ſtrait be call'd, : 
And quitted of his Crime : Run, Arius,. haſte AY 


That [ may ſee the Royal friendſhip made... .  - Ex. Arius. 
Conſt. By an entire — er X hy yl, 

'To me. A 27 RR 9 
Fauſt. To Criſpus ! Te ett tow ks ey 
Conſt. By all +. former Oaths Page 3 oe eee be 
Fauſt. I told you, *rwas — heſatee I Ft oo Ta coodit 

And now confirm it. 2 RE 44 , - 
Cons#t., How ? | as | 
Fauſt. 1 am married. CRE LO Ee 
Conſt. Curſes and Vengeance. Married 1 ! ſay by whoa ALA N20 04 
Fau#t. To Criſpus. no2 y Ne. 


Conf. When? ;Thou falſe o $5. \When? nd wh eg Pa Ayn 
Fauſt. Here'in your Fi, on, th x Gps BO | ett. _y 4 Ka, I a | 

Before you made your drea of. [ump Dad's Et 
Conſt. Dreadful indeed : Fox now he wretcb hl ge Sw 3 Cr" '/ 

Tho Angels pleaded —--, S = <1 = at *2 
Sylv. Emperor, you have Pe 3M "A vo _ AE = _ ; of 

Conſt 14now it Sir, to Ee: 9 who apr bi.w thab CD 

Br will prove him now. E Gs BEES 
Fauft. White as the Saints ; ® 

By all the powers of Heav*n and Farth 1 ſwear, 

"I'was I that puſh'd the marriagey- Conſcious before, 

What I] had ſworn to you; na ft the. Va C 

Ot Modeſty aſide to make him ſure, 

And after Marriage, you'ma jphels the KEI on, 
Conſt. Oh Curles ! Vengeance ! urſes Yer unt oe” 


Such Curſes as thou wilt letfly = ME Lea and 472 19 YO Fe! 

When thou ſhalt ſee his Head ad beneath th he IF <0") ory ; 

Even Womans Curſes on —_—_ 0 v ors \ Weng” Ai bit 44 
Sytv. How Sir,the Ax! oe] 3 to 9c. 10 Ul yt © 7101 Gum [ 


AY TW ORPAT? 


TY + : > 4: 


Enter Aruus with Exiſus," | Fes 
Conſt, Doſt thou not had: the Traitor ? | 


ut ſee he comes. Oh thou difſembler, 'an{wer, 6 0 4 
Didſt thou not tell me, when thy life: dad (fiOG 1.207% MIA OT 14 7 
"Chis marriage was not yet conſummate, > 1+ © no flit 916 uy O 
Criſp. * T's true dread Siry1ob 4 i ( CELTS LELENET vi!) 
Conft, Mark all hehas conftfs'd 1 n Bris (Gil & ES 


His own mouth has condemn'd "ut er (hall: FR 
Criſp. I own'd Sir, | was manry'd: —=but-conteRs'd_ 


no further. — 61.3 ver! try ity 1: | * c ARS Y q>2 
Conj#, How Traitor ! ©... Rs 16 Ja” Auld ef? ' 2n2gk HY Jan»; 
Did I not forcethe Queſkion ofteti! [Ron py dg:t 1651 4d ——rilign” 15y br.2. 
Criſp. True; : | O <aoydl 1997 £9089 D 
Which [ as ofied wav*d with low. P74 "EET Qi! bd 


Corft. Yer thole thy low ſubmifhens all were lies. | = 
For well thou know?lt thy ſubglen Weoupht tne || ITT CLIT 
To a ſatisfaction that hs as El AY 21 Rp "I : tis | 17 

Criſp. That was alas my Crime.) 5 La nl luc Ys 1 Ginn 251 

Conf That Crime was Treaſon: 540002 þ fy Cl; et, | 
Purpos'd abuſe. A Plot upon Me iabancs: I 1411775 -\ AM... EI NN 1 
Nay the whole Cozenage ſhows thee _— in , (009% 2941 1 gta» 
Or Ha! How know: poke enjoy? VYorn 14 2169! > ; 1ONn Anil 4 
I have but thy word and her 5, abd borh are: Gay. yy” B 5c -- + 


But ſee my Brother comes 'ta' 'yoyn my — [ 151 - LY Wnt 
Eater Dales LD 1YF1447 © 36408 3 YN pus 
fly: vi bvlot»7 we | 
Dalm. What \Criſpns here £ de AIRY 1 yd) by "a  oT 
# Is ST, \ 4 «6 
Conſt. Stay, my Daimatizs,ſtay.. E (12313 32! aint cf 1H <3 5 
4, [hoe 4ALP e GY ts þ 
Datm. Your pardon Sir, ©3032 yirt Thane Donal Lp _ ? 
There's one among you, whomlI cannot ſufferg* +1.) 1710 0 3 
And Criſpus knows the Caule. rn; YO "eb Dat , 4 b 


Criſþ. oa back, and hear it then; 251 10 2497 9 0) a1 ——0F. Tn b 
Hear thou unhappy Father,- hear-wie'owhs! 21f1-ni 939g !9 900 297 Gf 240 4 
The murder which thi (Purſed hand chan aittell] ds to - 10m ol \\ Jo 
Tha _ that ſlew the wretched gfnnibak. 11 01 99011 #0 2 1 [1H 7 gh 

. Arintbal ſhin! O Tranoq And by: chee?: NEVE fr 


Is ent added to thy Treaſon. d: 16 970.1 yi $059 l M4 pl 
Criſp. Ir ſhall not ſtand me Sir i dof ve 1 ts Wuls! ng 2'f! 31 __ $4 
Miſtaken Amnibal fored me to his ruin. —_— Alta » 9271 4003 fl 


For ſeeI lay my Body at your Feet, { wtf vm all: "oy 2 
And plead for Death, as othets heigg) foo Liifen'V 0\ va 0? ang 1 Aj 
Conſt. Cleanthes take him——Cri/p*s ghoa ſhalt dibyo 1102 yd 34) . 'A 


C4 


"Therefore: 


CONSTANTINE 

Therefore be this our fatal laſt farewell — 

Oae ſtruggle more. His Mather's jobs 
Fauſt. And where's his Pather ; but in all his form ? 

His every grace ; his ſmiles—— AU but his frowns : 

So exaCt in Body, Qualities of Mand, 

Thar if you kill your Son, youkill gour (cl. 

- Oh therefore liſten to the ca of Natnee, 

And once more view him with an Eye of Mercy. 
Conſt. 1 have lookt my laſt, and now am ſudg agen. 

'Cleanthes! Take 'em bai: "They 'ce barh your Praleners, 

Criſpus and Fauſta. Aer co %em! 

Keep 'em apart ; and wait me in my Cloſet—_ 

What yet agen? *Tisthelaſt tugg of Nature—— 

And yet another —— Why that {gh uncalld? 

And theſe wet Eyes? Oh-—if I longer ſtay! 

My vows of Juſtice will diflalve awago=—— Exavrh Sylveſter. 

| .  _ SAgnent Cripus, Failts, Anus, Guors, 

Fauſt. Ruin on ruin, ;Jet; eur ict 3.65 H ik 


deftryfiien come, 
With all the wings of the moſiyridleardonb,'''::: | 
Yer arm'd with Innocence, [ll face rhe Gargen, 
And brave his bloodieſt Terrors: Butthydearh, © + 
My Criſpzs death, my ſpirit cannothegr ——— - 
Therefore I have reſolv'd, and thinkmar:Orifpes,  — / 
Think not thy tears ſhall move mefram-ey uepoſs. © 
Criſp. Speak Boron yoo vn mary Eanchryzakeathere? 
And theſe o'reflowings? Why.gdo the frghbsredouble? 
Fauſt. Becauſe my deareſt life ; my all; my Criſpns, 
Soul of my Soul, that's martyr'd for.thy Love-———— 
T am refoly*d rather then ſee thy death, 
To wed thy Father. ——- 9757 1 
Criſp. Ha! Dol hear thee truly? vo Navin) 
Bur ſpeak agen, for I'll not truſt my ſenſes, 
Fauſt, To wed him Criſpgs,"\., rf 
Criſp. Sorzgyy (hredeftraſts thee. 
Fauff. No tis th? effect of reaſgne« 11 114 2 4 1 'E 
That makes me deſfp'rate in this laftwofalnewor—,n 7 1 oe Ot 0D 


Criſp. No more of this. Heſbicy cadb the-pjovlOn up, mai rend 


Tis bell that rempts thee to Ereraal any, 411 e 1 oÞ} 24.0 
Therefore if thou defir'ſt my>fpint/ſhauid! parts © oe 
In peace, and leave my Love and bleſſipgevithtkees 


c 


Repent this laſt reſult of thy d&@wr,; (2ilct 1.5 95H 2024! 10 2 
Telt I conclude thee falſe. £13321 »1(| 07 21 L 2101 \z nth C2261 wn & 
Fauft. How falſe, my Criſpus ? 39971 3504 38 4644 (Cm (ui COREE 
Cri Pp. Falls to thy Vows, unetnBant toyby £3 of!!h {1 uy bold; 4% 
And that thy Soul unable fara nan + finite 
noOml | Choſe 


- 


.TheGREAT, 
Choſe rather to ſuſtain an infamous life, 
'Then die with honor. 
' Fauſt. OhI cannot bearit! 
Criſp. Not when I þegg thee with my lateft breath —... 
Fauſt. Thy death my ! And Ilchehared Cauſe? 
Criſp. "Therefore I Love thee: And wou'd die agen 
For fach anorher proof of thy affe&tton. 
Fauſr. As wrought thy death ?— 
Criſp. Thy purpoſe was to ſave me, 
And die thy felt. Therefore let's fall-rogether— 
Be not calt down, my Fair: But raiſe thy Eyes, - 
Thoſe watry ſetting Suns, ſhine forth, my Fauſf a, 
And make our Love look beautiful in ruin. 


Fnter Souldier. 


Arinus. The Emperor ſendsagen to bave you parted. 
Fauſt. Oh Criſtus ! Whither now 2? 
Cr:/p. To our long name, 
Where purer Spirits drink immartal Ar ; 
And thin clad Souls in flying Chariots move, 
And give, and take, an everlaſting Love. _ 
Fauſt. Such Love grant Heay*n, our meeting Souls betide, 
| Which no inhumane Father may divide: 
Where at firſt ſight, our minds enlarg'd may ſpread ; 
Thro'all the ſpace, and know the mighty Dead. 
Such is my hope : Bur, Criſps, What my fear ? 
If I ſhould ſeek : But never find you there -—- 
Criſp. One laſt Embrace! Oh Fauſta! do not ſtain, 
Our bliſs with fears, we ne*rehall meet again. 
Through all the Heav'n in all:their Manſtons bleſt, 
To ev'ry Saint my Prayers ſhall be addreſt 0 
Nor ſhall the happy raſt a moments reſt: | 3 
Till ſome kind-Anget guides my wandring Eyes, 
And ſhews me where thy charming ſpirit flies. 
Then Crown'd with joys, we never knew before, / . 
We'l waſte the ſtock of Loves immortal ſtore, © taeht" 
| And cruel fate ſhall never part us more. Exeunt, 


End 4th. A. 
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CONSTANTINE 


The Fifth A&: Scene 1ſt 


Cn, - — 


Enter Dalmatius and Serena. 


Seren. Ow Sir, you haveit all, the whole ſad ſtory 
Of your unhappy Son, his Love and mine : 
Serena's Guilt, and Criſps Innocence; 
Therefore if you ask blood, and would revenge him ; 
£ Here waits his Murdreſs, for the ſtroak of death. 
But hate not Cri/pus: Hate not the Innocent : 
Much leſs proceed to the Murder of your friend, 
Your faultleſs, guiltleſs, too deſerving friend ; 
The gentleſt, beſt, of all the Imperial Race. | 
Dalm. No more: "There needs no-more; my Son i dead: 
Eternal peace attend him: A few ſad drops, 
And now no more ; Serena, I believe thee. 
My Heart avows th* Innocence of my friend : 
Which 1 had own'd before, had not the wounds 
Of Annibal, lain green upon my Soul; 
But that I now forgive him be thou witneſs, 
Be witneſs Heav*n, and this laſt reſolution, 
] now put on to ſave my Criſpus life, 
Or lofe my own. | A 
Seren. O let me kneel to ſuch exalted Virtue. 
But Sir, be quick to ſave him, or this goodnels. ::: ©. 
Will come too late. | 
Dalm. Where 1s the Emperor ? 
Seren. Lockt in his Cloſer, deafto the Peoples cries : 
Fly Sir, I ſaw him paſs in fury by, | 
Wuh Aris in diſcourſe. 
Dalm. I fear that Traitor. . Br 
Seren. Your fears my Lord, are mine. I neverlik'd him, 
The Picture which he gave your Son, has ſhown him: 
He has all the marks, we Virgins reckon Ominous, 
A pale, down look, red Hair, and tering Eyes, 
Miſchief is in him : He's with th* Emperor now, 
Perhaps ſolliciting the fate we fear. 
I metem Sir, and interrupted Czſar ; 
Who firſt receiv*d me kindly ; but at the name 


 TheGREAT. 
Of Criſpus frown'd, and ſhook me from his arm. 

Dalm. Fear not, as thou haſt counſel'd, 1 will join 
Sytveſter on the inſtant.” +: oo: 

Seren. Force the door, _,. 
If he refuſe to let you in,” do all  . _ + 
Thart-pity, love, and friendſhip can inſpire, 
Do. all that I would do, were I Dalmatius. ©. Ex. Severally. ' 


& 5: . 7 
4Y 


——_ — —__ ur} 


Scene II. 
Enter Conſtantine and Arius, - 


The Scene a Bedchamber. 
A Bowl and a Dagger on the Table. 


Conf. Rus! 
Arius. Sir. | 2 

Conſt.. I am reſoly'd to be at reſt, | 

Thou art my friend, Phyſician, I am fick, 

Sick even to death: Reach me that goblet hither : 

The Dagger too. | 
Arins. Sir. 
Conſt. What an eaſie matter 

Ir were for any man, in any Caſe, 

Tho Rack't with th* Gout, Stone, any kind of torture, 

With one of theſe to ſleep? 
Arius, For ever Sir? 

- Conſt. Right A#ius. : 

Arius. Then there is Poiſon in the Bowl. 
Conſt. There is moſt deadly. 
Arius. May I, Sir, preſume 

To ask for what ? 
Conſt. Arizs, thou art my friend, 

I think too, thou would'ſt venture life. Why yes '— 

"Tis Poiſon, and Pl! tell thee too for what : 

To ſee how long a Dog will bea dying. 

Or ſay, whatif we try'dit on a man; 

Some Enemy that Laws will not take hold of ? 
Arins. Sir, 1 underſtand you.: / ' + | 
Conſt. Look then youdo: ' Howdoſt thou underſtand me ? 
Arius. Why thus,you paſt: pbur Oath, your Son-ſhow'd live, © 


$roVe — SR : + Conf. 


92 CONSTANFIENE 
Conſt; *Tis true: ms 

And ſpite of my revenge, ty Meartmuſt clear him, - 
Arius. Right Sir, I find it, you are grip'd in Conſcrenee, 

Now if a Friend ſhould heſp you: So: or fate 

Not always anſwering moſt mens ExpeQations, 

Should call your Son to Heav*®n. 

Conſ?. To Heav'n Arius! 
Arius. To Heav®n, or Hell, it matters not for that, 

So he be out o*'th* way, and-you not know't. 
Conft. And I not know't.? 
Arius. No Sir, nor I, Wharthen? 

How then! you never ſee him more. 

And fo farewell Plltake this Poiſon with me, 
Conſt, Stay ſtay ! Come back. 

How ſtrange a guilt is mine, who dare not ſpeak, 

Bur indirectly , what my Soul deſrres 

Dire&ly done. Why ſhou'd I hide my thoughts 

From thee ? 

Arius. Why Sir indeed ? 
Conſt. When no-Eye ſees. 
Arius. None. 

'  Conſb, None but the Eye of Heav'n. | 

But Walls they ſay have Ears: 'Fherefore we'll whiſper 

This Horrid, Barbarous; and Unnatural Murder 

Give him his Choice. Tell him I cannot live, 

Unleſs he dies : Tell him I ſtrove tofave him, 

And nature pleaded wonders in his Cauſe. .” ** 
Arius, Vil ſtabb him firſt, andrell him after. 
Conſt. No, Poifon's the oentler Fate. Thou art too lowde— 

© Conſcience how it heaves, within my boſom 
Arius. Conſcience ! "Fhe Souls rifing of-the Lights. Drink Blood. 
Conſ#, Blood fay'{t thou! What the'Bloodof 2? Hark! 

Who's there? Run to the Door ! Say Iam nor we 

PII not beſeento night. 
==> Your fancy Sir. 

. Echought Fheard my Mothers Voice: 

But le 5 long; dead : *Fwasas thou ſay*ſt, my fancy,. 

My fear,. my guilt that haunts me: x begone, 

If he muſt fall-chere is no hiding-it : 

Call.ir no lenger Murder, buta Juſtice,. 

Survey him as a Thief that robb'dthy Soul 

Of all.its _— Arius—— how - I now: 

Arins. All Emperor. And Sir Fll haſteto © 
Conſt. Thon ſhalt'> But go-not Alvwus, erty rock 
All Emperor, and Judge. Pur where's the Father?. _ 
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: Work me there Nature, fave him if thou caſt; 
Remember him as once thy A p 

Arizs, I like not this Remembrance. 

Conſt. Remember the whole Progre® Gti: pom” Q! 21907 22rltondl wh: 
Obedient all, ev*n in tris THF Years FST.'v TO! 
When every Morning to my Bed-ſide he came, 
And as I bleſt him, bank's, me with bis Tears. 


Serena knocking bhi? 0441 9% WOT 


Seren. My Lord, the Emperour 

Conlh. Arins, hark, Who's there 
Hark, *tis my. Wife. Run to the door. My Wike! 

She's riſen from the dead to ave mp Don: | 

Seren. I will have Audience: - | 

Ari. Madam, you muſt not enter..'' © -- | © / 

Conſe. Arins, MMg_ 25, Evtey Sercnas 
Seren. Ceſar, Save thy Son; 

Save him in time; the People are 1n Arms: 
Dalmatius, with the Guards,. is gone to-queH *em. 

Conſt. How !. mutiny ? And in my Sons behalf; > 
Is this the courſe to ſave him'?- Arius heneg——. 
Andcexecute my Orders. 

Seren. May 1 think it ?* 

A Bowl of Poiſon, Sir :. Is that your Order ? 

Con#F. There is no Myftery now to be: ——_—_— | 
*F'1s.as you ſaid : . And Criſpus Gies this Minute, ” 
Avis away: 

Seren. He ſha*n't, till-you hear me. 

Think Sir, oh think ! 

Con#F. Pre thought too much already: 
But with this laſt Revolt my Heart is ſteel'd: ; 
Though as you enter'd I was Rog Time. 
With Thoughts of Mercy. 

Seren. And has this curſed Wretch prevented you 2 
Conſt. Dalmatiurs and Sylveſter will be here 
To hinder Juſtice : Break her Hold. Away. 

Seren. Fall then Serena firſt. Ard ita ci tury. Stabs her ef; 
GonF#t. Arius, come back. Whiw taft thou done Serens ? 
Seren, I've paid the Debt of Nature &re my Time. 

Conſs. "T'was a too honeſt Part, * Whar was the Cauſe? 

Seren, The Love of Criſpm: Love of him you hate. . 

But let thus Victim to Deſpair ſuffice. | 


Enter Dalimatius and Sylyeſter, Wane 


Your Brother here ! Dalpi#i hn FPr9en, ms, q nag 4 9101 40 
Your Son is now reveng'd. Reltrain the Emperour——: - 
And look to Arizs. Oh! 5: | $i She dies. 
. Dalm. The Joys of Heav'n,-,; i _ | 
And an eternal Requiem waſte thy Soul. 
Coxſt. Brother, How are the People ? 
 Dalm. All huſh'd again. | 
Why will you harbour, Sir, that Snake about you, 
That puts you on theſe fatal Reſolutions? jg 
For, elſe could it be poſſible a Prince 
So good, fo full of every Kingly Grace, : 
Should once conceive a Thought to put his Son, 
His guiltleſs Son, to an untimely Death,  _ |... 
Without the Inftigation..of a Devil ? nt: 
Sytv. Conſider, Ceſar, you that have had the Glory 
By Miracles from Heav*n to be converted: 
We know your Paſſion manactes your Reaſan-; 
But here are Hands to hep/yous :11 +1 VP 5 
Con#F. 1s that then the Reſult. of all your Reaſon? 
To hope for ſober Actions from a Mad-man ? 
Dalm. Not till the Frenzy leaves him. But we know 
You are not ſo far gone, to loſe all /'Temper. _ 
Your Hopes, and Fears,/ your broken Reſolutions, : 
Are Symptoms all of a moſt.noble Nature, } .... / 
- Where Judgment ſeems half ſunk, but not quite drown'd. 
Con#t. Why this I can alledge as well as you ;. 
I know the Lawrels which Pve worn ſo long 
Muſt wither : If my Son ſhould find a Grave, 
My preſent Fame, and Glory too hereafter, - 
Is all upon the hazard : But whatzhen? . 
I ſee the Storm before me threatning Wrack, 
I ſee the Shelves, but who can point the Shore? 
Syl. Caſt over-board the Gasket of your Love. 
I know *tis precious ; but *rwill ſink you, Sir. 
Divorce her, Sir; and give her to your Son. 
Conſt. Forgo my Fauſta! *nis impoſſible.,0 
Dalm. Nothing's Impoſlible to a Mind reſalv'd : 
But paſs beyond Sybveſter's mild Remonſtrance, 
And eaſe your Love by Death, by. Fauſta's Death. 
When ſhe is paſt Recall you'll love no mcre ; 
Envy no more. 


Conſt. If that could be refoly'\d— 


AY \ Th GREAT) © | 


ueſt were a great one. 


'The Con $M 
Dalm. 

See but the difference of- Counſellors ; ; 

What Colours good and bad can give'to Reaſon. 

Had Arius ſtay'd, by this time you had doom'd 

Your Son to Death ; who now have gain'd the Coriqueſt, 


T: 


Conſt. Would half were gain'd : yet, fince the Start was noble, = 


T1l try to win in this Olympick Race: 
Tho hilly all the way, and at the Gole . 
The Summit touches Heavy*n. . 
Dalm. Urge the Neceflity ; ſhe or Cr:i/pus dies : 

Th? innocent Criſpus, or the-guilty Faufs | 

_ 'That after all her Vows, could thus deceive you. 
Deceive you both: Who if your Son were dead, 
No doubt, as quick would praQtiſe with another. 


Conſt. By Heav®n, why not ? She that could ſear, and was: : 


Forſworn, may ſwear and be forſworn again: . 
Oh! I remember now with what a Look, 


» 
y ' 
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e more you think, the more Ds Thought will feike ou. 


An Angel-look, ſhe vow'd. | Cn : 1.00 1597 


Dalm. Yet with that Look, 
This Angel, like a Devil, drew in your Son: 
 Methinks the very grofſneſs of the Cheat 
Should make you loath her. 

Conſt. Ha! 

Daim. Derteſt and ſcorn her. | 

Conft. Scorn on her Scorn, and Death Diſdaia Fe 
By Majeſty, by Empire, ſhe ſhall bleed. 

Silv. Baniſh her, Cefar.——. 

Dalm. No Sir; Death, or nothing. 
Baniſh her to day, and ſhe'll be here to morrow : 


C ” 


Down with her, down; dwell on her perjur'd Vows! ©! !1l) 


When the ſame Breath. that ſwore her yours tor ever. 
Dam'd her anothers. | 277) 
Conſt. Arius, bring her forth. | @ 3 
She dies ! I'll ſweat and bleed, but I will conquer. 
Call, call my Son —Henceforth but name oy Na ; 


"Tis Treaſon to my Ear: Why; what a Plagoe | 2 16) W EY -Y 
Might ſhe have here engender'd ! Forc'd: aaa 91:11 loq 90 7 | 


To pur his guiltleſs Son to horrid Death. | 7... ) 76072 


Dalm. Royally urg'd: 'By Heav*n*twas ever th | 
Where Women had to do.--'Therefore behold hep! ©) 114! 
As a Gangreen to the State. nl? Yo mn tones a7) YE 30 
Conſt. And cut her off. 

Dalm, The Bane of Empire— 
Conſt. And the Rott of Power! 


C) 


Yer there I'll ſtay and fix my Imagination; 
Qn all [their Miſchohs, Vlunders Maflacres. 

And Seas of Blood they have ſpilt in former Apes. 
Woman, no more. And. when my Heart i going, 
Saund but that Name, the pow'rful fpell ſhall bind 

Beyond Circean ant $14an Charms, 

Fowl raiſe the loweſt;Devils up-in ſwarms, 
Unkings the Globe, and put the Worldin Arms. 
Woman that 'dooms us all to one fare Grave, 

And faſter damns than Providence can fave. 


Enter Conltantine and Faults. 


\Conff. Fauſta, thou art falſe, forfwerh.. 

Fauſt. I ſay ſo too. | 

Conſt. Therefore ſhalt dye. 

Fauſe. I have no other Wafh. 

Conſt. What, not to live, 
IF I ſhould pardon thee ? 
Fauſt. That were Life indeed ; 
'T'o gain your Pardon, and to live for Criſpas. 

Conſt. No, Wretch! remember [as you {wore to'me, 
T now return; it is impoſſible. 
Yet thou ſhalt dye for Criſps. 

Fauſt. And not with him, Sir? 

Conſt. No; Pvedecreed 
"That thou ſhalt dye to fave him. 

Fauſt. But have you, Sir, decreed to love Tum too 
On Fauſta's Death ? / 055501 

Conſt, | have. | | 

Fauſt, Oh! then theGods 
Have heard my Pray*rs,' which, next'to bring for him, 
Was, ſtill to dye to fave him. | 

Fauſt. Yet grant me Sir in Death 
One laſt Farewel. 13. baald.-bn 
Conſt. No ; thou haſt Jook'd thy. laſt. 


Fauſt. Yet you may let jom:;bear me: by: his W indow ; 


If it be poſſible to ſnatch a Glance, - 
And not delay my Execution, Sir. : , 

Conſt. She weeps ; and there is Magick in her Tears. 
I ſhall weep too. Bring {arth ithe! Pozſan. Haſte««: 
She ſhall not ſtay the making of a Bath. 2: 
Whar Aris ! 

Arti. ST. 


Cr: Qive her the Poſh, Mifſte &nd-fee hor de. 


C ONS TANTI NE. 
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But what you all oiay know :. give me the Bowl ; 
Pll drink it for my Love. Alas my Lord, 
Methinksone laſt farewel,, had not been much; 
But ſince you judge it Sir unfit——T1t die, | 
Without complaining. "Therefore tefl my Love— 
That my laſt Pray'r was for his life and yours. 
Conſt. Hold Fauſta: Arizs, take the Poiſon froth her, \ 
And bring the Bath. My Son ſhall ſee her die, 
Call Cri/pm hither, finceher Fates decreed , © 
'Twere juſt heſhou'd be harden'd with the view, 
She weeps agen. And with ths trick unmans me; 
Spite of my vows, ſheworks my Lyon Heart 
And melts me into Love. . How fares my Faiſta? 
Fauf?#. Sir. 
Conſt. Thy hand before we part for ever. '© Faufta.— 
] amloſt Pm vanquiſh't. With a touch'o*recome—— 
Dalm. Wake Sir. Whereare you ? 
Conſt. Ha ! | : 
Dalm. Sylveſter's here: | 
And Crifþs waits. 
Conſt. Why. then ſhe dies agen. 
Haſte, Bring him in, bring him to my relief. 
The earning of a Father comes upotu me, 
' And my Soul longs to meet him. F _ turn ; 
Turn thy bright Eyes on death : And carry fires 
To fcorch new Worlds ; but warm the old no more. 
| For here's the rifing/Sun, to eclipſe thy beams. 


Enter Criſpus with Sylveſter, 


O Criſpzs! Who that has beheld our diftance ? 

That infinite ſpace that paſſion- caſt betwixe us, 

Would e&'re have thought we thus ſhould meet agen? 
Criſp. What can be added, Heav*n, to ſuch a kindnefs-! 
Conf. What Criſps | What indeed to make it laſting ?: 

See*ſt thou that fair one ? TORO. Sh 
Criſp. Sir, you give me hopes ;\ Fho- daſh't with' fears. 

But hold, perhaps 1 have to death offended, 

For {inning but in wiſh: A dawning joy, 

Shines in her Eyes, and reyels1n her ſmiles, 

Which ſeem to tell me, we ſhall both be happy. - 

© Conf. Would'ſt thou be happy: 1h thy Fathers Loye 7 


Criſp. Judge me you Powers, if that be not my thought :: 


The utmoſt reach of my extended Soul, : 


, Fauf. Stay Sir, come-bark, a1 hays no: load upon tne—— 


Which 


Which knows no other = but Faufta' © "45 
Conſt. And that's the Love, which you, by my n__ 
Muſt learn to hate. - 
Criſp. To hate Sir ! What? 
Conſt. Hate thy Love: | 
Or what's all one, to bear the effe& of hate, 
Her execution here before thy Eyes. 


Criſs. My F aufta*sgeath ? 
Scene draws. and! Labicnus, Eubolus, with-a Bark. 


Conſt. Behold the Poiſon'd Bath. 
_ Crifp. For me—l am ready Sir, Haſte, Launch my Veigs: 
You that are deſtin'd here for my Deſtruction, 
Unrobe me haſte 

Conſt. None touch him, on your lives. 
.They may as ſafely Launch their Emperor, 
As wound his Son. But Fauſta muſt prepare, 
There 1s no other way to reconcile us. 

Criſp. Then hold me Sir, ateverlaſting diſtance, 
.Calt meagen for ever from your fight. 
Baniſh me ; Curſe me, as youdid before 
But make not Fauſta's death the Curſed cauſe, 
To fave this Villains life. This hangman Traitor, 
Nay Coward that can live and hear her threatned! 

Fauſt. My Love, my Lord, Blame not thy noble Father, 
Nor Curſe by ſelf, for this was all my ſeeking. | 

Criſp. Thy ſeeking. Ha! And ſeckeft thou my embraces— 
After the baſe diſhonor thou haſt done me? 
Hence from my Arms 

Fauſt. 1 will not, Iwill hold thee 
To my laſt gaſp, and graſp thee after death, 
Why puſh me yet agen : Nay, ſtrike me Criſpur, 
| wil = leave thy Eoſom. 

Criſp. See he's going 
By my bleſt Mothers Soul, let me come at him-— 

Conſt. Arins, (ee it done. 
All Prayers are vain ;. ſome of you, break his hold. 

Criſp. Dalmatius and Srlveſter will not ſure, 
And for the reſt, let me but ſee who dares. 

Conſt. Their Emperor commands 7 ihclp toforce hin, 
I charge thee Cri/pzs, leave me, 
Ard dare not by this willfulne(s provoke,me.., - -- 

Criſp. I have nowillfulneſs.: , But.cheſe;ſtubborn Fears 
Hear my laſt ſighs. For groans quite choak my words. | 


" The GREAT..." 
My Fauſts's life: Or break my _ before 


Fauſt. Sir, do not hear him, ſnatch '! WGyn4y | 
And leave us here——[T'll huſh him die'ys v7 tag. El SIRI 
And ſend him: weeping t6 rowfob MsBatdin, oh n 0 


Conft. He ſees *tis vain, Atidihas let:-go-his hold; & 73% blo 


Withdraw 


.yet Brother, wellobſerve pang 
I do not like this ſudden ſullenneſi= 


Fauſta farewel, Arizs difpateh.' "TER act 


Criſpus, Arius, F aufſta, Evvcutioners;" 


Fauſt. Now Criſpus : Now my Dear, wilt thou forgiver me 
This glorious Conquelt of 'T riumphing Love? 


Criſp. No: By my Soul,—and by my hopes of Heav'n, toes Re: 1 
Not at thy parting groan, "will for rgive thee.” | JRoq s 


But rather Curſe the hour; when firſt I ſaw thee, 

Curſe our firſt Rifles, Marriage and Embraces, 

Unleſs thou joyn me——Ha——cometorwarder : 

With Arias, joyn me, to provide ſome means, 

Thatl may bearthee company ut Death. | 

If this thou doſt deny me, by the Saints, 0: 

By all our Loves—l ſwear thou never Lov'ſtme.———. 
Arins. By Heav*®n my Lord I pitty you; and if ——— 
Fauft. It Arius ! What ? Thou wilt notjoyn his madneſs? 
Criſp. Hark Arius: By our friendſhip—1 conjure thee, 6 


Forl "ail {worn I will not eat nor drink : h 1.4Q: 


ThoT ſurvive this hour — 

Arins. 1 have the means. 

Criſp. A Dagger. Bleflings on thee—Give't me I ſay— 

Fauſt. Arins, thou art a Villain . 

Criſp. Þll rell my Father, that I forc'd it from thee. 

Fauſt. Keep, Keep it from bim, or [']] tell the _—— 
"T'was you that firlt betray'd him to my Love --- | 
And Marry'd us. 

Arius. Hold Madam ! Let me bexy YOU— 

Criſp. _ Love, I am for thee. 

Fauſt. No ! I'll call the 'Emperor. 


Oh that damn'd Villain, Traitor, Devil; Arias. : AY x . 


Help there withour. Criſpus i is Murder 'd. Help— F; (T x6 


TW, 


Arius, Nay then *tis time to fly----- Conſtantine meets 
Conft.- Yes Fiend, to Hell, him With the reſt. 


Where thou ſhalt make thy Damn'd account. —In with him— 
Caſt the unblooded Villain in the Bath, _ _» 
Which he prepar'd for others: Throw kim, In 1-7 
Arias, Hold Sir, the Bath's not Poiſon'd. 
I 2 


Confe+ 


60, - 
Conft. How ! 4 nod. 
Arias. Compaſſion,: for yaun "i gd 

Made me contrive this only way36, fa 
Conſt; Thou haſt done well. , : Y'&4: th: wink-hiay to 
Arins, Hold Sir! And! Fil confer is, it i, F 

"Tis Poiſon*d Pardan.... : jap 
Con#t.. Down with him, keep 36} ah not; 

Till he-be dead. Then give him zo Jais Slaveginors,. 


The Bath finks with bimw.. .: 
O Criſpus— Why?-Why doſt; thou Eye e me thus 


With ſnatch*d regards? Why«doſ : Eye thy Father 2. 


Now looking on thy, Pagger;-now on: ef tr— 
As if *twere -oflible to deny hep,{till 2; 


CONSTANTIVE 


F a3 | - - a 4 
ef) #{jt 
£335 1.141 $- = | #4 4 : 


Criſps. Deny her? Why, Sir? Mean you then to aire bee? 


Conſt. Or let me ſtand a Cyrle to after Ages. 

It is the hand of Heav'n, not, _ -_ gives her ; 

The Treaſons of the perjur'd 

 Soturn my Soul, and quite re ——_ reafbn, 
That I will give her thee without a Pang: _//; 
Take her my Son, And-with her all the- bleſſings; 
And all the Love, my loaded Boſom: bears, : 

The Dewsof Hetw*n, bad theſe Ik Fathers Tears. 

Criſp. Oh Joys! 1; io 1. 

Fauſt. Oh Heav'n! : - hin 

Criſp. Fauſta. _ 

Fauſt. Criſpus! Ceſar: 

Criſp. Father ! | 
But _ us proſtrate———as a God, LES him 
Thou glorious Image of. the: Deny! 
What ſhall we anfſwetr”. _ 

Conſt. Criſpus! F auſta-Nothing 3 1 G3 : 
Nothing bur riſe, andrake me in your Arms. 
Thus brooding o're you witha fruutul Jo, 

I prophecy by my example led ; 
Such Love and peace, thro? all the World {hall fpread, 
And Roman Arts that Britiſh Iſlagdorn, Jon 
Where Helena Deceas'd, and.1 'was Born. ' © 

' While Cri/ſpas thus, to Fayſta's Love, | give : on 


. Andbath ove, in Og Bojan lire. HIS 6 
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\Z/0UGET it be dangerous to raiſe too great an ex- 
pettatzon, eſpecially in works of this Nature, where we 
are topleaſe an unſatiable Audience, yet tis reaſonable 
to prepelſs them in favour of an Author, and there- 
fore both the Prologue ad Epilogue inform'd you, 
that Oedipus was the moſt celebrated piece of all Antiquity. That 
S9ophocles, zot only the Greateft Wit, but one of thegreateſt Men in 
Athens, made zt for the Stage at the Publick Coſt, and that it had 
* the reputation of being, his Maſter-piece, not only among [t the Seven of 
his which are ſtill remaining, but of the greater Number which are 
periſh'd. Ariſtotle has more thanonce admir d it in his Book of Poetry, 
' Horace has mention d it : Lucullus, Julius Czfar, and other noble 
Romans, have written on the ſame Subjett, though their Poems are - 
wholly loft ; but Seneca's is till profery's [n our own Age,'Corneille 
has attemptedit, and it appears by his Preface, with great ſucceſs : But 
a. judicious Reader will eaſily obſerve," bow much the Copy is inferiour 
to the Original. He tells you himſelf, that he ows a great part of his 
fucceſs to the happy Epiſode of Theſeus and Dirce ; which is the ſame 
thing, as if we ſhould ackuowledge, that we were indehted for our good 
Yortune, to. the. underplot Fþ Adraftus, Eurydice, aud Creon. The 
truth is, he miſerably fail din the Charatter of his Hero : if hg deſir'd 
that Oedipus ſhould be pitied, he Jhou'd have made him a better man. 
Fre forgot that Sophocles had taken care to ſhew him in his firſt-en- 
trance, a juſt, a merciful, a ſucceſsful, a Religgous Prince, and in ſhort 
a Father of his Country : inſtead of theſe be bas drawn him ſaſpicinus, . 
deſigning, more anxious of keeping the Theban Crown, than ſolicitous . 
for the ſafety of bis People : Hettor'd by Theleus, contemn'd by Dirce, 
and ſcarce maintaining a ſecond part in his own Tragedie. This was- 
an.error in the firft Concoftion ; and therefore never tobe mended in 
the ſecond or the third © He introduc'd a greater Heroe than Qedipus 
himſelf;. for when Theſeus was once there, that Companion of. _ 
M$: CUIiCs -, 


The Preface. 


-eules muſt yield to none : The Poet was obbig'd to-furniſh him with 
buſineſs, to make him an Equipage ſuitable to hisignityand by fol. 
lowing him too cloſe, to loſe his other King of Brantord in the Crowll, 
Seneca on the other fide, as if there were noſjuch thing as Nature to be 
minded ina Play,is always'running after pompous expreſſions, pointed 

ſentences, and Philoſophical notions, more proper for the Study than the 
Stage : The French-man follow'd a wrong ſcent; and the Roman was 
abſolutely at cold __ All we cou'd gather out of Corneille, was, 

that an Epiſode muſt be, but not his way : and Seneca ſupply'd us with 

»o new hint, but only a Relation which he makes of his Tirefias rai- 

fing the Ghoſt of Lajus : which is here perforw'd in view of the, Audi- 
ence,the Rites and Ceremonies ſo far his, as he agreed with Att iquzi- 

ty, and the Religion of the Greeks ; but he himſelf was beholding to 

Homers's Tireſ1as i» the Odyſles for ſome of them : and the reſt have 

been collefted from Heliodore's Ethiopiques, and Lucan's Eritho, 

Sophocles indeed is admirable every where : And therefore we have 
follew'd him as cloſe as poſſibly we cou'd: But the Athenian Theater, 
(whether more Perfelt than ours is not now diſputed) had a perfettion 

differing from ours. Tou ſee there in every Act a fingle Scene, (or 

two at moſt) which manage the buſineſs of the Play, and after that ſuc- 

ceeds the Chorus, which commonly takes up more time in finging, than 

there has been employ'd in ſpeaking. The principal perſon appears almoſt 

conſtantly through the Play ; but the inferior parts ſeldome above once 

in the whole Tragedie.The Condutt of or Stage is much mote difficult, 

where we are oblig'd never to loſe any conſtderable charater which we 

have once preſented. Cuſtom likewiſe has obtain'd, that we muſt form 

an under-plot of ſecond perſons, which muſt be depending on the firſt, 

and their by-walks muſt be like thoſe in a Labyrinth, which all of *em 

lead into thegreat Parterre: or like fo many ſeveral lodgingChambers, 
which have their out-lets into the ſame Gallery. Perhaps after all, if 

we could think ſo,the ancient method, as tis the eafieſt,rs alſo the moſt 

Natural, aud the beſt.' For variety as tis manag'd, is tos oftex ſubjeft 

to breed diſtrattion: and while we would pleaſe too many ways, for 

want of art in the condutt, we pleaſe in none. Bit we have given 

you more already than was neceſſary for a Preface, and for ought we 
know, may gain no more by or inſtruttions, than that politick Na- 

tion” is like to do, who bave taught their Enemies to fight ſo long, 
that at laſt they are in a condition to invade them. 
Drama- 


[Dramatis Perfonc.. 


Ocdipns AN @ - Better. bh 
Adraſtus : ++ "Mr. Smith. 
Creon 0.0 In. wah 
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Hemon  _ * Mr. Croshy. © 
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Phorbas RIS | Gull. 
Dymas 5 ry Ra 
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S>ii0 otisfloans At j Ty 


5 EN Athens all the Gracian State did oaks, 
FeGT Ng fda L4ws to all the Wi orid 7 ) 
Then Lok tes did /it, CE ESHDY Ns 
Supreme in W fue, hdr is Wits 0195161. 
And Wit fno m Arne _ 1 thoſe, __ 
But as rd bh 9 T ef fv in proſe. | 
Then, Oecdi worn Frowled! Theaters, ot 
Drew all admirqng Byes audaiſtning —_— 
The pleas'd SYefhiror ſhokted every. Line, ISF24 PLA 
The NobleftyqgngntAft, and the Bejt Deſign ! ey: oc f 
And every Cretick of each lqarned Age rſs Re 
By this juſt » Mio! has refot'd the Stage. Cota OLLL 
Now, ſpould it fathy.(us Hegv n avert our fear !}.. 
Dama it in ft wen  veſÞ the World ſhould hear. 


zur . | 
For were it kn 1>blse Boots did not pleaſe, CRLITY)MLL 
lou might ſet up for perfect Salvages : AIonaidt 
Tour Neighbours would not look on you as men : > 


But think the Nation all turn'd Pitts: agen. j 


Faith, as y MOORE matters, "tis not Aer «5; 0 = ey 
Tou ould int your ſelves. of too much 7/8 ONS 
Drive not " Cieaſ top 7 6 we 4: this Piege 

And, for this once, be Mod Ofece. 

See twice ! Do no "0 -mell to io fall, 


Like trace, EU TTUE= onere think at all : ter 


Pray bea i op/7h at Mons-you won, . x wo 
On. pointed Cans ays run. I'0)] by & 143. 1 
Wi ſome r bw 4g 7 proceed 

$5.2f A 
Tou take the Counci Fe for your C reed. OI! 


But when you a 7 ich = FA 
dnd ee ive Friis 4 PENG ao 
oerry. 


4 ® 
Tou turn eb s 71 your 


If ontong: all that We can ſay, © 
' 


Tou needs will h e hu f the Puay of 7 
And come reſolv d. to Damn, 3d e you ffay, 
Record it, in memorial of the Fatt, 


' The firſt-Play bury'd ſince the Woollen Ad, 
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ACT A SEENE Thebes... 
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The Curtain riſes to a painting * Tin wie, CERT. 
Thebes ; Dead Bodies appear at a diftence i in 'Fhe Sth 


£9. over the Stage, others arop. 


rg 


Enter Alcander, ' Diodes, Pyracmon. S 
Ethinks we ſtand on Ruines ; N ature ſhakes 

Abous us; andthe Univerſal Frame : 

So looſe, that it but wants another pulk 

To leap from off_its' Hinges. , 

Dicc, No Sun to chear us ; but a Bloody Globe || 
That rowls above; a bald and-RBeamlkefs.kire; Io) ; =yY 
His Face o're-grown with Scurf: the Sur" fick bog 20 vt 1143 40; 
\ Shortly he?ll be an Earth. | | 22511 91137 

Pyr. T herefore the Seaſons 
Lye all confus'd ; and by the Heaven's neglefted, 2 UB 5 
F orget themſelves: Blind Winter meets the Summer - 

In his Mid-way, and, ſeeing not his. Livery, 1 
Has driv*n him headtong back: And the raw dams h : 
With flaggy Wings fly heavily abont, ' © +» 1: © 
Scattering their Peſtilential Colds and Rhomes 320! 
Through all the lazy Air. 

Alc, Hence Murrains follow, 193 YEA» 
On bleating Flocks, and on the lowing Herds 2 ) 153:232D "TIS00 1 
Ar laſt, the Malady | #0 20G 
Grew more dometkick, and: the faithful Dog! | {hb 99 
Dy2d at his Maſters Fett: ST L | 

Dioc. And next his Maſter : 

For all thoſe Plagues which Earth and Air had brooded, 

Firſt on inferiour Creatures try*d their: forep'57 ot © 

And laſt they ſeiz'd on Man. Wor you ot io). A 
Pyr. And then a Ls ©: deaths hy once dvanc, <A on 


Alc þ 


s O0EDIPYS. 
And every Dart took place; all was fo ſudden, 


Tika ſcar M F; onebant be F; a SI i. 

Tpgenih *ſtraight, fell a wohder too; | | f 
third o ſt6opd to raiſe his Cying Friend, , 

Dropt in the pious Act. Heard you that groan ? LOroan within, 


Doc, A Troopof Ghoſts took flight rogether there : 
Now Death's-grown riotous, © and” will play 1 no more 
For ſingle Stakss, -but Families and "Tribes : | 
How are we fure we breath not now*our laſt; 

And that next minute. 
Our Bodies caſt into ſome common Pit, 
m_ Not be wk upon, and oyerlatd 

By halt: a pe 

Alc. The s a Chain of Carſcs 

Link*d to Effects; invincible. Necellity 
That what ere is, could not but ſo have been ;; 
'That's my ſecurity. 


7, 0 hemp Enter Creon: 3 


Creon. So had it need, hed all our ſtreets Ive covers | 

With dead and dying men, 

And Earth expoſes Bodiesron the Pavements 

More than ſhe hides, tn Graves! : 

Betwixt the Bride and Bridegroom have l ſeen. 

The Nuptial Torch do common offices 

Of Marriage and of Death. : 

D:oc, Now, Ocajpes.,. 

(If he return from War, our otheri'Plague) 

Will ſcarce find half he left, to.'grace his Triumphs. 
Pyr. A feeble Pzan will be ſung before him. . 
Alc. He would do well:to bring the Wives and'Childrep. 

Of Conquer®d Argians to renew his Thebes. 

Creon, May Funerals meet him at the City Gates. 

With their deteſted Omen. . . D; 
Dzoc. Of his Children. 

Creon, Nay, though ſhe bei my Siſter; of his Wife. 
Alc, Oh that our Thebes might once agaln behold. 

A Monarch Thebar bora ! 

Dioc, We might have had one. - 
Pyr. Yes, had the people pleas'd. 
Creon, Come, yare my Friends : | 

The Queen my Sifter, after Lajs*s death, 

Feard to lye ſingle; and ſupply*d his place 

With a young Succeſſour. - 


OBDIPUWS,. 


Dive. He: much reſembles ' 
Her former Husbatnd too. 
- I alwayes th ſo. 


When twenty* inters oretrgint his black Loths, 


fe will be very Lajus. 
Creon. So he will. 
Mean time ſhe ſtands provided of a Lajus 
More young and vigorous too, by _ ' Spring 
Theſe Women are foch cunning P 
Mark where their Appetites have once bing OY 
The ſame reſemblance in a Y 
Lies brooding in their Fancies the ſane Pleaſures, * 
And urges their remembrance to deſire. z 
 Dioe. Had merit, not eos been conſi der, 
Then Creon had been Kingz but Ocdiphs, | 
A ſtranger ! » | 
Creon. That word ſtranger, I confels 
Sounds harſhly in my Ears. - ' 
Dioc. We are your Creatures. 
To le prone, as in all general ills, 
udden- change ; the King in- Wars 
The Queen a Woman, weak and puregarded;* 
Eurydice. the Daughter of dead ' Lajus,”* 
A Princeſs young and beautious, and unmarried. 
Methinks from theſe disjo red Þ Propoſitions © * 
Something might be uc'd. 
Crean, The Gods have done © | 
Their part, by ſending this commbdious 


But oh the Princeſs! her hard heart is (ru In £3 


By Adamantine Locks againſt my Love. 


Alc. Your claimto hers ſtrong g3 HK | 


Pyr. True; in%her Non 
Alc. But that let's remov? 


Dz0c. 1 Heard the Prince of ms Alraſtar, OS 
here Bir: -A:, 


When he was hoſtage 

- _Creon. Oh name himnot ! the bane of all my hopes; 
That hot-brait?d; head-long Warrior; has thie Charms 

Of youth, and ſomewhat of -a Lieky raſineſ)- 

To pleaſe a Woma yet wote*Fool than he. . /"- | 

That thoughtleſs Sex is caught by outward form.:: 


And empty noiſe, '41id 1yves it: felF tn imari. 1"! 


Alc. But ſince the War broke out'bout'our Frontiers c 


He's now a Foe to T0901 TQYNC Qi 
Creon, But is not ſo to her; ſte, ſhe ars 5 
Once more [ll prove my Fortune - you 4-0 


: 
YU EIT WR PU we 


Lover FEMIIF TC © 


A 0.8 KR U 80 


ind- thoughts of me into the multitude 3 2ajgms): 12mm 77 ney 
Lay load upon the Court; gull *em with Len mY dedartt? Torr od eb 
' And you ſhall ſee*em tos heir — a3pl 0 gn 


As #5 DIfSSRAge hate Epage Rl: | 
RY 9.F5 about it. ' CExcunt Alcander, Ipocles, Nracaon, 
. Ever Envy di8ivc "14 2221 1 ul 


Creon, Hail, Royal Maid chow bright. proce 
A laviſh Planet ragyd,whem t LACE: ads: 
And made thee 0 Panda oO of leah lc 19% 3 - 5p 
Thou ſeem'ſt more Aber FRIP oo BY Tioga 7 2 oor0 6d 
Euryd. Caſt rouhd your Eygs4 4: "ay 1120 | 
W here late the meMiag "WF WA "a many | 
Like Cadmns Brood they Fig Hibs e pat I&4-! {> i947 
Now look for thoſe roche © wm i Ec *m s | rgrine {i 4 
Like Pebbles paving all our pghligh wiyvhotit brov 32 94 
When you have thought on this, then a 1 hn vida hag 
If theſe be hours of Courtſhip. . PYITES J * 08 VF 
Creon. Yes, they are; | od Sivan 4.3 
For when the Gods dgizzay y- 16 cig.time - 2D78t! _ 7 oT 
We ſhould Tnew the. Rack: CI DE AR THIS VI B 09% 1) {'E 
Euryd. W hat, in the midff gf. ho hoo! Ie1 15 all Ofyt wo. 2413 SOIT. 
Creon, Why not tho Hmuu bas your (ie; .4:116 & 
There's the more need of; $61 bor, niet EY 1 16” Io idk 
Eiryd. Impious Creon ! Mer 41 a on nent atn rfl 


' ws * - 


Creon, Unjaſt Emryazce! can you ac ca: me Kot” ar woody 
WE; 


Of love, which is H oi $3651 | 469 Tot 
That Vengeance, which :ygp Aayypur pur, CrimGnr od: to 5H 


Should reach your Perjuries ?,zyg.l ym Anigge ple 4 onion f 1 


et ” # * 4.3 & 


Eurya, Still thy oArgeeN : B11 37 83 Tx! 6437 aleſ5 3 oY 


[ bad you caſt your eyes on other men, do - 5 ltr," 


Now caſt**m on your elf: think what JOU AER: Bol yer 1,” 3 
Creon., A Manyaih rot ano ot Þo 996018 off9 hace 1 col 
Euryd. A Man ! 00635 de 9 nd EW of) ſ; Toy |,» 
Creon, Why Yengs:iVen | wml Ty Ton nid ang gO woe 
Euryd. *Tis welh 01 5th \L pogld: fill Ari 

For any other part whole mein Boo 36 ere 0 


JIE . ? 


Rather than think yauiMan'y heae-from 
Thou poyſon to myregH$-bigwiro yo 3{hus) 5 22 eil3g ods 7 72807 [ 
Creon. *Twas you fir; gaiſegWJpige jo: + pal, baA 
My face and' perfo; fhaffd:noky "yah1 -—4 2 950i 208] x 
Euryd, You force me, by your importugaties, oy. oc 7 & wow el 
To ſhew you what 209 e I 55} {16d 02. 0. ghd "IH OWE. 
Creon. A Prince {yay 90231075 5 1040-1 35019 4380 
IP L ( $3453; "And 


QEDTPYLE. 
7 altt 4 ami 


And ſince your pride provokes me, wettllyoer : 
Evn at his higheſt "as >aiv0.] Min bem 5d Nos Tysr ud T 
Euryd, Love from thee? > 3501 Loiniqus lit od 118 gorls e bah. 
Why love renounQd: fogn_y > rn wy, ren i] 79] baA 
Nature her felf ſtart. back when? tha Daeti,. 1938912 of3 30! 349 
And cry?d+ the works not mine = Mougig-2orgrt 4d 15.) 
The Midwife ſtood agait ; and when ſhe pT 2013 ell” navy 
Thy Mountain back, and thy /diftoftedilies{is 7 b107 26 oſt 1651 V7 
Thy face it ſelf, . - elyoe yim 01 biswni 2n2qo vbgd (2 
Half-minted with the Royal ſtamapi ePitaryn 2m 01 q8b £i 22L,bot 
And half o'recome with beaſts "ſtood \dowbtlng -tong,2700 757111 is 1g 
Whoſe right in thee were more : FiDIST Bath: O 915 23tef Nur: 
And knew not if to burn thee-in theflathes,75 itn 07 22 Hadgal G2 
Were not the holier work, !) 71898 18 28 - 5Miem altw 5ol 35 
Creon. AmlT to bla $ft Natterhrew: fp! bady * off alitv efygic 
In ſo perverſe a mold? ,y&%hewNge caſt 2 570] tor to 1272747) vl 7 
Her envious hand upon my ſupple joifty{-< 98 2967 5395 13% nk 
Unable to reſiſt, and rumpled %em "RB Te 
On heaps in their» dark fodping; to revenge ns [051191 WW \ 


Her bungled work, ſhe ſtampt my mind more fair : 
And as from Chaos, Hub8ted3:2nd 10oforda; dazld 2ici? 29780 4871 7; 
The Gods ſtruck fire, and lighted wp*tiit -Dachpel r4h 217 Dus 7, 
That beautifie the $ky,*1o" ſhe iafornhed! 11! 1: oft Ds .c027: 41 
This ill-ſhap*t: body with a daring Saul--: 2413173 TRIBGO{ 1 (/ 
And making leſs than hidn1#hs'aiblde Aie:wots! Sanil A nic) 
Euryd, No, thou art alF/Gidrf $ oib:dgdSddp i222 you | 
The firſt young tryal of ſorte” SME PEnrg a) 1189w ym Jubno'3 
Rude in the making Art;'arid 'Apeibf19997; 35! yill =! bonom no? 
Thy crooked mind within,: hunch'd outiehy badhy-tt coli 111 7 
And wander®d in thy limbs : tothy own 'Kig@70f0 mt «7 10h udt 
Make love, it thou canſt find it in the world ; 9 975 91901 5 
And ſeek not from our Sex to raiſe A O WT9DYL) Oo. 
Which, mingled with the reftj woeuldvtanptiehe@ Gods?! om 31 | 
To cut off humane Kitid.  7- 2 01 00Ge tt aac 77 Af ?t 
Creon, No; let ?em leave' 7 BEET STEUITSR LETT» T7 ST} £6, 
The 4rgian Prince for/you': | that Entaivyi 25S | 241 2 97907 © I 
Of Thebes has made you falfej®@ndBrak tid Vows: 50 75! 575i 
You made to me. ! 22M a2 00,9793 2: 11 133 70H 2814 
Eurya. 'They were my Mothep("Vows,"! To(qs | SLAG R (3:5 In 1h 
Made when I was at Wrſe, 7970 + 3 9997 93790 HOG PROM 706 
Creon. But hear me, Maid ; 


4A EE: > * : *,-=y 
% «#54 s % 4 YS A 


4.4 *210 i SLAP 1 LT LETELES IF 


This blot of Nature, .this'deform'd 'loatled. Creor, 
Is Maſteri'vf a" $w6rd,-to-reach the blood _, Fs 

Of your young AMinion, ſl the" Gods fine workys 711099 & vn 
And ſtab you in his heart. 


«5 ae OOEN....0 > 
4} 0.1093 25504 7 


= Euryd, 


| or 


"0 OBPIPVs. 


Euryd, This when thou doeſt, -; 
| Then mayſt thou- ſtill be curgd with Loving. me: 
And, as thou art, be ſtill onpitied, loath'd ; - 
And let his Ghaſt———Ng; let h his Ghoſt have reſt ; 
But let the greateſt, fierceſt, toute Furfs, 
Let Creo haunt himſclt. + > -  ». [Exit Eurydice. 
Creon. ?Tis true, F am. 
What ſhe has told me, an offence. to light. 
My body opens inward to my Soul, - 
And lets ip day to make my, Vices ſeen, | 
.. Byall diſcerning eyes, but the blind vulgar, 
I muſt haſtee No Oedipus return, 
To ſnatch the Crown and- her ;, for I Eill love ;. 
But love with malice; as an angry Cur 
Snarls while he feeds, ſo. will 1- feize and ſtanch-. 
The hunger of my love on this proud ws 
And leave the ſcraps for Slaves. | 


Emer Tireſias, lcanng on 4 St aff, and led M his Davghter M Manto. 


What _—_— blind prophetick Fool abroad ! 

Wou'd his Apollo had hum, he?s,too holy: | 

For Earth and me ; "ll ſhun his walk 3 » and.ſcek. 

My popular friends. [Exit Creon: | 

Twreſtas. A little farther, os [little farther ; "oY hh 

Thou, wretched [apghter dark: old. ey 
Conduct my weary op” ntt—_ who ſeeſt 

For me and for thy ſelf, beware thoutread not 
With impious ſteps upoa dead. ;——Now ſtay; 
Methinks I draw more oPens vit air, 
Where are we ?- 

Manto.. Uuder Covpre of a wall.:. 
The moſt frequented once, and: noiſy part ON 
Of Thebes, now midnight ſilence rei Ty a even © ES . 
And graſs untrodden {prings beneath our feet. 
| T:r. If there be nigh this place a Sunny: Pk 

There let me reſt a. while, a. Sunny - bank !.. 

Alas bon can it be, + Nhays] no Sun ſhines L 
But a dim winking Taper in the e Skyes, 
That nods, and ſcarce. holds up his drow head - 
To glimmer through the ATE aichia 
; C4 Nosfe within n, , fol, folow, follow, A Creon, 
A Creon, A Creon Jd. 
Hark! a tumultuqus noiſe; and Greon's OY 
Io eccho'd. ray 


AMan 


0EDIPVS. 
Man. Fly, the tempeſt drives this way. | 
Tir. Whither can Age and Blindneſs take their flight ? 
If I could fly, what cou*'d I ſuffer worſe, 


Secure of greater Ills ! - LNojſe-again, Creon, Creon, Creon. 


Enter Creon, Diocles, Alcander, Pyracmon; followed by the Crowd. 


Creon. F thank ye, Countrymen ; but muſt refuſe 
The honours you intend me, they're too great ; 
And I am too unworthy z think agen, 
And make a better choice. MN 3 4 
1 Cit, Think twice / I ne*re thought twice in all my life.: - 
That's double Work. - 


2 Cit; My firſt word is always my ſecond; and therefore 111 have. 


No ſecond ward:; and therefore once again I ſay, A Creoy, 
All, A Greon, a Crean a Creon, TC 
Creon. Yet here me, Fellow. Citizens... 
Djoc, Fellow Citizens ! there was a word of kindneſs. 
Alc. When did Oedpns ſalute you by that familiar name ? 
1 Cx, Never, never; he was too proud. 
Creon. Indeed he could not, for he was a ftranger :. 
But under him our Thebes is half deſtroyed. 
Forbid it Heav?n the reſidue ſhould periſh 
_ a IND: aan 
is true, the Gods might.ſend this among you, 
Becauſe a ſtranger ruPd ; but what of that, ET 
Can I. redreſs it. now ?” 
' 3 Cit, Yes) you or none. | 
_ ”Tis certain that the Gods are -angry with us- 
Becauſe he reigns. 
Creon, Oedipus may return : you may be ruin'd. 
1 Cir. Nay, if that be the matter, we are ruin'd already.. 
2 Cit. Half of us that are here preſent, were living men but - 
Yeſterday, and we that are abſent do but drop and drop, 
And no man knows whether hebe dead or living. And 
-Therefore while we are ſound and-well, let us ſatisfie our . 
Conſciences, and make a new King.. 
3 Cit. Ha, if we were but worthy to ſee another Coronation: 
And then if we-muſt dye, we'll gv merrily together... 
Al. To the queſtion, to the queſtion. 
Dioc. Are you content, Creon ſhould be. your: Klag ?. 
AR... A Creon, a Creon, a Creon. | 
Tir. Hear me, ye Thebans, and thou Creoy, hear me. 
1 Cit, Whos that would be heard ; we'll hear. no man: . 
Wecan ſcarce hear one another, 


0E DIPUS 

Tir. 1 charge you by the Gods to. hear: me. © - 

2 Cit. Oh, tis Apvllo's Prieſt, we'riiaſt'hear Him 'is thesld blind 
Prophet that ſees all things,®!? ov 1587 by09 255; ! 2100) ! 12 
3 Cie, He tones from the: Godbtoo, and they are our betters%; -- 

And therefore in good manners we muſt hear him - Speak, Prophet. 

- 2 Cie, For coming from the'Gods, © that's no.great-matter. 

They can all ſay that. ; but he's a great Scholar, he can make 
Almanacks, and he' mere putto'r; n and therefore 1 ſay hear him. ; 

Tir. When angry Heavn ſcatters 0 plogner among yah i iT 
Is it for nought, ye Thebans! areth&Gods' : 1 bf 
Unjuſt in puniſhing ? are there no Crimes - 121340 © 275107 bf 
Which pull this Vengeatice-down ? | 

1 Cit. Yes, yes, no doubt there are ſome Sins ftivring 
That'are the cauſe of all. - '- TId 

3 Cit. Yes thereare Sink 4 or 'we! ſhould have no-Taxes; {1 0,7 

2 Cit, For my part I can "ſpeak It with: 4 mo I, * | 
1 nere lin'd in all my lite. | 

1 Cit, Nor I: 

9.Cir. Nor't: 

2 Cir, Then we are all ;aſtified/ [the/ſin yes nobarour ' doots. 

Tir, All juſtified Mike, and yet-dlV-puiley 5>'iio > * {or 
Were every Mans falſe dealing; brow E to! ht} T1, Ba 347 
His Envy, Malice, Lying, Perfuries, - th 
His Weights and Meaſures, th* other mans Extorrioas [76 
With what Face could you tell'offended Heav'n <1; 308 215.3 
You had not ſin'd ? (-BUI 29 Su. fs  P115,10h 

2 Cit. Nay, if theſe be ſins, the caſe i is alter'd : for my part lneves 
Thought any thing but Murder had been a ſin.': 

Tir. And yet, as-if all theſe were lefs chan wwtking, - 

You add Rebellion to *em ; impious Thebans | 
Have you not {worn before the: Golds to ſerve 
And to obey this Oedipus, your'King 9-1 
By publick voice elected?” anfwor me; 

I 08 00 rae Fi. AST ' Oly; 

2 Cit, This is true ; -—but its a hard World Neighbours 
If a mans Oath muſt be his maſter; a 

Creon, Speak Diocles; all goes wyong. ' | 

Dioc. How are yort Traytors;  Corrtrymen of Thebes ? 
This holy Sir, who prefles' you With" Oaths, : 
Forgets your firſt; were oy not'- Toth - before 
To Lajus and his Blood 

All. We were; we were. | 

Dioc. While Lajus Hias'a: lawful Siicebfioe, 

Your firſt Oath ſtill mbt" Hind: Elrydice 
is Helr to |Zajus; let her marry Creon * 


Offended 


FEVIP US. 
Offended Heav*n will never be appeas'd 
While Oedipus pollutes 'the Throne of 'Lajvy, 
A ſtranger to his Blood. 

All, We'll no Oedipus, -no Ocdiphs. 
1. Cit. He puts bs in >Fy Mouſe- Hole. « "1 | 
2 Cit. I knew It wou theHſt may eter 
Tir. Can benefits thus dye, uhgratefel- Ihe er he the bel rad, 
Remember yet, when, after Zajuss death, 
The Monſter Sphynx laid your rich' Country waſte, 
Your Vinyards fpoiPd, your labouring Oxen ſlew, 
Your ſelves for fear mew&up- within" your Walls: - 
She, taller than your Gates,” *re-loed" your Town; 
But when ſhe rais'# her Bulk 'to ſai above yop-” ©: 
She drove. the Air. around yr like 'a Whirlwind, 
And ſhaded all beneath; till fooping down, 
She clapp'd her leathern w oe agarnft your 'Tow'rs, 
And thraft 'ont -hertonp » ev" to' your doors. 
Dioc. Alc, Pyr. wer hear” n& _— _ 
Tir. You durſt "n6t meet* in' Ti 
T*invoke the Gods for aid, :the proviet he LIE 
Who leads you now, then crow'd, like a dar'd Lark: . 
This C7207 ſhook for fear, - | 
The blood. of Lajys cruddled in his Veins : 
Till Oedipas 4frivd, 
CalPd by his own high courage and the Gods, 
Himſelf to you a God : ye offer*d him | 
* Your Queen, and Crown, Gy FT od a your Crown ') 

And Heavn authorizd* it y Big 'ctefs £ 

Speak then, who is your lawfuF Ritig/?1” RISASHC, WE 
All. "Tis Oedipus. "= 0 Ot 03 DOE”; 

- -Tir, *Tis Oedipus indeed ; yotit Ritis mbre ahHful: F 

Than yet you dream : for ſomething ſtill there] 4 

In Hr” ns dark Volume,” which T read thivugh miſts : © - 
"Tis great, prodigious ; 25.8 S. a" dread ET 2S57 0 fie 
Of wondrons Fate ; and how Gong OT, SE ne 
I ſee, I ſee! how terribt it cis __ EY 
And my Soul ſickens* with (it. 

1 Cit, How _ Cn Lage v5 cs . Trinm Th 
Tir. He comes he comes?” V1} Concueſt: 
But'oh ! Guiltleſs'and'Gnilty : Mokder £06 -_ rhwph PUR 7766 2 
Inceſt ; Diſcovery?” Prrihment———th ehded),” "53 bm 
And all your fexings o're., " _— 


— 
bed * 
* « = 
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OEDTPU S 


A Trumpet within ; Enter Hemon. 


Hem. Rouze up ye Thebans ;, tune your 70 Peas. k 
Your King returns ; the Argians are ore-come;z 
Their Warlike Prince in ſingle Combat taken, 
And led in Bands by God-like Oedipus. 

All. Oedipus, Ocapus, Oedipus, 


Creon. Furies confound: his Fortune !—— Aſide. 
Haſte, all haſte , [To them, 


And meet with Bleſfings our . Victorious King ; 

Decree Proceſſions ; bid new Holy-Days ; 

Crown all the Statues of our Gods with Garlands; 

And raiſe a Brazen Collumn, thus inſcrib'd, 

To Oedipns, now twice a Conquerour ; Deliverer of his Thebes. 

Troſt me, 1 weep for joy-to ſee this day. 

- Tir. Yes, Heaven knows why thou weep't———go, Countrymen, 
And, as you u'sd to ſupplicate your Gods —— 

So meet your King, with Bayes, and Olive-Branches - 

Bow down, and touch his Knees, and beg from him 

An end of all your Woes; for only he | 

Can give it you. EEx. Tireſias, the People following, 


Enter Oedipus in Triumph ; Adraſtus Priſoner ; Dymas, Train. 


Creon. All hail, great Oedipus, 
Thou mighty Conquerour, hail ; welcome to Thebes, 
To thy own Thebes ;, to all that's left of -Thebes-: 
For half thy Citizens are ſwept away, 
And wanting to thy Triumphs - 
And we the: happy remnant, only live 
To welcome thee, and dye. | 
Oedipus. Thus pleaſure never comes ſincere to man 
But lent by Heaven upon hard Uſury ; 
And while Fove holds us out the Bowl of Joy, 
E're it can reach our Lips it's daſht with Gall 
By ſome left-handed God. Q-mournful Triumph ! 
'O Conqueſt gain*d abroad, and loſt at home 7 
'O Argos now rejoyce, for Thebes lyes low:; 
Thy flaughter'd Sons now finile, and:thiok they won, 
When they can count more Thebay Ghoſts than theirs. | 
Aaraſt. No; Argos mourns with Thebes 3 you temper'd ſo | 
Your Courage while you fought, that Mercy ſeem" | 
The Manlier Virtue, and much more prevail'd : 
While gos is a People, think your Tighes 


Can 


£D DAWES, 

Can never want for wt ns Exety" Nation © bs 7 _—_ 

Will crowd to ſerve where Oedipus edthmmatids.” 10! OD 19 3H 
Creon to Hem, How mean it thews to fawn vpon'the Viaor! 
Hem. 'Had you beheld him fight,”you'had faid otherwiſe : = 

Come, *tis brave bearing in-hi, Not to envy 

Superiour Virtue. wy Bt 
Oed. This indeed is Conqueſt; b b-hrwo's s ; l 

To gain a Friend like you : Why were awe Foes? -- 
Adraſt, *Cauſe we were Kings, and” each diſdain'd an equal. 

I fought to have it in my pow'r to do - 

What thou haſt done; and ſo to-uſe my Conqueſt 3 

To ſhew thee, Honour was my -only. Motive, / 

Know this, that were My Army at thy Gates, | 

And Thebes thus waſte, I would not take the: Gift, > 

Which, like a Toy, dropt from the hands'of Fortune 

Lay for the next chance-comer. 
Oed, embracing, No more Captive, 

But Brother of the War: *Tis much more pleaſants 

And ſafer, truſt me, thus to meet- thy love, ' - ES 

Than: when hard Gatitlets clenchd' our Wzrliks Hands, bj.) Ul. 

And kept %*em from ſoft uſe. 3c 
Adr, My Conquerour. + | 
Oed, My Friend ! that other name keeps Enmity _ 

But longer to detain' thee were a'Crime; : | : L 

To love, and to Emrydice, go free: ©: im corn te hath 

Such welcome as a ruin'd town'can give” UE D 

Expect from me; the reſt let her ſupply. | 
Aar. 1 go without a bluſh, though conquer'd hens __ 

By you and by my Princeſs. -- _ 
Creon aſide. Then I'am Conquer'd thrice; z. by Ordipus, | V0 
And her, and ev*a by him, the flave of both- © 463tDiaA 
Gods, Pm beholding to you, for "MATE me -your Image, /' 1 5il-: 
Wou'd I cou'd make you mine. : 17 LEM Creon: 


Enter the People with branches in eheir hands, holding them Jai 
up, and kneeling : Two Prieſts befor them. £2]: 9115 


Oedipus. Alas, my people ! | IM L nf yi; 
What means this ſpeechleſs ſorrow, down caſt- yes, 089 04 
And lifted hands! if there be one among you "0 
Whom grief has left a tongue, ſpeak for thereſt.. 

1 Pr, Q Father of thy Country ! 

To thee theſe knees are'bent, theſe eyes are lifted, - f 
As to a viſible Divinity. 


A Prince on-whom Heav*n ſafely might repoſe | 
C The 


I'2" | Q,EÞT Pr La | 
== buſineſs of Mankindy; - ; + re dr 10}. tao 4-457. 6 
yo on thy boſome ſlezp decurs, IG 919147--2% 2}. 0) D! 
leave her zag £0 Wiges 31 979 _ 6-171 
_ where's the Glory ofithy former a&ts ? 
Evn that's deſtroy'd when none ſhall live to ſpeak it, 
Millions of ſubjects ſhalt thou have; but mute. 
A people of the dead ; a crowded defart.-. | 
A Midnight filence at. the noon of day. : 1837 I, 
Oea. . O werg our Gods as ready. with their. pity. | . 
; | As 1 with mine, - this preſence ſhow'd be throng'd 
With all I left alive z-and my {ad eyes | 
Not ſearch in vain for friends, whoſe prowis'd ſight -- 
Flatter*'d my toyls of War. 
1 Pr, Twice of ;deliyerer.. 
Oed. Nor are:ngow your-Vows. 
Addreſt to one who ſleeps : 
When this unwelcome news firſt. reach'd my ears, 
Dymas was ſent, to Delphos to'enquite -. Py: 
T he Cauſe and Cure of this contagious. mW: 1's 
And is this day.returndd - butlince his meſſage - ; | 
Concerns the publick, I refus'd to hear it.. 11.” 
\ But in this general Preſence : let him ſpeak. , 
Dymas. & dreadful anſwer from the hallow'd Urn, ” 
And facred tripous did the Prieltg(s BIVe, 1. 4317 658) 
In theſe Myſterious words, 
The Oracle. Shed in 4 curſed aur, bye eel hand, - 
Blood- Royal unreveng*d, has curd the Lan 
When Lajus death.is expiated well 
Tour Plague ſhall ceaſe : the reſt let Cajus tell. | 
Oed.. Dreadful indeed blood; 2nd ar Kings-blood, too: 
And fuch a Kings, and by his Sybjedts ſhed !_ | 
(Elſe why this: Curſe on Thebes ?) no; wonder then. - -- 
lf Mapſters,, Wars, and Plagues revenge ſuch Crimes! 
If Heav*n be juſt, its whole Artillery, 
All muſt be empty*& on us : .Not-:one bolt 
Shall erre from FAO but, more be-call'd for, more |. 
New moulded thutider of a larger- ſize ; 
Driv*n by whole Fove. What, touch annointed;Pow'r ! ' 
Then Gods beware, Foue: wou ud himſelf be Rſs 
Cou'd you but reach him too. © - 
2 Pr, We mourn the:ſad: rewembravce 4 TK <4 
Oed. Well you may : 5363-0. 
Worſe than a Plagye:infes yous vare Grad OE OO Fg + - 
WR LEY 0 
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To Mother Earth, and:to'th? Inferyal. <4 $- 


Hell has a right-1 in you: I thank"yoi | ); 1990' \/ raid Ori! i 
That I'm no Theban born': how or Hdaleyts" o73) 202 bo. 


As if this curſe touch'd me! and <A me nezrer 
Than all this preſence! Yes; tis a Kings blood, , 
AndI, a King, am ty*d in deeper bonds 
To expiate this blood : but where, from whom, 
Or how mult I attone'it ? tell me; "T bebians, | 
How Lajzs fell ? for a confuPd report 
Paſi%d through my ears, when firſt Ttook the Crow: 
But full of hurry, like a morning dream, 
It vaniſh'd in the buſineſs of the day. 
1 Pr. He went in private forth; but thidly follow; 
And nere return'd to Thebes.\*'". - D1 | 
Oed, Nor any from him ? <ame there no attendant ? > 
None to bring news ? 
2 Pr. But one; and he ſo wounded, by 
He ſcarce drew breath to ſpeak ſome few faint wot. LSE: 
Oed. What were they? ſorfiething'miay/Be'fearnt from thence. 
1 Pr. He faid a Band-of Robbers watch d their wy” T6 
Who took advantage of a narrow way ' 
To murder Lajus and the reſt + Himſelf 
Left too for dead. | 
Oed. Made you no mere enquiry, oo © 
But took this bare relation-? Hat Vs MOD ge BY IST NY 
2. Pr. *T was neglected : | 02-4 
For then the Monſter Sphynx began to rage; 
And preſent cares ſoon buried the remote > - - 
So was it huſh'd, and never ſince reviv'd. | 
Ocd. Mark, Thebans, —_—_- 0991 DV 3-73 
Juſt then, the Sphynx begin 'to rage Son wigs! L910! 
The Gods took hold ey 
And dated thence your woes: ' thence will I trace fe. % 
1 Pr,?Tis Juſt thou ſhould'ſt. ' 
 Oed. Hear then this dread imprecation 3 hear it - 
"Tis lay*d on all; 'not any'one exempt : 12] IVO 
Bear witneſs Heay?n, avenge it on the' oebinbad; "0 00G 
If any Theban born, if any ſtranger (5: 90. "In 
Reveal this murder, or prodyce its Author, 
Ten Attique Talents be his juſt reward : 
But if for fear, for: favour, or'for hire; 
The murder he conceal, the curſe of Thebes * * 
Fall heavy on his head : "Unite otir” Plagries / © M 
Ye Gods, and place em there: from Fireand Water, 9 
Converſe, and all things comtnon, :be he banifh*d. _ 
C 2 


n of th* offending minitte,” >; © ” 74 


But 


14 4; '0EDTP US. 
But for. the murderers. ſelf,,pfgund; by man," if 07 t), 
Find him ye Powr's Celeſtial and Ioferng 5 ; 1-7 + of 2 
And the ſame Fate, | or, worſe, than; Z,gjuy met, 
Let be his lot - his Children be accurſt; _ 
His Wife and Kindred, all of this be curs'd. 

Both Pr. Confirm it, Heavy n!, i 1 


Enter Jocaſta; Arepded b Hom en, | 
Foc, At. your Devotions ! Heawn-ſucceed. your wiſhes. | 
And bring th? effect of theſe your Plous : Pray' rs 
On you, and me, and all. bay to: 
Pr, Avert this Omen, .;Heav wa! av; 
Ocd. O fatal found, Unfortunate Rk F >» 
W hat haſt thou: ſaid! an 1}, hour haſt thou choſen. 
For theſe fore-boding words! why, we were curling! 
Foc. Then may that Curſe fall only where you laid th 
Oed. Speak na;more tj,” ot | 
For all. thay {ay'ſt - is 0minous;:. .we were; arf ing 3; 
And that dire,ymprecation« haſt..thou | faſten'd | 
On Thebes, 'and thee and me, and all of-us. 
Foc. Are then by bleſſings 'turn'd into a. curſe 2. 
O Unkind Oedipus, My former Lord 
Thought me his bleſſing : be thou like my Lajus, - | 
Oed. What yet again! the third time haſt thou; Surg. 1 me ? 
This imprecation, was for Lajus death, 
And thou haſt wiſt*d me like Die: | 
Foc, Horrour. ſeizes me !., | 
Oed. Why doſt thou gaze upon.me ; ? NRA, love Wiſe. 8 
T ake off thy eye; it burdens me too much... - I AN hon 
Foc, The more 1 lopk, the, more 1, find.of Has, 3+"£ 
His ſpeech, his garb, iis Actign; nay thus frown ;.; he AT 
(For Ty have ſeen it; ) but nere bent on me. 
Oed. Are we ſo like ? | 
Foc. In all things, but his love... , | 
\ Oed I love thee more: ſowelll love, wards. capygt ſ peak bow well; 
No pious Son e're lov*d his Mather” Cas tool £ 
Than I my. dear Focaſta, Yo, IRE: 4 = , 
Foc, -I Jove you too p | 4 
E.- ſelf ſame way : and when on chid, mechought 7: 


For I love Lajus ſtill as Wives ſhou'd "ae 
But you more tenderly:; as part of me : 
And when I have you in, my arms, methinks. 


I lyll, my child. aſleep. 


: Oed.. 
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Ord, Then we are bleſs" © 
And all theſe Curſes ſweep along the'skyes 
Like empty Clowds ; but Urop not on our heads:;- 
Joc. I have not joy'd an hour ſince you departed, 
For. publick Miſeries, and for private fears ; 
But this bleſt meeting has or'e-pay*'d?em all. 
Good fortune that comes ſeldom: comes more welcome. 
All I can wiſh for now, is. your conſent 
To make my Brother happy. 
' Oed, How, Focaſta ? 
Foc. By marriage with his Neece, Exrydice / 
Oed. Uncle and Neece ! they are too near, my Love; 
'Tis too like Inceſt : *tis offence to kind: - - 
Had I not promis'd, were -there no - Adraſtus, 
No choice but Creon left her of Mankind, 
They ſhou'd not marry ; ſpeak no more of it ; 
- The thought diſturbs me. 
Foc, Heav*n can never: bleſs 
A Vow ſo broken, which I made to Creon x - 
Remember he's my Brother. 
Oed. That's the ' bar : | 
And ſhe thy Daughter - Nature wou'd abhor 
To be forc'd back again upon her ſelf, 
And like a whirle-pool ſwallow her own ſtreams. 
Foc, Be: not difpleas?d z Ill move the Suit no 'more. - 
Oed. No, do not; for, 1 know not why, it ſhakes me - 
When I but think on- Inceſt; move we forward 
To thank the Gods for my ſucceſs,. and pray 
To .waſh the guilt of Royal blood away. [Exennt» Onnes, 


\ 


ACT IE SCENE E 
An open Gallery, A Royal Bed-Chamber being ſuppor'd behind... 
The Time,. Night. Thunder, &C. 
Hzmon, Alcander; Pyracmon. 


Ham, CN U-R E 'tis the end of all things ! Fate has torn - 
Uma The lock of time off, and his:head is now 
The gaſtly. Ball of round Eternity !. 
Call you theſe Peals of Thunder, but the yawn 
Of bellowing Clouds ? By Fove, they ſeem to. me . 


- 


—_ 


Pg 


The: World's laſt groans ; and thoſe vaſt-ſheets of Flame 
Are its laſt blaze / The Tapers of the 'Gods, Us 
'The Sun and Moon, run down like waxen-Globes ; 
The ſhooting Stars.end all in purple Gellies, 
And Chaos is at hand, + : 
Pyr. *Tis Midnight, yet there's, not a Theban ſleeps, 
But ſuch as.ngre muſt wake. -. All crow'd-about 
The Palace, and implore, as from a God, 
Help of the King ; who, from the Battlement, 
By the red Lightning's glare, deſcry'd a-far, 
Atones the angry Powers. _ | Thunder, &c. 
Hem, Ha! Pyracmon, 100k. 5 #5 f | 
Behold, Alcander, from yon? Welt of Heav's, 
The perfect Figures of a Man-and Woman : 
 A'Scepter bright with Gems in each right hand, 
Their flowing Robes of dazling purple made, 
Diſtin&ly yonder in that point they ſtand, 
Juſt Weſt : a bloody red ſtains all the place : 
And ſee, their Faces are quite hid in Clouds. 
Pyr. Cluſters of Golden Stars hang o're their heads, 
And ſeem ſo crouded, that they burit upon *%m : 
All dart at once their baleful influence, 
In leaking Fire. 
Alc. Long-beardeqd Comets ſtick, _ 
Like flaming Porcupines, to their lett ſides, 
'As they would ſhoot their -Quills into their hearts. 
Hem, But ſee / the King, and Queen, and all the Court ! 
Did ever Day or Night ſhew ought like this ? 
[Thunders again. The Scene draws, and diſcovers the Prodigies. 


Enter Oedipus, Jocaſta, Eurydice, Adraſtus, al! coming 
forward mith amazement, 


Ocd. Anſwer, you Powr?'s Divine; ſpare all this noiſe, 
This rack of Heav*n; and ſpeak your fatal pleaſure, 
Why breaks yon dark and dusky Orb away ? . 

Why from the bleeding Womb .ot monſtrous Night, 
Burſt forth ſuch Miriads of abortive Stars ? 

Ha ! my Jocaſta, look ! the Silver Moon ? 

A ſetling Crimſon ſtains her beauteous Face? 

She's all o*re Blood:? and lobk,: behold again, 

What mean the myſtick Heavn's, ſhe journies: on ? 

A vaſt Eclipſe darkens:the tabouring Planet;; 
Sound there, ſound all our Inftraments of War; 
Clarions.and Trumpets, Silver, Braſs, and Iron, 


OEDIPVUS. = 

' And beat a thouſand Drums to help her Labour. | 
Aar. *Tis vain ; you fee the Prodigies "continue ; 

Let's gaze no more, the Gods are Humorous, 

Oed.. Forbear, raſh man.——Once morel ask your pleaſure! 

If that the glow-worm light of humane Reaſon | 
Might dare to offer at Immortal knowledpe, 

And cope with Gods, why all this ſtorm of Nature? 
Why do the Rocks ſplir, and why ronls the Sea ? 

Why theſe Portents in Heav*n, and Plagnes on Earth ? 
Why you? Gigantick Forms, Ethereal Monſters ? 

Alas ! is all this but to fright the Dwarfs 

Which your own hands have made, then be it ſo. 

Or if the. Fates refolve ſome Expiation 

For murder?d Lajus 3; Hear me, hear me, Gods! 

Hear me thus proſtrate * Spare this groaning Land, 
Save Innocent Thebes, ſtop the Tyrant Death ; 

Do this, and lol ſtandup an Oblation 

To meet your ſwifteſt and ſevereſt anger, 

Shoot all at once; and ſtrike me to the Center. 

The Cloud draws that veiPd the heads of the Figures in the Skie, and ſhews 
em Crownd, with the names of. Oedipus and Jocaſta written above' in 
great Charaters of Gold. NN 

Aar. Either I dream, and all my cooler ſenſes 

Are vaniſh'd with that Cloud that fleets away 
Or, juſt above thoſe two. Majeſtick heads, 
I ſee, I read diſtinttly in large gold, 
Oedipus and Jocaſta. | 
Alc, 1 read the ſame. 
Aadr. ?Tis. wonderful ;. yet ought not man to wade 


Too far in the vaſt deep of Deſtiny. | | 
- h LThujder :, andthe Prodigies vaniſh. 

For. My Lord, my Oedipus, why. gaze you now, _ 
When the whole Heavn is clear, as if the Gods 
Had ſome new Monſters made ? will poyact turn, 
And bleſs your People ; who devour each word 
You breathe. | | 

Oed. It ſhall be fo. Pax 
Yes, I will dye,” O Thebes, to ſave thee 7 
Draw from my heart my blood, with more content -. 
Than ere 1 wore thy Crown. Yet, O Focaſta | 
By all the indearments of miraculous love, 
By all our languiſhings, our fears in pleaſure, © 
Which oft have. made us wonder ;, hear 1 ſwear 
On. tby fair hand, upon thy breaſt I ſwear, ' 
b cannot call to mind, from budding Cliikdhood 
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To blooming Youth, a Crime. by me committed, 
For which the awful Gods ſhonld doom my death. 
Foc. ?Tis not you, my Lord, | bs 
But he who murder'd Zajus, frees the Land : 
Were you, which 1s impoſlible, the man, 
Perhaps my Ponyard firſt ſhould drink your blood; 
But you -are Innocent, as. your Focaſta, | 
from Crimes like thoſe.. . This made me violent 
To fave your- life, which you unjuſt would loſe : 
Nor can you comprehend, with deepeſt thought, 
The horrid Agony you caſt me ig, 
'When you reſolv*d to dye. 
Qed. Is poſlible ? "up 
Foc. Alas! why ſtart you ſo ? Her ſtifPning grief, 
Who ſaw her Children ſlaughter?d all at once, 
Was dull ro mine : Methinks I ſhould haye made 
My boſom bare againſt the' armed God, 
To ſave my Oedipus! 
Oed. I pray, no more. | 
. Joc. Yowve ſtlenc'd me, my Lord. 
Oed. Pardon me, dear..Jocaſta, _ 
' Pardon a heart that ſmks with ſufferings, 
And can but vent it ſelf in ſobs and murmurs : 
Yet to reſtore my peace, Vl! find him out. 
'Yes, yes, you Gods! you ſhall have ample vengeance 
'On Lajus murderer. Q,. the Fraytors name ! 
Pll know't, 1 will ; Art ſhall be Gonjur*d for it, 
And Nature all unravel'd. 
Joc, Sacred Sir | 
Oed. Rage will have way, and tis but juſt; Dll fetch him, 
Tho? lodg'd in Air. upon a Dragow's wing, 4 
Tho? Rocks ſhould hide him * nay he ſhall be dragg'd 
From Hell, if Charms can hurry him along ; 
His Ghoſt ſhall be, by ſage Tireſsas pow'r, 
(Tireſias, that rules all beneath the Moon) 
Confin'd to fleſh, to ſuffer death once more; 
And then be plung?d in his firſt fires again. 


— 


- 


. Enter Creon. 


Cre. My Lord, - 
Tireſias attends your pleaſure. 

Oed, Haſte and bring him in- 
- O, my Jocaſta, Emnrydice, Adraſtus, 
-Creon, and all ye Thebans, now the end 


Of Plagues, of Madpeſs, Makhns Prodigies, 


Draws on : This Ba 
Shall by his wiſdom be reduc'd to peace...;\. | 


ſe of the Heav?ns,-and Earth, 


ts 


Enter Tireſias, leaning 01 a Staff, led by his Daughter Manto, fol- 


low*d by other T hevans, 


O thou, whoſe moſt aſpiring mind {+ 1 | 
Know?lt all the buſineſs of the Courts above, - - 
Open'it the Cloſets of the Gods, and dares 
| To mix with Fove himſelf and Fate at Council ; 

O Prophet, an{wer me, declare aloud 

'The Iraytor who conſpir”d the death of Lajus : 
Or be they more, who from malignant Stars 

Have drawn this Plague that blaſts unhappy T hebes. 

Tir. We muſt no more than Fate commillions us 

To tell; yet ſomething, and of moment, Ill unfold, 
If that the God would wake ; 1 feel him now, 
Like a ſtrong Spirit charad into a Tree, 

That leaps, and moves the Wood without a Wind : 
The rouz'd God, as all this while he lay 

Irtom'd alive, ſtarts and dilates himtfelt : 

He ſtruggles, and he tears my aged Trunk 

With holy Fury, my old Arteries burſt, 

My rivePd skin, 

Like Parchment, crackles at;the hallow/d'fire, 

| ſhall be young again : ſamo, my Daughter, 
Thou halt a voice that mjght have ſav'd the Bard 
Of Thrace, and forc'd the raging Bacchanals, 
With lifted Prongs to liſten to thy'airs: | 
O charm this God, this Fury.in my boſon, 


Lull him with:tuneful notes ,fadantf UV | ſtrings, _ | | 


With pow?rful ſtrains ; Mato, my lovely Child, . 
Sooth the unruly God-head to be mild. 


SONG to 4"; 


JHeobus, God bilowd 6 Pmen 5 * 
At thy dawn, every Beaſt 1s rou2d in his Den : 


Azd we aye, all dye till the morning COMES x a * 
Phebus, God belowd by men-1*- Mit 6 
Idol of the EafternKin * HB... 3 22% AY 
Amful as the God who flings © © 


D 


At thy ſetting, all the Birds of thy abſence complain, 
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His Thunder round, and the - ghtning Wings ; 
God of Songs, and Orphean ſtrings, 

Who to this mortal boſom-brings, 
All h.rmonsous heaventy things ! j 
drouzze Prophet to revive, 

Ten thouſand thouſand forms before him drive ; 

With Chariots and Horſes all o'fire awake him, 

Convulſions, and Furies, and Propheſies ſhake him, 

Let hin tell it in groans, tho) he bend with the Load, 

Tho? he burſt with the weight of the terrible God. 


Tir, The wretch, who ſhed the blood of old Labdacides, 
Lives, and1s great ; 
But cruel greatneſs ne're was long : - 
The firſt of Lajus blood his life did ſeize, 
And urg'd his Fate, 
Which elſe had laſting been and ſtrong. 
The wretch, who Lajs kilPd, muſt bleed, or fly; 
Or Thebes, conſum'd with Plagues, in ruines lye. 
Ocd. The firſt of Lajus blood! pronounce the perſon-; | 
May the God roar from thy Prophetick mouth, 
That even the dead may ſtart up, to behold : 
Name him, 1 ſay, that molt accurſed wretch, 
For by the Stars he dies : 
Speak, I command thee ; 
By Phebus, ſpeak ! for dſadden” deaths his doom: 
Here ſhall he fall,, bleed on this very ſpot 
His name, [ charge thee once more, Neal, 
a Tir, *Tis loſt, 
Like what we think can never-ſhun remembrance; 
Yet of a ſudden's gone beyond the Clouds: | 
Oed. Fetch it from thence ; 'Plhave, where-re'it be:: 
Cre. Let me intreat you, facred Sir, be'calm, © 
And Creon ſhall point. out the [great Offendor. 
Tis true, reſpect of Nature might injoyn 


Me filence at anotber 
Much more the | prob Le rae by Love * 
That, that ſhould ſtrike me dumb: yet Thebes, my Coney ——— 


Pll break through all, to ſuccour thee, -Þ City! 
©, I muſt ſpeak. + 6: 
"Oed, Speak then, if ought thou knawſt.- 
As much thou ſeem'lt to;know, dela nelonger. it. Yrs. 
Gre, O Beauty ? O illuſtrious Royal. id 7 yd" 
To whom my Vows were ever paid ti CM A 2430 8% 
And with fuch modeſt, chaſte, and pureatiegion Ne 


OEDIPYUS, 


The coldeff.Nymph might read /em|withons bluſhing 
Art thou the Murdreſs then of wretched Zajus ? ot 
And I, muK 1 accuſe thee! O my tears ! | 
Why wall you fall in ſo abhorr'd a Canſe ? 

But that thy beautious, barbarous, hand deſtroy'd 
Thy Father (O monſtrous a& !) both Gods 

And men at once take notice. 

Oed. Euryaice / | 

Eur. Traytor, go on z I ſcorn thy little malice, 
And knowing more my perfect innocence, | 
Than Gods and men, then how munch more than thee, 

Who art their oppoſite, .and' !fornyd. a Lyan, 
I thus diſdain thee ! Thowonce didfk talk of Loyez ; 
Becauſe I hate thy love, 
Thou doſt accuſe me. 
Aay. Villain, inglorions Villain, 
And Traytor, double damn'd; who: durſt blaſpheme 
The ſpotleſs virtue of the brighteſt. beauty ;: | 
Thou dy'lt : nor ſhall the facred Majeſty,: |. |, Draws. and wownds hine. 

That guards this place, preſerve thee from my rage. 
Oed. Diſarm em both : Prince I ſhall make you know 
That I can tame you twice.. Guards, ſeize him. | 

Aar. Sir, | 
I muſt acknowledge in another Cauſe | . 

- Repentance might abaſh me ;' but I glory 
In this, and ſmile to ſee the Traytor?s Blood. 

Oed. Creon, you ſhall be ſatisfy'd at full. 

Cre, My hurt is nothing, Sir; but I appeal 

To wiſe Tireſias, if my accuſation 
Be not moſt true. The firſt of Lajus blood 
Gave him his death. Is there a Prince before. her ? 
Then ſhe is faultleſs, and 1 ask her -Pardon. 
And may this blood ne're. ceaſe to drop, O Thebes, 
If pity of thy ſufferings did not move me | 
To ſhew the Cure which Heaven it ſelf preſerib'd. 

Eur. Yes, Thebans, I will dye to fave iyour lives; 
More willingly than you: can. wiſh my fate'; 

But let this good, this wiſe, this holy man 
Pronounce my Sentence : for to: fall by him, 
By the vile breath. of that: prodigions Villain, 
Would ſink my Soul, tho? I ſhould dyea Martyr. 

Aadr. Unhand:me, flaves.. O: mightieſt of Kings,-: 
See, at your feet a Prince not us'd to kneel ; 3 
Touch not Try ia 5 ary ogg "Tas 1 | 
As you would iaye your Thebes, but: take my life: 
4b 2 


"For 
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' For, ſhould ſhe periſh, Heay*n would' heap Plagues on Plague,” 
Rain Sulphur down, hurle kindle@ bolts '' Wi 
Upon your guilty heads. | 

Cre. You turn to Gallantry, what is but juſtice, 

Proof will beeaſfie made.  Adraſtus was - © 
The Robber who bereft the th*unhdppy Kidg *- 
Of life; becauſe he flatly had deny?d 

To make ſo poor a Prince his Son-in-law : 
Therefore *twere fit that both ſhould periſh, 

1 Theb. Both, let both dye. 

All Theb. Both, both ; let *em dye. - 

Oed. Hence you wild hetd 1 (For- your Ring-leader here, 
He ſhall be made Egainple. © Ho; take: him,” | 

1 Theb. Mercy, O mercy. 

Ocd, Mutiny in my preſence ! 

Hence, let me ſee that buſie face no more. 

Tir. Thebans, what madneſs makes you'drun with rage # 
Enough of guilty death's already: acted: uy 
Fierce Creon has accus*d\Emryaice,- > - --+ 
With Prince Adraſtns; which the God reproves 
By inward Checks, and leaves their fates in doubt, - 

Oed. Therefore inſtruct us what remains to do, 

Or ſuffer; for I feel a ſleep like death | 
Upon me, "and 1 ſigh to be at reſt, 'E: 

T:r. Since that the pow?rs divine refuſe toclear 

The miſtic deed, Ill to the Grove of Farics; 

There can force th'Infernal Gods to ſhew 

Their horrid Forms; | 

Each trembling Ghoſt ſhall riſe, 

And leave their grizly King without a waiter : 

For Prince _— nd Eurydice, '  * bY 

My life's engag?d, I'll guard %em in the Fane, 

Till the dark Myſteries of Helt are: done. 

Follow me, Princeſs z Thebars, all to relt. 

O, Oedipus, to morrow —»— but no more; . 

If that thy wakeful Genius will permit, 

Indulge thy Brain this night with ſofter ſmbers : 

To morrow, O to morrow ! - fleep, my Son z- | 

And in prophetick dreams thy Fate be ſhown. | 
[Ex. Tirel. Adraſt. rag pd Manto. hobans. 


Manent Od, Joc. Crean Pyrie. Hes Ale. 


Oed. Tobed, my F air, pa Dear: - wy beſt Fi Fivaſta, 
After the toils 'of War, = wondrous ſtrange - 


Our loves ſhould thus be daſ'd. * "One mothent% thought * hi 
And 11 approach the arms of my 'beloy%d;” ' 7 © * 
Joe. Conſume whole yeats- in care, '{o now and' then 
I may have leave to feed my famiſl'd eyes 
With one ſhort paſltng glance, and ſigh my Vos : 
This, and no more, my Lord, 'is all the paſſion 
Of Languiſhing Focaſta, | [Exit 
Oed. Thou ſofteſt, ſweeteſt of the*' World ! good night. . 
Nay, ſhe is beauteous too; yet, mighty Love / 
I - never offer'd to obey thy Laws, | 
But an muſual chillneſs camempon ime; 032.4 
An unknown hand THIF checPd my forward-joy, 
Daſh'd me with bluſhes, tho? mo Hght''was near : 
That ev*n the aCt. became a violation. 
Pyr. He's ſtrangely thoughtful. - - 
Oed. Hark! who was that? Ha ! Creon, didſt thou call me ? 
Creon,' Not I, my gracious Lord, nor. any here. £11 
Oed. That's ſtrange! methougbt-I heard a doleful voice 
Cry'd Ocaipus. The Prophet bad me fleep; 
He talk'd of Dreams. and Viſions, and- to morroy ! 
1 muſe no more on't, come what will or can, 
My thoughts are clearer than unclouded Stars ; | 
And with thoſe thoughts PII-reſt : Creox, good night. [Ex. with Hzmon.. 
Cre. Sleep ſeal your eyes, Sir, Eternal ſleep; | 
But if he muſt ſleep and- wake: again,-O all. : 
Tormenting Dreams, wild - horrours of the night, 
And Hags of Fancy wing him through the air : 
From Precipices hurl him headlong down ; 
Charybdis roar, and death be ſer before him. 
Alc. Your Curſes haye already ta*ne' effe&t;- 
For he looks very ſad. Lid 7 
Cre. May he be rooted, where he' ſtands, for ever ;. 
His eye-balls never move, brows be unbent, 
His blood, his Entrails, Liver, Heart - and Bowels, - ari41 
Be blacker than the place I 'wiſh- him, Hell. T7 
Pyr. No more : you tear your ſelf, but'yex not him. 
Methinks *twere brave this night to force the Temple, 
While blind Tireſias conjures up the Fiends,' 
And paſs the time with nice Eurydice. 
Alc. Try promiſes, and-threats, and.-if all fail, - 
Since Hells broke looſe, why ſhould not you” be mad ?. 
Raviſh, and leave her dead, with her Adraſtus. ' 
Cre. Were the Globe. mine, I'd give a Province hourly 
For ſuch another thought. Luſt, and Revenge ! 


To ſtab at once the only mag I hate, 


And to enjoy the. Woman. whom. | love ||. 
I ask no more of my auſpicious Stars, 
The reſt as Fortune pleaſe, ſo, but, this night 
She play me fair, why let. ber turn. for ever. 


Enter Hzmon. 


Hem, My Lord, the. troubled-King is gone to reſt ; 
Yet, e're he ſlept, commanded me to clear 
The Antichambers: none muſt dare be near him. 

' Cre. Hemon, you do your-duty;+ | . [{hunder, 
And we obey.———The njght grows yet more dreadful ! 
"Tis juſt that all retire to. theix,deyowons 3... C | 
The Gods are angry : but to. morrows dawn, 

If Prophets do not- lye, will make all clear. [As they go off 


Oedipus-Enters, walking aſleep, in kus ſhirt, with a Dagger in his 
right hand, and a Taper in his left, 


Oed. O, my :Jocaſta ! *tis far this the wet 
Stary*d Soldier lies all night on the cold ground; 
For this he bears the ſtorms: FR 
Of Winter Camps, and: freezes. 19. his Arms: 
To be thus circled, ta: bei/thus embrac'd; . 
'Thar I could. hold thee ever!-——Ha ! where art thou ? 
What means this melancholly light, that ſeems 
The gloom of glowing embers ? 
The Curtain's drawn; and-: ſee ſhe's here: again'! 
Jocaſta? Ha / what, falPn aſleep ſo ſoon ? - | 
How fares my Love ? this Taper will:iinform, me. 
Ha ! Lightning blaſt me, Thunder 
Rivet me ever to. Prometheus Rock, 
And Vultures gnaw out my. Inceſtuous heart, 
By all the Gods / my Mother Merope! 
My Sword, a Dagger; Ha, who waits there ? ſlaves, 
My Sword : what, #emey, dar*ſt thou, Villain, ſtop me ! 
With thy own Ponyard periſh, Ha! who's: this ? 
Or is't a change of Death ? By all my Honours, 
New murder ; thou haſt ſlain old Polybas-: 
Inceſt and Parricide, thy Father's murderer ! 
Out thou infernatflame:: now all is;dark, 
All blind and diſmal, maſt triumphant, miſchief! 
And now while thus 1. ftalk-about the room, | 
I challenge Fate to find another wretch [2 
Like Oedipus! [Thugger, &c.. 


Enter 


0 © DI Pp US: 


Where am 1? O, Jocaſta, let me hold thee, 
Thus to my boſom, ages; let me graſp thee : 
All that the hardeſt temper*d weather'd fleſh, 
With fierceſt humane Spirit inſpir*d can dare 
Or do, I dare; but, oh you Powrs, this was 
By infinite degrees too mach for Man. 
Methinks my- deafn*d ears 


Are burſt ; my eyes, as if they had been knock*d 


By ſome tempeſtuous hand, ſhoot flaſhing fire : 


That ſleep ſhould do this ! 
Foc. Then my fears were true. 


Methought I heard your voice, and yet I doubted, 


Now roaring like the Ocean, when the winds 
Fight with the waves; now in a ſtill ſmall tone 
Your dying accents fell, as racking ſhips,  . 
After the dreadful yell, fink murnuring down, 
And bubble up a nolle. 


' Oed, Truſt me, thou Faireſt, belt of all thy Kind, . 


None ere in Dreams. was tortur*d ſo before, 


Yet what moſt ſhocks the: niceneſs of my temper, . 


Ev*n far beyond the killing of my Father... 
And my own death, is, that this horrid fleep 
Daſh?d' my ſick fancy with an a&t-of Inceſt : 
I dreamt, Focaſta, that thou wert my Mother ; 
Which, tho? impoſſible, ſo damps my Spirits, 
That I con'd do.a miſchief. on,my ſelf, _ 
Leſt I ſhonkd ſeep and Dreamfhe like agaih. 
Foc, O, Ocaipns, too well I underſtand you! 
I know the wrath of Heay?n, the care of 7hebes, 
The cries of its Inhabitants, War*s tolls, 
And thouſand other labours- of the State, 
Are all referr?d to you, and ought to take you 


For ever from Jocaſfta, . 


Oed. Life of my life,, and treaſure of my Soul, 


Heav'n knows I love thee. 
Joe. O, you think me vile, 
And of an inclination ſo ignoble, 
That I muſt hide me from your eyes for ever. 
Be witneſs, Gods, and ſtrike Focaſta dead, 
If an. immodeſt thought, or-low 'delre 


Enter Jocaſta attended with Lights, itt a Night-Gown, 
Oed. Night, Horrour, Death, Contuſion, Hell and Furies ! 


' Inflan?d my breaſt, fince firſt our Loves were lighted. 


25 
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_oed. O riſe, and add not, by thy cruel kindnefs, 
A grief more ſenſible than. all y torments. 

Thou think" niy drearis are forg?d'?* butt By thy ſelf, 

The greateſt Oath, I ſwear, they are moſt rue: 

But be they what they will, I here diſmiſs %im ; 

Begone Chimeras, to your Mother Clouds; 

Is there a fault in us? Have we not ſearch'd 

The womd of Heav*n, examin'd aHl the Entrails -- 

Of Birds and Beaſts, and tir'd the Prophet's Art: ? 

Yet what avails? he, and'the Gods together,” 

Seem like Phyſicians at a loſs to help us: Wo 

Therefore, like Wretches,that have Jinger'd long, 

Well ſnatch the ſtrongeſt” Cordiat of ont love; ; 

To bed, my Fair. "254d 
Ghoſt within. Ocdidus ! EO 
Ocd. Ha ! who calls? TE IL BI 

Did*ſt thou not hear a voice ? | 
Joc, Alas! I did, 

Ghoſt, Jocaſta ! 
Foc. O my Love, my Lord; ſupport me '! 
Oed, Call lowder, till you burſt your aiery F orms : 

Reſt on my hand. Thus arm'd with i 1nnocence, 

Pl] face theſe babling Demons of the air. 

In ſpight of Ghoſts, I'll on, 

Tho? round my Bed the Furies plant their Charms ; 

Pl break *em, with Jocaſty in-my arms: | d 

Claſp'd in the folds of love, ll wait niy doom ;- ! | 

And aCt my joys, tho? Thunder ſhake the 1 room. _- 


"1! 7141 [Exeunt. 


ACT IIL - SCENE I. 


:2# Hark. Grows, 
Enter Creon. 


Cre. T- better not to W than to be unhappy. BI 
| Dio. What mean youby theſe words 2? . 
Cre, *Tis better not to be, than to be Creop. 

A thinking ſoul is puniſhment enough; 

But when *tis great like mine, and wretched too, 
Then every thought draws blood. (l 

Dio, You are not wretched: / | 

Cre, I am: My Souls ill carried to my Body, 


, aT1T; , 
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I wov'd be yonng, be handfom, be beloy?d: - 

Cou'd I but breathe my ſelf into Aaraſtus — 
Dio. You rave ; call home your thoughts. 
Cre. I prithee let my Soul take air a while ; 

Were ſhe in Oedipus, 1 were a King 
Then I had kilPd a Monſter, gain'd a Battel ; 
And had my Rival Prigaer ; brave, brave actions 2 
Why have not I done theſe ? | 

Dio, Your fortune hinger'd. 

Gre, There's it : I have a ſoul to do %m all : 
But fortune will have nothing done that's great, 
But by young handſome Fools : Body and brawn 
Do all her work : Hercules was a fool, 

And ſtraight grew famous : a mad boiſtrous fool, 
Nay worſe, a Womans fool. 
Fool is the ſtuff, of which Heay'n makes a Hero. 
Dio. A Serpent ne*re becomes a flying Dragon, 
Till he has eat a Serpens. 
Cre. Goes it there! 
I underſtand thee, I muſt kill Adraſtus. 
Dt0. Or not enjoy your Miſtreſs : 
Euryaice and he are Pris'ners here, 
But will not long be ſo : this tell-tale Ghoſt 
Perhaps will clear ?em both. 
Cre, Well: ?tis reſolv'd. 
Dio. The Princeſs walks this way $ 
You muit not meet her , 
Till this be done. 
Cre. I muſt. 1 tal 
Dio. She hates your fight : 
And more fince you accus'd her. 
Cre, Urge it not. 
I cannot ſtay to tell thee my Deſign z 
For ſhe's tao near. ' 


> 


| Enter Eurydice. 


How, Madam, were your thonghts employ'd ? 
» Eur, On death, -and thee. ; 
Cre. Then were they not well ſorted: life and me 
Had been the better match. 
Eur, No, I was thinking 
On two the moſt deteſted things in Natore: 
And they are death and thee. 
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Cre. The thought of death to one near death is dreadful : 
O ?tis a fearful thing to be no more. ' 
Or ifto be, to wander after death; 
To walk, as ſpirits do, in Brakes all day ; 
And when the darkneſs comes, to-glide in paths 
That lead to graves : and-in the filent Vault, 
Where Lyes your own Pale ſhrowd, to hover ore it, 
Striving to enter your forbidden Corps ; © 
And often, often, vainly breathe your Ghoſt 
Into your lifeleſs lips : | 
Then, like a lone benighted Travellour 
Shut out from lodging, ſhall your : oans be anſwe rd 
By whiſtling winds, whoſe every blaſt will ſhake 
Your tender Form to Attoms, 
Ear, Muſt I be this thin Being ? and thus wander ! 
No quiet after Death! | 
Cre, None : you muſt leave 
This beauteous body ; all this youth and fref\neſs 
| Muſt be no more the Object of deſire, 
| But a cold lump of Clay ; 
| Which then your diſcontented Ghoſt will leave, 
| And loath its former lodging, 
| This is the beſt of what comes after death, 
Evn to the beſt. 
Eur. What then ſhall be thy Lot ? 
Eternal. torments, Baths of boiling Sulphur ; 
Viciſſitudes of Fires, and then of Froſts ; 
And an old Guardian Fiend, ugly as thou art, 
To hallow in thy Ears at every laſh ; 
This for Euryaice ; theſe for her Adraſtus. 
Cre. For her Adraſtus! 
Eur, Yes; for her Adraſtus : 
For death ſhall ne*re divide us : death, what's death 7 
Dio. You feen'd to fear it, 


. Eur. But I more fear Creor : 
To take that hunch-back®d: Monſter in my arms ; 
Th? excreſence of a man. 

Dio, to Cre, See what you've gain'd. 

Eur, Death only can be dreadful to the bad :- 
To innocence, *tis like a bug-bear dreſgd - 
To frighn Children pull but off his Maſque | 
And hell appear a friend, 
Cre. You talk too ſlightly | 
Of death and hel]. Let me infarm you better. 

Eur. You beſt can tell the news of your own Country. 


- 


, _- 


Dio; 


' And that's thy ſelf - who haſt conſpir'd againſt 


Dio. Nay, now you are too ſharp, Ee l 
Eur. Can I be ſo to one who has accus'd me ' 
Of murder and of parricide ? 
Cre, You provok'd me : 
And yet I only did thus far accuſe you, 
As ,next of blood to Lajus : be advigd, 
' And you may live. | 
Eur. The means ? 
Cre. *Tis offer*d you. 
The Fool Aadraſtus has accus*d himſelf, 
Eur. He has indeed, to take the guilt from me. 
Cre, He ſays he loves you; if he does, *tis well - 
He nee cou'd proye l1t in a better time. 
Exr. Then death muſt be his recompence for love ! 
Cre, ?Tis a Fools juſt reward: 
The wiſe can make a better uſe of life : 
But tis the young mans pleaſure; his ambition - 
I grudge him not that favour. | 
Eur. When he's dead, 
Where ſhall I find his equal ? 
Cre, Every where. 
Fine empty things, like- him, 
The Court ſwarms with %em- FY | 
Fine fighting things; in Camps they are ſocommon,  * 
Crows feeds on —_ : plenty of Fools; 
A glut of %em in Thebes. 
And fortune ſtill takes care they ſhou'd be ſeen - . 
She places ?em aloft, oth? topmoſt Spoke 
Of all her Wheel : Fools are the daily work 
Of Nature; her vocation- if ſhe form 
A man, ſhe loſes by*t, *tis too expenſive; _ 
*Twou'd make ten Fools ; A man's a Prodigy. 
Eur. That isa Creon - O thou black detraCtor, 
Who ſpitt'ſt thy venom againſt Gods and Man ! 
Thou enemy of eyes - | 
Thou who lov®ſt nothing but what nothing loves, 


My life and fame, to make me loath'd by all 
And only fit for thee. 
But for Adraſtus death, good Gods, his death ! 
What Curſe ſhall I invent ? 

.Dio. No more; he*s-here. 

Eur. He ſhall be ever her, _ | 
He who wou'd giye his life; give __ [athonown—— 

2 


by 


$ oy Enter Adraſtus. 


If all the Excellence of woman-kind 
Were mine; No, ?tis too little all for him: 
Were I made up of endleſs; endleſs joyes —— 

Aar. And ſo thou art - 
The man who loves like me, | 
Wou'd think ev?a Infamy, the worſt of 11s, 
Were cheaply purchaſt, were thy love the price : 
Uncrown'd, a Captive, nothing left, but Honour ; 
"Tis the laſt thing a Prince ſhou'd throw away, 
But when the ſtorm grows loud, and threatens love, 
Throw ev*a that over-board, for Love's the Jewel ;. 
And laſt ir muſt be kept. 

Cre. to Dio. Work him be ſure 
To'rage, he's paſſionate ;, 
Make him th? Aggreſlor. 

Dis. O falſe love ; falſe honour. 

Cre, Diſſembled both, and falſe ! 
- Adr. Dar*ſt thou ſay this to me ? 

Cre. To you ; why what are you, that I ſhould fear you 2 
I am not Zajus: Hear me, Prince of Argos, 
You give what's nothing, when-you give your honour ; 
*Tis gone ; *tis loſt in battel. For. your;love, 
Vows made in wine are not fo falſe as that : 
You kill'd her Father ;* you confeſs'd you did - 
A mighty Argument to prove your pallion to the Daughter. 


Aaraſt. aſide. Gods, mult 4 bear this brand, and not retort: 


The lye to his foul throat ! | 
Dio. Baſely, you kilPd him. 40 
Aar. aſide, O, I burn-inward : my blood*s all offire: 
Alcides, when the poiſon'd ſhirt fate cloſeſt, 
Had but an Ague fit to this my Feaver. 
Yet, for Eurydice, evn this VII ſuffer, FF 
To free my love——— Welt then, 1KkilPd him baſely. 
Cre. Fairly, Pm ſure you cou'd not.. -: - 
Dio, Nor alone. | 
Cre. You had your fellow-Thieves about you, Prince; 
They Conquer*d, and you-kilPd. 
Aar. aſide. Down ſwelling heart ! {i18 
"Tis for thy Princeſs al. ——O my Enrydice———— 


Euryd. to him. Reproach not thus the weakneſs of my Sex, 
As if I cou'd not beara ſhameful death, 
Rather than ſee you burden'd with-a Crime 


 / Wi 0 her, 


Of: 


OEDIPUS. 
Of which I know you free... 
Cre,. You do ill, Madam, © NF IE 
To let your head-long Love triumph ofre Nature : 
Dare you defend your Father's Murderer ? 
Exr. You know he kilFd him not. 
' Cre, Let him ſay fo. * 
D:0. See he ſtands mute. 
Cre. O pow'r of Conſcience, even in wicked men! 
It works, it ſtings, it will not Iet himutter 
One ſyllable, one, no to clear himſelf 
From the moſt baſe, deteſted, horrid a& 
That: e're cou'd ſtain a Villain, not a Prince. 
Adr. Ha! Villain. 
Dio, Eccho to him Groves : cry Villain. 
Aar. Let me conſider ! did I Murther  Lajus, 
Thus like a Villain ? 
Cre. Beſt revoke your words ; 

And fay you kill'd bim not. 

Aar. Not like a Villain; prithee change me that 

For any other Lye. 

Dio. No, Villain, Villain. 
Cre, You kilPd him not ! proclaim your innocence, 

Accuſe the Princeſs : So I knew ?twould be. 

Aar. 1 thank thee, thou inſtructſt me; 
No matter how I kill'd him. 
Cre, aſide, Coold again. | 
Exr. Thou who vnſurp'ſt the ſacred name of Conſcience, 

Did not thy own declare him innocent: 

To me declare him ſo ? The King ſhall know it. 
Cre, You will not be beliey*d,, for Pl1 forfwear it. 
Eur. What's now thy Conſcience ? 

Cre, 'Tis my Slave, my Drudge, my _— Glove; 

My upper Garment, to put on, throw olt, 

As-I think beſt: *Tis my obedient Conſcience. 

Aar. Infamous wrgtch ! 
Cre. My Conſcience ſhall not do me the 111 ofhce 

To ſave a Rivals life; when thou art dead, 

(As dead thou ſhalt be,'or be yet. more baſe 

Than thou think'ſt me, | 

By forfeiting her life, to ſave thy own.——) 

Know this, and let it grate thy very Soul, 

- She ſhall be mine: (ſhe is, if Vows were binding 3) 

Mark me, the fruit of all thy faith and paſſion, 

Ev*n of thy fooliſh death, ſhall all be- nune. 

Agr. Thine, fay'ſt thou, Monſter; - 
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Shall my Love be thine ? | 

O, I can bear no more! Re - 

Thy cunning Engines, have with labour raisd 

My. heavy anger, like a mighty weight, 

To fall and puſh thee dead. 

See here thy Nuptials; ſee, thou raſh 7x07, [ Draws. 


Thy promis*d Faro. vaniſh'd in a Cloud ; 
And in her room avenging Thunder rowls 


To blaſt thee thus. Come both [Both draw, 
Cre, *Tis what I wild! $5. 

Now ſee whoſe Arm can launch the ſurer bolt, 

And who's the better Fove. ! 
Eur, Help; Murther, help! [Fight. 


Enter Hzmon and Guards, run betwext them, and beat down 
therr Swords. | 


Hem, Hold ; hold your impious hands ; I think the Furies, 
To whom this Grove is hallow'd, have inſpir'd you : 
Now, by my ſoul, the holieſt earth of Thebes 
You have prophan'd with war. Nor Tree, nor Plant 
Grows here, but what is fed with Magick Juice, 
All full of humane Souls; that cleave their barks 
To dance at Midnight by the Moons pale beams : 
At leaſt two hundred years theſe reverend Shades 
Have known no blood, but of black Sheep and Oxen, 
Shed by the Prieſts own hand to Proſerpine. 
Aar. Forgive a Strangers ignorance: I knew not 
The honours of the place. 
Hem. Thou, Creon, didft. 
Not Oedipns, were all his Foes here Ilodg'd, - 
Durſt violate the Religion of theſe Groves, 
To touch one ſingle hair - but muſt, unarn'd, 
Parle, as in Truce, or ſurlily avoid 
What moſt he long'd to. kill. 
Cre, I drew not. firlt ; 
But in my own defence. 
ar. 1 was provok'd, 
Beyond Man's patience - all reproach cou'd nrge 
Was us'd to kindle one not apt to bear. | 
Hem, *Tis Oedipus, not I, muſt judge this Act - 
Lord Creor, you and Dvocles retire: 
Tyreſias, and the Brother-hood of Prieſts, 
Approach the place - None at theſe Rites aſliſt, 
But you tlyaccus'd, who by the mouth of Lajns, 


Muſt be abſolv'&or doonid. 
Aadr. 1 bear my fortune. 
Eur. And I provoke my tryal. 
Hem. "Tis at hand. 
For ſee the Prophet comes with Veryain crown'd, 
The Prieſts with Yeugh, a venerable band; 
We leave you to the Gods, 


LEx, Hzmon with Creon and Diocles! 


Enter Tireſias, led by Manto : The Prieſts follow ; all cloathed in 
long black Habits, 


Tir. . Approach, ye Lovers 
Pll-fated Pair! whom ſeeing not, I know : 
This day your kindly Stars in Heay'n were joyn'd: 
When lo, an envious Planet interposd, 
Aud threaten'd both with death : [ fear, I fear. 
Eur. Is there no God ſo much a friend to love, 
Who can controle the malice of our fate ? 
Are they all deaf ? or have the Gyants Heav?n ? 
Tir. The Gods are jult. 
But how can Finite meaſure Infinite ? 
Reaſon ? alas, 1t does not know it ſelf! 
Yet Man, vain Man, wowd with this ſhort-lin'd nIDg 
Fathom the vaſt Abyſle of Heav*nly juſtice. 
What ever 1s, 1s in its Cauſes juſt ; 
Since all things are by Fate. But pur-blind Man 
Sees. but a part o'th? Chain ; the neareſt links; 
His eyes not, carrying to that equal Beam 
That poizes all above. 
Eur, Then we muit dye ! 
Tir, The danger's eminent this day. 
Adr. Why then there*s one day leſs for humane ills: 
And who wou*d moan — TI" for ſuffering that, 
Which in a day mult paſs ? ſomething, or nothing—- 
I ſhall be what I was again, before 
I was Aadraſtas ; 
Penurious Heay'n canſt thon not add a night 
To our one day ; give me a night with her, 
And Vl give all the reſt. 
Tir, She broke her Vow | 
Firſt made to Creor, But the time calls on : pj 
And Lajus death muſt now be made more plain. . 
How loth I am to have recourſe to Rites 
So full of horrour, that I once. rejoyce 
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1 want the uſe of Sight ———— i 4401 Stk 
1 Pr. The: Ceremonies ſtay. 
Tir. Chuſe the darkeſt part o'th* Grove ; 
Such as -Ghoſts at noon-day love. 
Dig a Trench, and dig it nigh 
Where the bones of Lajus lye. 
Altars rais'd of Turf or Stone, 
Will tWInfernal Pow'rs have none. 
Anſwer me if this be done? 
All Pr. ?Tis done ? 
Tir. Is the Sacrifice made fit ? 
Draw her backward to the pit : 
Draw the barren Heyfer back ; 
Barren let her be and black. 
Cut the curled hair that grows 
Full betwixt her horns and brows -: 
And turn your faces from the Sun - 
Anſwer me, if this be done ? 
All. Pr. ?Tis done. 
Tir. Pour in blood, and blood like wine, 
To Mother Earth and Proſerpine ; 
Mingle Milk into the ſtream ; 
Feaſt. the Ghoſts that love the ſteam; 
Snatch a brand from Funeral pile; 
Toſs it in to make *em boil; 
And turn your faces from the Sun; 
Anſwer me, if all be done ? 


All Pr, All is done. OW 1 fu 
Peal 0 under ;, and flaſhes of Lightning : 
L 4 then groaning below 1 Stare. Sb 
Aanto. O what Laments are thoſe ? 
Tir. The groans of Ghoſts, that cleave the Earth with pain - 
And heave it up- they pant and ſtick half way. 
| The Stage wholly darkwd, 
Manto. And now a ſudden darkneſs covers all, 
True genuine Night - Night added to the Groves; 
The Fogs are blown full in the Face of Heaven. 
Tir. Am I but half obey'd : Infernal Gods, 
Muſt you have Muſick too ? then tune your voices, 
And let %*em have ſach ſounds as Hell ne're heard 
Since Orpheus brib'd the Shades. 


Muſick firſt, then Sing. 


I. Hear, ye ſulln Powrs below ; 
Hear, ye taskers of the dead. 


This to bs ſet 
through, 


2 Ton 
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You that ſcum the molten Lead. 
3. You that pinch with Red-hot Tongs ;, 
I, You that drive the trembling ho fs 
Of. poor, poor Ghoſts, 
With your '$ harper Prongs ; s C' 
2. You that thruſt %*m off the Frim, | Ht4 7 Ot 
3- You that plunge %em when they Swim : 
1. Till they drown; © 
Till they go 
On a row 
Down, down, down, 0 
Ten thouſand thouſand, thouſand fadoms low. 
Chorus. Till they drown, {of 
I, Muſick for a while 
Shall your cares beguile : 
Wondring how your pains were ea#d. 
2, And diſdaining to be pleas'd; 
3. Till Alefto free the dead. 
From their eternal bands ; 
Till the Snakes drop from her head. 
_ =» whip from out her hands. 
» Come away 
"M0 not ſtay, 
But 
While -we play, 
For HelPs broks up, _ Ke bave holy-day. 
- «Chorus. Come Ct 
- CA flaſh of L : the Stage is made bri ht 3 
and the Gho —_ Zen paſſing betwixt the T 
1 Lajns / "_— 3 Lajus? Te 
1 Hear! 2 £3 Hear ! 
Tir. Hear —_ 
 Bythe Fates that ſpunt thread 5 
Cho. ener 7 pot 
Tir. 2 e Faries fierce, and dre 83 ©; 
Ti Web ris, dead | 
Tir, Byt es of t 
Cho, Tr ets = three, 
; Three. times three | 


Tir. By Hells blew flame : 
By the Stigian Lake * 
And by Demogorgon's name 
At which Ghoſts quakes | 
Hear and appear, 


F : [The 


| [The Ghoſt of Lajus rsſes arm? d 31 his Chariot, as he was ſlain, And. 
behind his Charias (it the three who were Murder d with him. 
Gboſt of Lajus, Why.haſt thou drawn me from my pains below, 
To ſuffer worſe above: to ſee the day, | 
And Thebes more hated ? Hell is Heav*n to Thebes. 
For pity ſend me back, where I may hide, 
In willing night, this [Ignominious head - 
In Hell I ſhun the publick ſcorny and then 
They hunt me for their ſport, and hoot me as I fly : 
Behold ev*n now they grin at my gor'd fide, 
And chatter at my wounds. 
 Tver, 1 pity thee: | | 
Tell but why Thebes is for \thy death accurſt, 
And Ill unbind the Charm.:z | 
Ghoſt. O ſpare my ſhame. 
Tir, Are theſe two innocent ? 
Ghoſt, Of my death they are. 
But he who holds my Crown, Oh, muſt I ſpeak 
Was doon'd to do what Nature moſt abhors.. 
The Gods foreſaw it ; and forbad his being, 
Before he yet was born. I broke their Laws, 
And cloath'd with fleſh his pre-exiſting Soul, 
Some kinder Pow”r, too weak for deſtiny, 
Took pity, and indu*d his new-form'd Maſs . 
With Temperance, Juſtice, Prudence, Fortitude, 
And every Kingly vertue ; but in vain. | 
For Fate, that ſent him hood-winckt to the world, 
Perforn'd its work by his miſtaking hands. 
 Asgks thou who murder®d me ?::?twas; Oedipss. 
Who ſtains my Bed with inceſt ? - Oeaipns - 
For whom then are you curſt,: but Oedipus / b 
He comes; the Parricide - I cannot bear him : 
My wounds ake at him : Oh his Murd”rous breath 
' Venoms my aiery ſubſtapce ! hence with him, 
Baniſh him; ſweep him out ; the Plague he beazs:. . 
Will blaſt your fields, and mark his-way with ruine, 
From Thebes, my Throne, my Bed, let him-be driven; 
Do you forbid him Earth, and Ill forbid him Heaven, 
++ [Ghoſt deſcends, 
Enter Oedipus,. Creon, Hamon, &c. 


Oead, What”s this! methought. ſome peſtilential blaſt 
Strook me juſt entring ; and-ſome nnſeer hand* 
Struggled to puſh me backward ? tell me why 
My hair Rands briſtling up, why my fleſh trembles ! 


' 


OBDIPUS. 
'You ſtare at me ! then Hell has beef amotig ye, - 
And ſome lag Fiend yet lingers in the Grove. 
Tir. What Omen ſaw thon entring ? 
Oed, A young Stork, + 
That bore his aged Parent on his back ; 
Till weary with the weight, he ſhook him off, 
- And peck?d out both his Eyes. 
Adr. Oh, Ocaipus ! 
Eur, Oh! wretched Ocaprs / 
Tir; O! Fatal Kang ! 
|  Oed, What mean theſe Exclamations on my Name ? 
I thank the Gods, no ſecret thoughts reproach me + 
No- -I dare challenge Heav*n to turn me outward, 
And ſhake my Soul quite empty in your ſight. 
Then wonder not that I can bear unmoy?d 
Theſe fix*d regards, and ſilent threats of eyes : 
A generous fierceneſs dwells with innocence ; 
And conſcious vertue is allow?d ſome pride. 
Tir. Thou know'ſt not what thou ſay?ſt. 
Ocd.” What mutters he ! tell me, Exrydice - 
Thou ſhak*ſt - thy ſouPs a Woman. Speak, Adraſtus ; 
And boldly, as thou metſt my Arms in fight; 
Dar?ſt thou not ſpeak, why then *tis bad indeed : 
Tireſias, thee-l ſummon by thy Prieſt-hood, 
Tell me what news from Hell; where Zajus points, 
And who's the guilty head ? 
Tir, Let me not anſwers 
Oed. Be dumb then, and betray thy Native ſoil 
To farther Plagues. | 
Ter. I darenot name him to thee. 
"Oed. Dar*ſt thou converſe with Hel), and canſt thou fear 
An humane name ? 
Tir. Urge me nomoreto tell a thing, which-known 
Wou'd make thee more unhappy : *twill be found 
Tho? I am filent. 
Oed. Old and obſtinate ! Then thou thy ſelf 
Art Author or Accomplice of this murther, 
And ſhun'ſt the Juſtice, which by publick ban 
Thou haſt incurr'd. 
Tir. O, if the guilt were mine 
It were not half ſo great : know, wretched man; 
Thou only, thou art guilty ; thy own Curſe 
Falls heavy on thy ſelf. 
_ - Oed. Speak this again | 
But ſpeak it to the Winds when = are loudeſt : 
2 


Or 


V _ | 
' Or to the raging Seas, they'll hear as ſoon, 
And ſooner will believe. ; 
Tir. Then hear me Heav'n, OF, 
For bluſhing thou haſt ſeen it - hear me Earth, 
Whoſe hollow womb cou'd not contain this murder, 
But ſent it back to light's and thou Hell, hear me, 
W hoſe own black Seal has *firm'd this horrid truth, 
Oedipus maurther'd Lajz's, 
Ocd. Rot the torgue, bs 
And blaſted be the mouth that ſpoke that Lye; 
Thou blind of Sight, but thou mere blind of Soul. 
Tir. Thy Parents thought not fo. 
Oed. Who wcre my Parents ? 
Tir. Thou ſhalt know too ſoon, 
Ocd. Why ſeek I truth from thee ? 
The ſmiles of Courtiers, and the Harlots tears, 
The Tradeſmatis caths, and mourning of an Heir, 
Are Truths to what Prieſts tell. PEINENY 
O why has Prieſt-hood priviledge to lye, 
And yet to be beliey'd! thy age protects thee. ——— 
Tir. Thou canſt not kill me ; *tis not in thy Fate, = 
As *twas to kill thy Father ;3 wed thy Mother ; 
Ar.d beget Sons, thy Brothers. 
Oed. Riddles, Riddles! -- 
Tir, Thou art thy ſelf a Riddle; a perplext 
Obſcure Enigma, which when thou unty'lt, 
Thou ſhalt be found and loſt. ' 
Oed, Impoſlible ! 
Aaraſtus, ſpeak, and as thou art a King; 
Whoſe Royal words ſacred, clear my Fame. 
Adr. Wow'd I cov'd ! 
Oed. Ha, wilt thou not : can that Plebeian Vice 
Of lying mount to Kings! can they be tainted ! 
Then Truth is loſt on Earth. 
Cre, The Cheat's too groſs : 
Aaraſtus is his Oracle, and hey 
The pious Jugler, but Adraſius Organ. * 
Oed. *Tis plain, the Prieſts ſuborn'd to free the Pris ner. 
Cre. And turn the guilt on you. 
Oed. O, honeſt Creon, how haſt thou been bely'd ? 
Eur. Fear me. 
Cre. Shes brib*d to ſave her Lover?s life. 
Adr. If Oedipus thou think'ſt 
Cre, Hear him not ſpeak. 
Adqr. Then hear theſe holy men. 


_ Ere. Prieſts, Prieſts, all brib%d, all Prieſts. 
Oed. Adraſtus | have found thee. ; 

The malice of a vanquiſh'd man has ſerz?d' thee. 
Aar. It Envy and not Truth 
Ocd, Vil hzar no more: away with him. 

[Hzmon takes him off by force: Creon and Eurydice folow + 
To Ti. Why ſtand'ſt thou here, Impoſtor ! - - ; 

So old, and yet ſo wicked. —— lye for gain; 

And gain ſo ſhort as age can promiſe thee ! 
Tir. $9 ſhort a time as I have yet to live 

Exceeds thy pointed hour 3 Remember Zajrs : 

No more ; if &@re we meet again, twill be 

In mutual darkneſs; we ſhall feel before us 


- To reach each others hand ; Remember Zajus. _ 
[Ex, Tireſias : Prieſts follow. 


Oedipus. Solus, 


Remember Zaj«s / that's the burden (ti1l: 
Murther, and Inceſt ! but to hear %*em nam'd 

My Soul ſtarts in me: the good Sentinel 

'Stands to her Weapons; takes the firſt Alarm 
To guard me from ſuch Crimes. Did I kill Zajus ? 
Then walk'd ilkeping, in ſome frightful dream, 
My Soul then ſtole my Body out by night; 

And brought me back to Bed e're Morning-wake. 
It cannot be ev*n this remoteſt way, 

But ſome dark hint would juſtle forward now. 
And goad my memory. Oh my Focaſta / 


Enter Jocaſta. 


Foc. Whyare you thus diſturb'd ? 
Oed, Why, would'ſt thou think it ? 
No leſs than Murder ? 
Joc, Murder ! what of Murder ? 
Oed. Is Murther then no more ? add Parricide, b 
And Inceſt ; bear not theſea frightful ſound ? 
Joc, Alas! 
Ocd. How poor a pity 1s Alas, 
For two ſuch Crimes ! was Lajus us'd tolye ? 
Joc. Ohno: the moſt ſincere, plain, honeſt mag——» 
One who abhorr'd a lye ? 
Oed. Then he has got that Quality in Hell. 
He charges me ut why accuſe I him ? 


* __—_ 


O0EDIPYS. 
1 did not hear him ſpeak it : they accuſe me; 
The Prieſt, Adraſius, and Exryaice, | 
Of Murdering Zajus ———Tell me, while I think on't, 
Has old Tireſfa practis'd long this Trade ? | 
Foc, What Trade ? 
Ocd. Why this foretelling Trade. 
Joc, For many years. ; 
Oed. Has he before this day accus'd me ? 
Foc. Never. | 
Ocd. Have you ©re this inquir?d, who did this Murder? 
oc. Often z but {till in vain. 
Oed. 1 am fatisfy'd. 
Then *tis an infant-lye ; but one day old. 
The Oracle takes place before the Prieſt ; 
The blood of Lajus was to Murder Lajus : 
Pm not of LZajus's blood. X 
Joc, Ev?n Oracles 
Are always doubtful, and are often forg?'d : 
Lajus had one, which never was fulfilPd, 
Nor ever can be now ! 
Oed. And what foretold it ? , 
Foc. That he ſhou'd have a Son by me, fore-doonvd 
The Murderer of his Father : true indeed, 
A Son was born ; but, to prevent that Crime, 
The wretched Infant of a guilty Fate, 
Boar'd through his untry*d feet, and bound with cords, 
On a bleak Mountain, naked was expos'd : 
The King himſelf liv'd many, many years, 
And found a different Fate; by Robbers Murderd, 
Where three ways meet : yet theſe are Oracles; 
And this the Faith we owe %em. 
Oed. Say*'lt thou, Woman ? 
By Heav*n thou haſt awakn'd ſomewhat in me, 
That ſhakes my very Soul / 
Foc, Whar, new diſturbance ! 
Ocd. Methought thou ſaid*ſt, —(or do I dream thou ſaid*ſt it /) 
This Murder was on Zaj«s perſon done, 
Where three ways meet ?- 
Foc. So common fame reports, 
Oed. Wouw'd it had 1y*d. 
- Foe, Why, good my Lord ? 
Oed. No queſtions : 
Tis buſie time with me; diſpatch mine firſt; 
Say where, where was It done ? 
Joe. Mean you the Murder ? 


Ota, 


0 EDIPYS. 
Ocd, Coud'ſt thou not anſwer without naming Murder ? 
Foc. They ſay in Phocide ;, on the Verge that parts it 
From Daula, and front Delphos. 
Ocd. So !/—— How long ! when happen'd this ? 
Joc. Some little time before you came to Thebes, 
Ocd, What will the Gods do with me |! 
Foc. What means that thought ?. 
Oed.. Something : but *tis not yet your turn to ask : 
How old was Lajus, what his ſhape, his ſtature, 
His action, and his meen ? quick, quick, your anſwer 
Foe. Big made he was, and tall : his port was fierce, 
Erect his countenance : Manly Majeſty 
Sate in his front, and darted from his eyes, 
Commanding all he viewed : his hair juſt grizled, 
As in a green old age: bate but his years, 
You are his Picture. 
Oed, aſide. Pray Heavn he drew menot ? am I his Picture ? 
Foe. So I have often told you. 
Oed. True, you have; 
Add that to the reſt : how was the King 
Attended when he travelPd ? 
Foc. By four Servants : 
He went out privately, 
Ocd. Well counted ſtill : 
One ſcap*d I hear ; what ſince became of him ? 
- Foc. When he beheld you firſt, as King in- Thebes, 
He kneeld, and trembling beg?d I wow'd diſmiſs him : 
He had my leave; and now, he lives retir*d. 
Oee. This Man muſt be produc'd; he muſt, Jocaſta. 
Joc, He ſhall——yet have I leave to ask you why ? 
Oed. Yes, you ſhall know : for where ſhould I repoſe 
The Anguiſh of my Soul, but in your breaſt ! 
I need not tell you Corinth claims my birth ; 
My Parents Polybus and Xerope, 
Two Royal. Names ; their only Child am I. 
It happen'd once ; *twas at a Bridal Feaſt, 
One warm with Wine, ,told me L was a Foundling, 
Not the King's Son; 1 ſtung with this reproach, 
 Strook him : my Father heard of it - the Man 
Was made ask pardon ; and the buſineſs huſt'd. 
Foc, ?T was ſomewhat odd, 
| Ced. And ſtrangely it perplext me. 
I ſtole away to Delphos, and implor'd 
The God, to tell my certain Parentage. 
He bade me ſeek no farther /=——"twas wy Fate . 


4x 


' 


To kill my Father, and pollute his Bed, 
By marrying her who bore me. 

Foc. Vain, vain Oracles ! 

Oed. But yet they frighted me 
[ lookt on Corinth as a place accurſt, 
Reſolv'd my Deſtiny ſhould wait in vain ; 
And never catch me there, 

Foc. Too nice a fear. 

Ozd. Suſpend your thoughts ; and flatter not too ſoon. 
Tuſt in the place you nam'd, where three ways meet, 
And near that time, five perſons I encounter®d ; 

One was too like, (Heav*n grant it prove not him ) 
W hom you deſcribe for Zajus : infolent 

And fierce they were, as Men who liv*'d on ſpoil. 

I judg'd em Robbers, and by forcg repelPd 

The force they vgd : In ſhort, four men I ſlew : 
The fifth upon his knees demanding Life, | 
My mercy gave it bring me comfort now, 
If I flew Lajus, what can be more wretched ! 

From Thebes and you my Curſe has baniſh'd me : 
From Corinth Fate, 

Foe. Perplex not thus your mind 3 
My husband fell by Multitudes oppreſt, 

So Phorbas ſaid : this Band you chanc'd to meet ; 
And murder'd not my Zajus, but reveng'd him. 

Ocd. There's all my hope: Let Phorbas tell me this, 

And I ſhall live again !—— 

To you, good Gods, I make my laſt appgal ; 

Or clear my Virtues or my Crime reveal : 

If wandring in the maze of Fate I run, 

And backward trod the paths I ſought to ſhun, 

Impute my Errours to your own Decree ; 

My hands are guilty, but my heart is free. CEx. Ambo, 


ACT IV. SCENE L 


Pyracmon, Creon. 


Pyr, Q2 M E buſineſs of import that Triumph wears 
You ſeem to. go with z nor is it hard to gueſs 
When: you are pleas'd, by a malicious joy: 


Whoſe 


3 ( APA 
OED IPYU:S) 
babe Red and Fi ery Beams caſt through your Viſage 

towing ng Sure you' Tan 0a BA 

at I; cowd gladly hear. | 

Cre Would'ſt thou believe, &-567] 

This giddy hair-brain'd King, whom old Ti las T 112 


Has T hunder-ſtrook, with ory: accuſation, E. —— 44 


Tho? conſcious of no inward: ifears; 
He fears Focaſta, fears himſelf, eg 
He fears the multitude; and, which i is Worth IH. 
An Ape of laughter, out of ail mankind, Ii 
He chuſes me to be his Orator :'' 

Swears that Adraſtas, and the/lean-look*d Propt, 
Are joint-conſpirators ; aid wiſht'me to! *' 7% = 


.Appeaſe the raving Thenans 3' "whicte ? ſnare! 


C 4+ © E : 
- »" a 4 "© FE Bp © 
—”= pay ack 
To do. 1192 201328:H1ÞD Dns zlinm 


Pyr, A dangerous ndertaking;. $12: 71 1E1B ] 9 
'DireCtly oppoſite to' your owit intereſt, | oor ved 

Cre. No, dull Pyracmoz; when 1 left hi ealtiice,: o} on 30925 
With all the Wings with which reven rears —_ | 9112222 
My flight, I gain*d the midſt o'th? Ciers > 2loinde 
There, ſtanding on a Pile of dead ang dying,”: g mir 3:1 124322 2x 
I to the mad and ſickly multitude; 2 2522-309 TORT vill oc 
With interrupting ſobs, cry'd out, "0 Thebes, 1257 £ 2061174 W/ 
O wretched 7 hebes, thy King, thy Ocdipas, ith 20? GS 0 
This barbarous ſteaniery'1 "Ulurger, Menſter, > 911392 91012 144T 
Is by the Oracle, the wiſe Treſias, 18321 3d wand 22.4 
Proclaim®d the murderer of the Royal Lajun ali Wm lid roy ant 
Focaſta too, no longer now my Siſter 26. oh 
Is found complotter in'the' horrid 'deed;r oi 2 15 1 


Here I renounce all tye of Blog and! N > llotiet If 
For thee; O Thebes, deiriThekes; b ; Thee rin]? Tor 
And there 1 wept, and then the howlI.d,nuio!' ts 12597: bat 


And roar'd, and with a thouſand" anticks months / lx Cut 8 9:lil e5 
Gabbled Revenge, Revenge was-all the cry.” 2 7-51! 1:07 115 446 
Pyr. This cannot fail * OOF: on the'Throy 1 » ITE 


And Oedips Taſt out-/ -- 22> 7: 0318 S011 Hig os 0 
.Cve,, * ſtreight came on:10” -+ BIY wy e97491, 6.419 el 72 ot 
Alcander, with a wild and bellowing Croud, Woh AD 
Whom when he had wrought; ! 1 ſper'd: "hinv 46 5þ = v.40 
And head the Forces while the heat was ine & red 997 12) 


So to the Palace I return'd, 'to* meet” 2 duo! Mato: af 
The King, and greet hini with'ancther Koryolc 95:4 2160} ;no1} DfItE) 
But ſee, he Eaters. | ._ 2 y.onpaghay t0/4:ow- 93 309 It ei 10 
riooV! 1G vSiit IR «2770h£&N -239t 202 gill 22 Bier 
: 519/173; bas 2491 Nom 155 798 {50 1077 
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” Enter Ogtipesz Jadſiny;amkde>1+; Sq xninct2 / 


= : «TE { 281% Tl | 
Oed. Said you that Phorbas is return'd, and Yao ror: "Opt o07 


 Intreats he may return,2withens being,ask's 1 Loi 


Of ought concerning what we knve.diſcayer'd ?y, 
Joe. He ſtarted when |. YOUr: intent: on Jo uot 

Replying, what he knew of thabaffait:! ei mi 21600 | 

Would give no ſatisfactionio:bhe; Kids . «by; 

Then, falling on his knees, begg'djir:as: for hikes 

To be diſmis?d from Court : He trembled t 

As if Convulſive ;de28brheg 

And ſtammer?®d in his ab upt Prayinſoifldly; - - 

That, had he been the murgeret of ifajmysy wy. CY —_ 

Guilt and diſtraCtion could not have ſhook him more.. 
Oed. By your deſcription, ſure as plagyich and death.: 


* 2 TY? 4&4 4 »Y 
F 


ſer? 51pon 'bien,,. nt bx \b 1873 nts 


Lay waſte our Thebes, ſome deed that Shuns:the: _.: no viſe cri 


Begot thoſe fears : om pub ſlmap cy. _ iD. Aw" 

Secure him, dear Foc @HBJrGUntSidy im - ont 77 5/13 1s 1 

Shrinks at his IN £ y3LD 3% Afbire 4, -4:1vif 
Joc, Rather let him go.»n;yl bas brob to liJ 8 co Natl 6 


So my poor boding heart would have! i-b&;r1 1-7 


Without a rea{on. Ta) () 41:9 D'YT go? X oy: | 4,7 F a 


by 


Ocd. Hark, the Thebans aantedd yl qanidl yo tin l bs 
Therefore retire : ag "tofu: 1oy Slope, ; *116"; $9 ” ir 
Let Phorbas be retain'd. 


Have life, be Nil obey'd: 123312 ym voor 7: Oi? $002 1 
In vain you ſooth me with your Siena; - L 223107 Gmmes b; 
And ſet the faireſt co 
Your gloomy cya: Þ 
And inward languiſhingslwhat 
Fats like a ſubtile Werwors 
Preys on your heart, and _ _ leGGorey 
How-e*re the bequteoud 
Oed. O, thou wilt barry poets me with 


pr partes Wha 2 eidT . 
th 


enal cliw od B3C or id 
Foc. You ſhall, while Iaind l&yoA on io 1. rbr 20» Leviaſao! 
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ove's excel fig waging "8 


All, all is well; retire, the Thebans comgo 2ms» 3 yis1ft (MY; Jocaſta.. 
Ghoſt. Ocaip ts | eLL010 Rar olld bas blis 8 0317 aux: v3 _ 
Oed. "Ha! wh oben Renter, :Idpg0'tv; bart of not rr 'Orlf 


Thrice have heard, thries ſing the 9nd dow ds 973 br 


2 D 
It hollow'd loud, as if my fanſi, Onids EE ? I 2o6ls, Ne _— 


ASD &>S 


CalPd from ſome vaul 
Or is it but the work © 


2niiAgvn Tt 
ET v1 __ Tt 


So. 
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So when we think Fate hoverk Oredutheidsg's ; 520!, 1 14 91H 119 
Our apprehenſions ſhoot beyvfid'alt-boynds ns fe: 12r:l 42 yd *39v 
Owls, Ravens, Crickets ſet the watth > Fg WE: re 
Nature's worlt Vermine ſcare her God-like com.” ng 
Ecchoes, the very leavings of a Voice, - 797] 51 v1 og 49 

Grow babling Ghoſts, and call us to 6 ur "Grebesic: i is 0: bro ayer 

Each Mole-hill thought ſwells 'ts' a huge: Wal 1-1 9341-b0eD _.a/ 

While we fantaſtick dreamershedve an&'puſ,'' ! .:271i:12 236 og 

And {eat with an Imaginatiows weight ; | } 210We 5! 
As if; like#4ds, with theſe mortal” Shoulders ) <1813i6 
We could ſuſtain the burden of the Worls-” '-[Crevn comer forts 


Cre, O, Sacred Sir,My Royal Lofd — =nls ths, 1 Drg9}aCE al 

Oed. What now ? ny 4 ISCT TE 10 21 - cf 911 99s br f 
Thou ſent affrighted at ſome drea#fu-A&tion,” 23 \ 216-4 3:8 
Thy breath comes ſhort, thy darted eyes are fixt * 4 173] 30 0 
On me for aid, as if thou wert purſid Rte 3 £23168 « 
I ſent thee to the Thebans, ſpeak:thy wonder ; $0 19 1819792 8 1349 
Fear not; 'this Palace ts a Sandtaby, 1021 L 3 JIE 9.13131 28 T 
The King himſelf” thy Grard.:::-:. C106170 nog75 + 


Cre, For me, alas»... I 
My life's not worth a thought, "when we bd nitflyGur + 
But fly, my Lord, fly as your life i Is and ates 8... 

' Your Fate is precious to your faithful Cre.” | © (493028 21:1; 
Who therefore, on his knees,; thais ; proſtrate begs je 01 + $6 UB 10 


You would remove from Thebes that Vous! your Ful 5:0 LY LU 
When [I but offer*d at your innocence, 1 hav 
. They gather'd Stones,, and menacd we with death, | 
And drove me through the Streets mY precations = _— 
Againſt your Sacred Perſon, and choſe Ti rs CO C4 BSTED OG. V/ 
Which juſtify*d your Guilt : win oa bs Ws nt SI] SYSTC ys 
Told, as from Heav?p,, vras cal Terbetibh, 7 504 1,0] 
Oed, Riſe, an y Orton, h: of, | PF "Graf: ! 02199 2i1ty ye 
Rank %em in equa {rt on Eo SE ONT. 
Then open every TE Fs, Cree 
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Enter Aba, bi So jor, wap - nd 


And let the Torrent i in "Ha | _—_— ry <IT ARR [S4v4, 
v3 | 'Y </2i Non? 
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Adar. Your City -_ ox 944962 OO ks a abc 
Is all in Arms, all bent to your kit EE: 
I heard but now, where 1 waz; cloſe, confin'd, - * 
A- Thundring ſhout, which' —pl : Wy Taylors vant, © ROM 4 p 
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Cry, Fire the Palace ; where's: the Orvdl King? 140 
Yet, by th Infernal Gods, theſe. awfphPow'es; 1 7... 
That have accus'd you,'; which theſe Ears have heard, Xu 
And theſe Eyes ſeen, I muſt believe you 47 per 
For, ſince I knew the Royal Ocapry,, N | 
I have obſerv'd in all his a6ts fach trath:. | 3 SPORT. 
And God-like clearneſs3-:thatto:the laſt gnth, 9 Mg 
Of Blood and Spirits, Ill defend;his;lifes;; - ns 
And here have Sworn to periſh by. his: fide.;-  : Ge OX 
Oed. Be witneſs, Gods, how near. this touches me, [Embracing him. 
Owhat. recompenc® can glory; -make'?” | 
' Aar. Defend your innocence, ſpeak like Four. ſelf; 
And awe the Rebels with your dauntleſs virtue, | 
But hark / the ſtorm SRC DATET bb <6} 5 
Oed. Let it come. i: - ob 57 
The force of Majeſty is never known. | 
But in a general wrack : They, then; is ſeen. 
The difference *twixt a Threſhold ang;a Throne. -. 


Enter Creon, Pyracmon, Alcander » Titeſſas, Thebans, | 


Alc. Where, where's this cruel King ? 7] hebans,” 'behold 
There ſtands your Plague, the ruine, deſolation 
Of this unhappy ſpeak; ſhall kill him ? 
Or ſhall he be caſt out to. Baniſhment? , © -- - 

AlTheb, To banjſhment, away with him... | 

Ocd. Hence, you Barbarians, to your laviſh "IN '* 
Fix to the Earth your ſordid looks ; for hi 
Who ſtirs, dares more than mad-men, Fiends, or Faries : 
Who dares to face me, | by the Gods, AS. well. 
May brave the Majelty-of o ele bes Fave. 
Did I for this re} ere Yu when be Ut | 
By this fierce Pings ghen coop'd hip ihe Walk. $531.28 oÞi 
And to the very? Bl of Fate reduc'd'; Sti.fl ht 
When lean-jaw'd Famine made more travack of you. | 
Thamdoes the Plague ? Butt rej ojce T know you 
Know the baſe ſtu TE Nr owls: - 170 £113 31 by 
The Gods be prais'd, | nee be TO Es ipre,”; T8907 70 162 4 

y own; (LY. S2900%T7- ENT SD 01-1 


er of th 
Nor Fl OE Sat 6 he Earth now. win me_ 
To rule ſuch Brutes, ſo ba bargus a People, | 
Aar. Methinks, my Lord: Fee a ſad repentance, 
A general conſternation ſpread among 'em. 
Oed. My Reign is at an end; of = rel finiſh— | V3) 1 
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* 
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Pl do a Juſtice that becomes al 
A Monarch, who irh* midſt of Sno in, "161 d bras' | 


OBDIPUS ar 


Dares act as on his Throne enco round, 
With Nations for his Guard.. Atander, you 
Are nobly born, therefore ſhall loſe your head : [Seizes him. 


Here, Hemon, take him : but for this, and this, 
Let cords diſpatch *em. Hence, away with %em. 
_ Tir, O ſacred Prince, pardon diſtrafted Thebes, 
Pardon her, if ſhe ats by Heav'n's award ; 
If that th? Infernal Spirits have declar'd : 
The depth of Fate, and if our Oracles 
May ſpeak, O do not too ſeverely deal, 
But let thy wretched Thebes at leaſt complain - 
If thou art guilty,  Heav'n will make it known ; 
If innocent, then.let Tireſras dye. | 
Ocd. I take thee at thy word. Run, haſte, and ſave Alcarder : - 
I ſwear the Prophet, or the King ſhall dye. 
Be witneſs, all you Thebans, of my Oath. 
And Phorbas be the Umpire. 
Tir. I ſubmit. | : [Trumpets found; 
Ocd. What mean thoſe Trumpets ? 
Hem, From your.Native Country. 


< Pnter Hemon with Alcander, &c; 


Great Sir, the fand egeor is arriv*dz'; . 
That renown'd Fayourite of the King your Father : 
He comes as an Ambaſladour from Corinth, 
And ſues for Audience. 
 Oed, Haſte, Hemon, flye, and tell him that I burn 
T'embrace him. = | 
Hem. The Queen, my Lord; at preſent holds him-, 
In private Conference; but behold her here. Ti 


Enter Jocaſta, Eurydice, Oc, _ 


F 


Foc, Hail, happy —_ happieſt of Kings ?-- | 

Henceforth be.bleſt, blelt as thou 'canſt defire,.. 

Sleep without fears the blackeſt nights away ; . 

Let Furies haunt thy Palace, thou ſhalt fleep -. = 

. Secure, thy ſlumbers (hall be ſoft and gentle $ 

As Infants dreams. 

'  Oed. What does the Soul of all my joys intend ? 
And whither would this rapthre ? INS St 

Foc, O, I could:rave, | 11.5 +1 Ov 

Pull dowa thoſe lying Fanes, and burn that Vault,;, ': .- 0:7 7.0 
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— 


\g8 DE DIPS. 
From whence reſounded thoſe: falſ&Oracles, 
That robb'd my Love of reſt. : if wemult pray, 
Reer in rhe ſtreets bright Altars rothe Gods, 
Let Virgins hands adorn the Sacrificey | 

And not a gray-beard forging Prieſt come near, 
Topry into the bowels of the Victim, 
And with his dotage mad the gaping World. « 
But ſee, the Oracle that I will truſt}. > -- 
True as the Gods, and affable as: Men. 


Enter Ageon, Rneels, 


Oed. Q, to my arms, welcome, ny.dear\v/Exeon., | 
Ten thouſand: welcomes: O;. my Foſter Farther, | : 
Welcome as mercy to a Man, cotiderimn'd ! - | 
Welcome to me, 25>. | 
As to a linking Marriner, t 
The lucky Plank that bears him to the ſhore? $3 
But ſpeak, O tell me what ſo mighty;joy | - 7! 
Is this thou bring*®lt, which ſo tranfports Foraſta ?: 
Jos. Peace, peace, eApeon; let Focaſta tell him ! 
O that I could for ever Charm, as.now, 
My deareſt Oedipus: Thy Royal Father, 
Polybus, King of Corinth, is na\mons. 2 bf: 
Ocd. Ha ! can it be?” «ror, anſwer me, -- 
And ſpeak in ſhort, what my Focaſt@?sitranſport- 
May over-do. = 
e/Epe. Since in.few words, my Royabk Lord, you ask 
To know the truth ; King Polybus is dead. = 
Oed. O all you Powrs,.1Wt poffible ? what, dead! © 
But that the Tempeſt of myjoy. 'may: riſe | | 
By juſt degrees, and hit at laſt the Stars - 
'Say, how, how dy*'d he? Ha:!: by Sword, by Fire, 
Or Water? by Aſlaſſinates, or Poyſon ? ſpeak : 
Or did he languiſh under fome diſeaſe? REIE | 
e/£ge. Of no diſtemper,. of tio-blaſt he dy*d, 6 .1310)55noH 
But fel like Autumn-Fruit tharmelow?d:long - I'w coke 
Ev'a wonder*d at, becauſe h&dropt:no ſooner. 
Fate ſeemd to wind him up'ifor fourfcore: years ; 
Yet freſhly ran he on ten Winters more : 
Till, like a Clock worn-out: with eating:time, 
The Wheels of weary life at laſt ſtood:iftill; - 1 
Oed. O, let me preſs thee in my youthful arms, .. > | 
And ſmother thy old'ape in my embraces, 
"Yes: Thebars, yes Jocaſta, yes Adraſtus, 


OEDIPUS:. 


Old Polybus, the King my Father*s dead. 
Fires ſhall be kindled in the midſtrof Thebes; 
Pth* midſt of Tumults, Wars, and Peſtilence, 
I will rejoice for Polybas his death. 
Know, be it known to the limits of the World ; 
Yet farther, let it-paſs yon dazlingiroof, 
The manſion of the' Gods; atid ſtiike *em deaf 
With everlaſting peals of Thyndring j Joy. 
Tir. Fate ! Nature! Fortune! what is all this world » 
Ocd Now, Dotard ; now, thon blind old wizard Prophet, 
Where are your boding Ghoſts, your Altars now, 
Your. Birds of knowledge; that in dusky Air, 
Chatter Futurity ; and where are now 
Your Oracles, that calPd me Parricide ? - 
Is he not dead ? deep laid in*'s Monument ? 
And was not I in Thebes when Fate attack*d him ? 
Avant, begon, you Vizors of the Gods ! 
Were as other Sons, now I ſhould weep'; av 
But as I am, Ive reaſon to' rejoice 2 © 1,291 
And will, tho? his cold ſhade ſhould Tiſe and blaſt ine.- / 1 
O, for this death, let Waters break their bounds, 
Rocks, Valleys, Hills, wich ſplitting Js ring : 
To, Jocaſta, Io pean ſing. 


Tir. Who would not now-conclude a happ end? 1 1107} aid 
petted. 7 [ont ied 


IIs £1 


But all Fate”s turps are ſwift, and unex | 
e.1Your Royal Mother: 2deropey'as if - a mos (209% 
She bad no Soul fince you forfook the'Eand, ©: r O27, 
Waves all the neighb*ring Princes that adore her? | "oe 
Ocd. Waves all the Princes! poor heart! for what,O ſptak.. 
e/£ge, She, tho? in fqll-bi flowr of glorious beauty, 
Grows cold; ty**n;,"in the Sjimmer of hen pe IS 1 369" 5 3 
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And for your fake has ſw \''fo dyemn warmarryd;”!" 2310 207 vO{t 77 


Oed. How! for my ſake, dye, and not: marry ! O, 
My fit returns. 

e£ge. This Diamond mn 2 thouſand: os i 
With *houſand ſigh ne Rs our fafet 
She charg'd in on FRATthE' 
Of our C orinthian L rag Y z( L 

Oed. There's M Ma 10 it Wee from * Fight, on 
There's not a beam ir. dants, bo *aarries.Hell, + ye 
Hot flaſhing luſt, and Necromantick Inceſt : | | 
Take it from theſe. "7 es,, Oh hide it froin't 06. 
No, my Tecaſts, tho? 65 Caft, me "My al Z Pa | 
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While 2eropes alive, I'll ne*re return ! 
O, rather let me walk round the wide World 
A beggar, than accept a Diadem Jt 
On ſuch abhorr'd conditions. | 
Joc. You make, my Lord, your own unhappineſs, 
By theſe extravagant and needleſs fears. __ 
Oed. Needleſs / O, all you Gods ! by Heay'n I'd rather 
Embrue my arms up to my very. ſhoulders 
In the dear entrails of the beſt-of Father3, 
Than offer at the execrable act 
Of damned Inceſt ; therefore no more of her. 
eAge. And why, O ſacred Sir, if Subjects may 
-Preſume to look into their Monarch's breaſt, 
Why ſhould the chaſt and ſpotleſs derope 
Infuſe ſuch thoughts as I muſt bluſh to name ? 
Oed. Becauſe the God of Delphos did forewarn me, 
With thundring Oracles. | 
pe, May I intreat to know, ?em ? 
Oed. Yes, my e/£yeon;, but the ſad remembrance _ 
"Quite blaſts my Soul : ſee then the ſwelling Prieſt! ._ 
Methinks I have his Image now in view , 
He mounts the Tripos in a minntes ſpace, 
His clouded head knocks at the Temple roof, 
While from his mouth. 1 7 


« » 


Theſ&Yiſmal words are heard: — - a 
? Fly, wretch, whom Fate has doon'd thy Fathers blood to ſpill, 
” And with prepoſtrous Births thy Mothers womb to {fill.. _ 
ee. Is this the Cauſe 3% 
Why you refuſe the Diadem of Corinth? | 
Oed, The Cauſe,! wby, is it not a monſtrous one ? 
e£ge, Great Sir, youmay. Temrns and tho? you ſhould 


Enjoy the Queen (which; all the Gods forbid). 

The act would prove no inceſt. _ 

 Oed. How, eA&geor ? cd 

Tho? I enjoy*d my Mother, not inteſtuous ! -_. 

Thou ray*ſt, and ſo do l, and, theſe all catch ;... . . at 

My madneſs; look, -they*re.dead-with dep diſtrattion : _ | 

Not Inceſt ! what, not Inceſt with my mother ?;,. : .........: 
3 My Lord, Queen 44erope 1s not your Mather. TS 
Ocd. Ha! did I hear thee right ?. not Aderope 

My OT Bd 1 WET 

e, Nor was Polyb#s your Father.) . ,.. . 

Oct Then all my days -, Ds now be ſpent | 

-In' curious ſearch, to find out thoſe dark Parents 

Who gave me to the World; -ſpeak then «/£geor, 


By all the Gods Ccaleſtial and Iafernal, 


OEDIPUS. 
By all the tyes of Nature,.- blood and friendſhip, 
Conceal not from this rack'd deſpairing Kin 
A- point or ſmalleſt grain of what thou knowlt : 
Speak then, O anſwer to my doubts directly. 

It Royal Polybrs was not my Father, 
Why was I call'd his Son ? 
e£ge. He, from my Arms, 
Receiy*d you as the faireſt Gift of Nature. 
Not but you were adorn'd with all the Riches 
That Empire could beſtow in coſtly Mantles 
Upon it's Infant Heir. 
Oed. But was I made the Heir of Cor:x:h*s Crown, 
Becauſe e/#geon's hand preſented me ? 
e&ge. By my advice, 
Being palt all hope of Children, 
He took, embrac'd, and own'd you for his Son. 
Oed., Perhaps I then am yours; inſtruct me, Sir: 
If it be ſo, Ill kneel and weep before you, 
With all th? obedience of a penitent Child, 
Imploring pardon. 
Kill me if you pleaſe, , 
I will not writhe my Body at the wound : 
- But ſink upon your feet with a laſt ſigh, 

And ask forgiveneſs with my dying hands. 

e£ge. O riſe, and call not to this aged Cheek 

The little blood which ſhould keep warm my heart ; 
You are not mine, nor ought I to be bleſt - 

With ſuch a God-like off-ipring. Sir I-found you 

Upon the Mount Citheron. 

Oed. O ſpeak, go on, the Air grows ſenſible 
Of the great things you utter, and is calm : 
The hurry?d Orbs, with Storms ſo rack'd of late, 
Seem to ſtand ſtill, as if that Fove were talking. 
Citheron | ſpeak, the Vally of C:itheron / 

e£ze. Oft-times before I thither did reſort, 
Charm'd with the converſation of a Man 
Who led a rural life, ang had command 
Ore all the Shepherds who about thoſe Vales 
Tended their numerous Flocks : in this man's Arms 
I faw you ſmiling at a fatal Dagger 
Whoſe point he often offer*d at your throat ; 
But then you ſmild, and: then he drew it back ;. 
Then lifted it again,. you ſmil'd again : 

Till he at laſt jn.fury threw it from _ 


or 


52. OEDIP US. 
Andcry'd alond, the Gods forbid thy death. 
Then I ruſwd in, and, after ſome diſcourſe, 
To me he did bequeath your innocent life ; 
And I, the welcome care to Polybus. 

Oed. To whom belongs the Maſter of the Shepherds. 

e/£ge. His name I knew not, or I have forgor, 
That he was of the Family of Zajus, 
I will remember. 

Oed. And is your Friend alive ? for if he be- 
111 buy his preſence, tho? it coſt my Crown. 

e£ze, Your menial Attendants belt can tell 
Whether he lives, or not ; and who has now 
.. His place. 

Foe, Winds bear me to ſame barren Iſland, 
W here print of humane Feet was never ſeen, 
O're-grown with Weeds of ſuch a monſtrous height,,. 
Their baleful tops are waſlfd with bellying Clouds, 
Beneath whoſe venomous ſhade 1. may have vent 
For. horrour, that would blaſt the Barbarous World. 

Oed. If there be any here that knows the perſon 
Whom he deſcrib'd, I charge him on his life 
To ſpeak; concealment ſhall be ſudden death - 
But he who brings him forth, ſhall have reward 
Beyond Ambition's luſt. 

Tyr. His name 1s Phorbas : 
Focaſta knows him well; bur if I may 
Adviſe, Reſt where you are, and ſeek. no farther. 

Ocd. Then all goes well, Since Phorbas is ſecur'd 
By my Jocaſka, Haſte, and bring'him forth; _ 
My Love, my Queen, give Orders. Ha! what means. 
Theſe Tears and Groans, and Struglipgs ? ſpeak my Fair.. 
W hat are thy troubles ? 

Foc, Yours; and yours are mine: 
Let-me Conjure you take the Prophets Connſel, *' 
And let this Phorbas go. | 

Oed. Not for the World. 
By all the Gods, I'll know my birth; tho* death- 
Attends the ſearch: I have already paſt 
The middle of the Stream ;- and to return 
Seems greater labour, than to venture o're- 
Fherefore produce him. _ | 

' Foc, Once more, by the Gods; 
1 beg, my Oedipus, my Lord, my Life,- 
My love, my all, my only utmoſt hope; 


OEDIPVUS. 


I beg you baniſh Phorbas : O, the Gods, 

I kneel, that you may grant this firſt requeſt. 

Deny me all things elſe ; but for my ſake, 

And as you rs your own eternal quiet, 

Never let Phorbas come into your preſence. - 

+ Oed. You muſt be rais'd, and Phorbas ſhall appear, 
Tho? his dread eyes were Baſilisks: Guards, haſte, 
Search the Queens Lodgings ; find and force him hither. 


[Exeunt Guards, 


Foc. O, Oedipus, yet ſend, 
And ſtop their entrance, ere ic be too late : 
Unleſs you wiſh to ſee Focaſta rent 
With Furies, ſlain out-right with meer diſtraCtion, 
Keep from your eyes and mine the dreadful Phorbas, 
Forbear this ſearch, -IIl think you more than mortal : 
Will you yet hear me? 

Ocd. Tempeſts will be heard, 
And Waves will daſh, tho Rocks their baſis keep—— 
But ſee, they Enter. 1f thou truly loy'ſt me, 
Either forbear this ſubject, or retire. 


Enter Hzmon, Guards, with Phorbas. 


Joc. Prepare then, wretched Prince, prepare to hear 
A ſtory, that ſhall turn thee into Stone, 
Could. there be hewn a monſtrous Gap in Nature, 
A flaw made through the Center, by ſome God, 
Through which the groans of Ghoſts might ſtrike thy ears, 
They would not wound thee, as this. Story will. 
Hark, hark! a hollow Voice calls out aloud, 
Jocaſta : yes, Pll to the Royal Bed, 
Where firſt the Myſteries of our loves were acted, 
And double dye it with imperial Crimſon ; 
Tear off this curling hair, 
Be gorg?d with Fire, ſtab every vital part, 
And, when at laſt Pm ſlain, to Crown the horrour 
My poor tormented Ghoſt ſhall cleaye the ground, _ 
To try if Hell can yet more deeply wound. : 
Oed. Shes gone; and as ſhe went, methought her eyes 
Grew larger, while a thouſand frantickSpirits . - 
Seething, like riſing bubbles, on the brim, 
Peep'd from the Watry brink, and glow'd upon me. 
PII ſeek no more; but huſh my Genious vu 


That throws me on my, Fate, —lmpollble ! 
"Ea % 
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54. 0-F-D*F PV-S. 
O wretched Man, whoſe too to buſy thoughts 
Ride ſwifter than the galloping Heav®ns round, 
' With an eternal hurry of the Soul : - 

Nay there's a time when ev*n the rowling year 

Seems to ſtand ſtill, dead Calms are in the Occan, 

When not. a breath diſturbs the drowzy Waves : 

But Man, the very Monſter of the World, 

Is nere at reſt, the Soul for ever wakes. 

Come then, ſince Deſtiny thus drives us on, 

Let's know the bottom. Hemn, youl ſent: 

Where is that Phorbas ? 

' Hem, Here, my Royal Lord. | 
Oed. Speak firſt, eAgeon, ſay, is this the Man ? - 
e/£7e. My Lord it is: Tho” time has plougtd that face, 

With many furrows ſince I ſaw it firſt ; 

Yet Pm too well acquainted with the ground, quite to forget it. 
Oed. Peace ; ſtand back a while. 

Come hither F riend; .F hear thy name 1s Phorbas. 

W hy doſt thou turn thy face ? I charge thee anſwer 

To what I ſhall enquire : Wert thou not-once 

The Servant of King Lajus here in Thebes ? 

Phor. I was, great Sir, his true and faithful Servant ; 

Born and bred up 1n Court, no forreign Slave. 

Ocd. What Office hadſt thn 1 ? what was thy Employment ? 
Phor. He made me Lord of all his Rural pleaſures : 

For much he lov'd *em: off | entertain'd 

With ſporting Swains, o're whom I had command. 

Ocd. Where'was thy Reſidence? to what part © thi Country 

Didſt thou moſt frequently reſort ?- 

Fhor. To Mount Citheror, and the pleaſant vallies 

Which all about lye ſhadowing IPs large feer. 

Oed. Come forth Egeon. Ha! why ſtarts thou, Phorbas ? 

Forward, | ſay, and Face-to Face confront him ; 

Look wiſtly on him, through him if thou carſt, 

And tell me on thy Life, ſay, doſt thou know him: 

Did'ſt thou e*re ſee, him ? converſe with him 

Near Mount C:theron? 
 Phor, Who, my Lord, this man? - 

Oed. This Man, this old, this venerable man-: 

Speak, didſt thou ever meet 'him there ? 

Phor. Where, ſacred Sir ? 
Oed. Near Mount Citheron; anſwer to the phipole : 

Tis a King ſpeaks; and Royal minutes are 

, Of much more worth than thouſand V gar years * 


/ 


Didſt 


OEDTIPOS. 
Did'ſt thou &re ſee this Man near Mount Citheron ? 24315 Ents 
 Phor, Moſt ſure, my Lord, | have ſeen lines like thoſe- | 
His Viſage bears 3 but know not where nor when. 

Eye, Is't poſlible you ſhould forget your ancient Friend ? en? 
There are perhaps 
Particulars, which may excite your dead remembrance. | 
Haye you forgot [ took an Infant from you, - 
Doom?'d to be murder®d in that gloomy Vale : | 
The ſwadling-bands were Purple, wrought with Gold, 
Have you forgot too how you wept and beggd 
That I ſhould breed him up, and ask no more? 

Phor, What-e're I begg'd ; thou, like a Dotard » ſpeak 
More than is requiſite: and what of. this ? 
Why is it mention*d now ? and-why, O' why 
Doſt thou betray the Secrets of thy Friend ?- 

e/£ge. Be not too raſh. © That Infant grew at laſt 
A King : and here the hap bpy Monarch, ſtands. | 

Phor, Ha ! whither would*it thou ? Owhat haſt thou-utter?®d! 
For what thou haſt ſaid, Death ſtrike thee dumb for ever. 

Oed, Forbear to Curſe the i innocent ; and be 
Accurſt thy ſelf, . thou ſhifting Traytor, Villain, 
' Damn'd Hypocrite, eqlyocating Slave. 

Phor.-O Heay*ns! wherem, my: Lord; have l offended ? 

Oed. Why ſpeak you not according to my charge ? 
Bring forth the Rack : ſince mildneſs cannot win you, 
Torments ſhall force. 

Phor. Hold, hold, - O dreadful Sir; 
You will not Rack an innocent old man. 

Ocd. Speak then. 

Phoy. Alas, what would you have me ſay ? 

Oed. Did this old man take from your Arms an Infant ? 

Phor. He did : And, Oh! I] wiſh toall the Gods, | 
Phorbas had periſh'd in that very moment. 

Oed,” Moment ! Thou ſhalt be hours, days, ycars a dying. 
Here, bind his hands he dallies with my fury: - 
But 1 ſhall find a WAY —— 

Phor. My Lord, I ſaid 
I gave the Infant to him. 

.Oed. Was he thy own, or given thee by another ? 

Phor. He was not mine ; but given me by another. 

Oed. W hence / and from whom ? what City ? of what Hovſe e 

Phoy. O, Royal Sir, I bow me to the ground, T4 | 
' Would 1 could ſink beneath it by the Gods, | 
I do Conjure you to enquire no more, 


Ged, 


"$6 CEDIPUS. 


Oed. Furies and Hell! Hemon, -bring forth the:Rack ; 
Fetch hither Cords, and Knives, and Sulphurous flames: 
| He fhall be bound, and Galli, his skin flead off, 

And burnt alive. | 

Phor. O ſpare my age. 

Oed. Riſe "bow, and ſpeak. 

Phor. Dread Sir, I will. 

Oed. who gave that Infant to thee ? 

. Phor. One of King £4jus Family. 

Oed. O, you immor tgl.C Gods! but ſay, who was't ? 
Which of the Family of Lajvs gave It ? | 
A Servant ; or.one of the Royal-Blogd ? 

. Phoy. O Wretched State! ] dye, unleſs I ſpeak ; 
And, if I ſpeak, moſt certain deathattends me ! 

Oed. Thou ſhalt not dye. Speak'then, who was it ? peaks 
W hile I have ſenſe; ro underſtand the horrour,;z 
For I grow cold. 

Phor. The Queen Focaſta told me 
It was her Son by AN 

Oed. O you Gods !—But did ſhe give it thee ? 

Phor, My Lord, ſhe did. 

Ocd, W par g ? for what ?*-—Obreak not yet my heart, 
Tho? my eyes, burſt, .no matter :. wilt, FO. tell me, 

Or mult I ask for ever? .for, what, end.? 
Why gave ſhe thee her Child ? 

Phor, To murder it. 

Oed. O more than ſavage! murder her own-bowels / 
Without a Cauſe * | 

Phor. There was a dreadful one, 

Which had foretold, that moſt unhappy Son 
Should kill his Father, and enjoy his Mother. 
Oed. But, one thing more, 
Tocaſta told me thou wert by the,Chariot 
When the oldjKing was ſlain : Speak, l conjure thee, | 
For I ſhall never ask thee ought A 
What was the number of th* Aſlaſlinates ? 
Phor. The dreadful deed was acted but by one ; 
And ſure that one had much of your reſcmblance. 

Oed. *Tiswell! I Shank. you Ggds! *tis-wondrous well! 
Daggers, and Poyſon ; ©. there is-no need ; 

For my difpstch ;,;2nd-you, you mercileſs Pow?rs, | 
Hoord up your Thunder: ſtones; keeps Keep your Bolts 
For Crimes of little note. 


Aar. Help, Hans, help, and bow him gently forward. 


[Fats 
-Chafe, 


| OEDFPOS. 
Chafe, chafe his Temples: how the mighty Spirits, 
Half ſtrangled with the damp his ſorrows rais'd, 
Struggle for vent: but-ſee, he breaths again, ; | | 
And vigorous Nature breaks through all oppoſition. .. _ 
How fares my Royal Friend ? | 
Oed. The worle for you. 
O barbarous men, and oh: the hated light, 
Why did yon force me back to curſethe day. ; 
To curſe my friends; to blaſt with. this dark breath | 
The yet untainted Earth and circling Air * :. . | 
To raiſe new Plagues, and- call new Vengeance down, : 
Why did you tempt the Gods, and dare to touch me ? 
Methinks there's not a hand that graſps this Hell 
But ſhould run up like Flax all blazing fire. 
Stand from this ſpot, I wiſh you as my friends, 
And come not near me, leſt the gaping Earth 
Swallow. you too——Lo, I am gone already. | | 
[ Draws, and claps his Sword to his breaſt, which Adraſtus.. 
| ſtrikes away with his foot. 
Aar, You ſhall no more be truſted with your life : 
Creon, Alcander, Hemon, help to hold him. | 
Oed. Cruel Adraſtus) wilt thou, ,emon, too? 
Are theſe the Obligations of my Friends, 
O worſe than worſt of my moſt barbarous Foes! 
D:ar, dear Adraſtus, look with half an eye 
On my unheard-of Woes, and judge thy ſelf, 
If it befit that ſuch a wretch ſhould liye! 
O, by theſe melting Eyes, unugd to weep, 
With all the low ſubmiſſions of a Slave, 
I do conjure thee give my horrours way 3+ 
Talk not of life, for that will make me rave -. 
As weltthoo may*{t-advife atortur®d wrerch, | 262 64 
All mangled ore from head to foot with wounds... 
And his bones broke, to wait a better day. 
Adr. My Lord, you ask me things impoſlible; 
And I with juſtice ſhould be thought your Foe, 
To leave you in this Tempeſt of your Soul. 
Tir. Tho? baniſh'd Thebes, in Corinth you may Reign 
Th? Infernal Pow*rs themſelves exact no more : 
on _ ur rage, and once more ſeek the Gods. 
©Oed>F1l Kave no more to do with Gods, nor Men: 
Hence from my Arms, avant. Enjoy thy Mother !. 


wt 
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What, violate, with Beſtial appetite, | 
The ſacred Veils that wrapt thee yet nnborn, 
This 1s not to be born; Hence; off, I fay ; | 
For they who lett-my. Vengeance make themſelves 
Accomplices in my-moſt horrid guilt. 
Aar. Let it beſo; we'll fence Heav*ns fury from you, 
And ſuffer all together : This perhaps, - 
When ruinecomes, may help to break your fall. 
Oed. O that, as oft I have at Athens ſeen 

The Stage ariſe, and the big Clouds deſcend ; 
So now in very deed I might behold 
The pond*rous'Earth, and all yon marble Roof 
Meet, like the hands of Fove, and cruſh Mankind : 
For all the Elements, and all the Pow*cs 
Celeſtial, nay, Terreſtrial and Infernal, 
Conſpire the rack of out<caſt Oedipns. 
Fall darkneſs then, and everlaſting night 
Shadow the Globe ; may the Sun never dawn, 
The Silver Moon be blotted from her Orb ; 

And for an Univerſal rout of Nature 
Through all the inmoſt Chambers of the Sky, 
May there not be a glimpſe, one Starry ſpark, 
But Gods meet Gods, and juſtle in the dark. 


That jars may riſe, and wrath Divine be hurÞd, 
* Which may to Atoms ſhake the folid World. [Exeunt 
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Creon, Aleandet, 'Pyravei6n x 15 bib 1 anvil 
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Cre. Tax is at engl Ga "nd all wy withes, . . 
Which ſure were great as Royalty ere form, 

Fortune and my auſpicious Stars have Oe [50 
O Diadem, thou Center of a Fr) es EG 
Where all it's —_— Lines Ire e ;reconcild, She es Fg 
As if thou wert the burning-glafs” Es ryY, Sad or Re 
?yr. Might I be' Counſellor, I wo et ae Jou wrÞ. 1 by 
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Find out Eurydice; Sy TO tg © 
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Mark'd out for greatneſs, ye the fatal Choice, 7 cud boA 
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Of death or marriage.” 

Alc. Survey cursd Ordipar,"" Sree) Ve BE 
As one who, tho? unfortunate ' betgy? day rm oÞe © gta 
Thought innocent, . and "therefore much lain 
By all the Thebans;, you es x ay | 
Since nothing but, his death; ”not batil 
Can give aſlurance to your dt ub fi 

Cre. Well have you dons," to. ſhati 
Of racking Tranſport, * where” thi 
Of Love, Revenge, anda 
As waters are by ſfucking-W j 1" » qL 
Were quite devour'd in the z11Db 3 Eo ROBY ne Slings I zib 
Therefore, Pyracmon, as you bb Hy. ara vs 290 1557 _ _ {pee d 
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| Alcander, Summon to'thei T_T: 
My Menial Servants, and al thoſe c ? T10<ir 
Of State, and hope of the r 
Can win to take our TS 


When Hem: weeps, a te F "ct ; hay | els | 


I may foretell there lv Foe al Caſe dl 1:50 pat 01- £184 1 ht 
prints: is 89 9il 3<t 


Hem. Is*t poſlibleyou 
Of what has happen'd Tothe 7 


A OEGAR OS 


&Þ&7c, 1 know no more, . but that he was conducted 
Into his Cloſet, where 1 ſaw him fling 

His. rg. Body 6 ED oyal Bed, | 
All left jt. E J A 
But ſu _ ith ber. . or. 007 38 
Could happen, for you rl his Sword away 


Hem.-1 did; and, tp4k} dofira:depr,nbficed, 
And through a chiok pad £7 only heard, 


But ſaw him en he i: uy \6.Þake vim; "I _ 
At firſt, deep RE Ay SIOHIO 55 220: mT 
Murmurs, a £72 


ns hat ch == agg 
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And art thou ſtill alive 
Then groan'd again, as fa, Gre Fn 
Had crack'd the ſtrings of SM wk A pee 

Cre. I weep to hear ; hoy LEN I F ia We GheST Te 
Had I beheld this wondrous heap 0 Sorrow! 
Bur, to the fatal period. 

Hem, Thrice he ſtruck, TY: I FL 
With all his force, his hollow "Q4ying br CY 
And thus, with out-cries, 1G ER plain.” NY 4c 1e 6 Ws 
Burt thou canſt weep then, and pou hin, 'kis veal, Bee >(28 
Theſe bubbles of the ſhallow eſt ſorrow: 
Which Children vent or, t9 'ginen rain... . ogynys . 
For any Trifle their p 4 pe Din, 
Yet theſe thou thinklt nag ons. ; po _ "of = wa re 
For bloudieſt Murder, WIR! ar of 2 LT pers res _ 
No, Parricide le, if thou r Ss oY — '' EN, 
Weep Eyes, ood he Wb 11 Be Ta Spe 
"Tis greatly thought, Het: Dy. WI ry 
Which id, he Cid reveRan FPS ,2- io 91.0.1 10 
Upon the floor thence p* Mr. 
His Eye-balls fiery Ran . 


AV-pail alli __ TS 2 38V! 2A 
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Gods, I accuſe you not, th&*'BAt 

Will view your Heavn, till wit T5 


if 
vt: Re. 08.01 i a0toraiT 
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With horrid force L rn his 1 


on to Igor DOR e9383E IC 
bf Doh, To $1: 07 niw 7285 
He i _—— he tore, from fo pra Orbs, 
The Balls of fight, ang d + a 
Cre. A Maſter -pieto0Ph 26s Rl al, 1 wo =o oy 
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Hem, | ran to ei MOSES ER 1] ana 
For he had pluck®d the ret Ml 49S 5 bt rw wa Se 
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OED I PYVS. 


What then remains, but that I find: Tirbſins, -. ot TH% 0 dps C7 
Who, with his Wiſdom; inay-allapehble Fries: 2V<"av1"} 24dad?) _— 
That hauat his gloomy Soul 2:1 172d 5112 0% 2 / oor bf 7 1 [Ew 
Cre, Heav?n will reward Fog wa KR _ 
Thy care; moſt honeſt, faithful, fooliſh Hemor? =222Y 


But ſee, Alcanaer enters, well attended. 
Enter Alcander, attended,” 


I ſee thou haſt been diligent. 
Alc. Nothing theſe, 
For Number, to the Crouds that ſoon will follow; ; 
Be reſolute, @ C07 oM Las; 
And call your utmoſt Fury to revenge. ff] ! 9:a $1112 noma 791 {| 
Cre, Ha! thou haſt'given "2 UNS Df 69FE 


Thy Alarm to Cruelty ; and never may 21% 1 rodw 

T heſe eyes be clos'd, till they behold Mar aft us - 211 
Stretch'd at the feet of falſe Exdydices. m 9 9:39 973 2d 
But ſee, they're here ! retire a while, and: thayk.c 41322Q] 54l3- vc 
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Enter Adraſtus, Eurydlcs, attend, 


Adv. Alas, Eurydice, what fond raſh. non," ; ito" 50 
What inconſiderate and ambitious Fool, Lum O 309 
That ſhall hereafter- read” the Fate of - Gediphs, adv bas © is wrG 
Will dare, with his frail hand; to graſp-4Scepter® 1-17 7 

Eur. *Tis true, a Crown ſcerns dreadful #hd I will. 1x5 

That you and I, more lowly plac'd,' mightpaſs - 
Our ſofter hours in humble Cells aways 0% 
Not but I love you to that Infinite height,!* 2 21903 giv; 1314s 
I could (O wondrous proof of fierceſt Love): - 2103 14 3290 3d:z0): 
Be greatly wretched in a Court with you. 202 dlviprey 0) 

Aar. Take then this moſt loy'd INNOCENCE away; Mong! ASE 


& 4 


Fly from tumultuous Thebes, jo "23 7 av \ 
From blood and Murder, 241470 HE 0201] 
Fly from the Author of all Villanies, No Ik. f0 Lig] an» 

Rapes, Death, and Treaſon, fronvthay! Put yiChbry » 097 Son” 
Vouchſafe that I, ore-joy'd, may bear you Ae, | IT Tel on * 01 


And at your Feet preſent the Crown of Argos.} new! 
Creon and Attenilants com #þ whims OD 
Cre, 1 have orre-heard thy'black deſign; Advaſtnr: 


And therefore, as a Traytor ta this State, | 
I 2 Death 


BY QAKED I PUS:: 


Death ought to be thy Lap«\letitifaiſiter i: 1G ng 
That Thebes ſurveys thee: ag 8 Princs;; abuſe meb31'/ orig 
px quad mercy, but retire betimesz ':4 1 0 yo 360 
Leſt the repent and haſten on thy Doom. | = \ 


Aar. Think not, moſt abjeety'. > Tut i | 
Moſt abhor?d of Men, + _—_ 19W - £15252 
Adraſtus will vouchſafe to anſwer thee ; : 

Thebans, to you 1 juſtife myJ,ove: ->:ns-... 

I have addreſs?d my Prayers to this Gor Princeſs: : 

But, if I ever meant a violence, 

Or thought to Ravilſh, as that Traytor > 
What humbleſt Adorations could, not win; __ *' 2:1; 
Brand me, you Gods, blot me with foul diſhonour, 
And let men curſe me by the name of: Green: y :: 

Eur. Hear me, O Thebans, if you dread ;the wrath 

Of her whom Fate ordain'd to be;your Queen, . 
Hear me, and dare not, as. you prize-your lives, 
To take the part of that Rebellious the | 
By the Decree of RoyalGedpue,.o!'fo. £ ig | 
By Queen Focaſta*s order, by what's more, 

My own dear Vows.\of.everlafing Love," 
I here reſign to Prince Adraſtus Arms 
All that the World can make:ime. Miſtreſs1of.. 

Cre. O perjur?d Woman !7 i547 eoitidens boy og bo ont 7 
Draw all; and when l give. the word; Eon... et feitiognty 
Traytor, Teſign th@ Princes; er this moment - F7 
Expect, with all: thoſe moſt unkgrtunate wretches, 

Upon this ſpot ſtraight. to;be wed wh Fn, mores: | 

Adr. No, Villain, no; ©. 

With twice thoſe odds of men; : planter 12:12 © i210! 3 3nd 3014 
I doubt not in this Cauſe/-; +7 1,54 > 3c entire 03, blyagt1 
To vanquiſh thee. win 1707 vo [rant 
Captain, remember,to YOur;Care | give, 

My Love; ten thouſand thouſand times more e dear 

Than Life, or Liberty. 310M bis bo; | 

Cre. Fall on, Alcander, ©EIICi, ws | vo yori A 54+ m; 3 
Pyracmon, you and1'mulb heel about , b a 050 5068 
For nobler Game, ,theArincels;-' »;; # (HAT ag ei Aida 

Adr. Ah, Traytor, doſt thou: ſhun me ? - 

Follow, follow, 
My brave Companions; dee, the Comards fly. ,,-. , 


Ex: TEEN z Creqn's Pg beaten.off &y Adrafeus. 
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OEDIPUS. 
Enter Oedipus. 


Oed. O, *tis too little this, thy loſs of ſight, 
What has it done ? I ſhall be gaz'd at now 
The more ; be pointed at, there goes the Monſter / 
Nor havel hid my horrours from my ſelf ; 
For tho? corporeal light be loſt for ever; ' 
The bright reflefting'Soul, through glaring Opticks, 
Preſents in larger ſize her black Idea's, 
Doubling the bloody proſpect of my Crimes : 
Holds Fancy down, and makes her aft again, 
With Wife and Mother, Tortures, Hell, and Furies. 
Ha ! now the baleful off-ſpring*s brought to light ! 
In horrid form they rank themſelves before me ; 
What ſhall I call this Medley of Creation? 
Here one, with all-th* obedience of a Son, 
Borrowing Jocaſta*s look, kneels at my Feet, 
And calls me Father, there a-ſtardy Boy, 
Reſembling LZajzs juſt as when-I kilPd him, 
Bears up, and with his cold hand graſping mine, 
Cries out, how fares my Brother Oeaipns? F 
W hat, Sons and Brothers !: Siſters and 'Daughters too ? ** 
Fly all, begon, fly from my whirling brain; * * | 
Hence, Inceſt, Murder; hence, you'ghaſtly figures ! 
O Gods! Gods, anſwer; is there any mean ? 
Let me go mad, . or dye. ' 


Enter Focaſta. 


Foc. Where, where is this moſt wretched'of mankind, ' - 
This ſtately Image of imperial Sorrow, | 
W hoſe ſtory told, whoſe very name but mention'd, 
Would cool the rage of Feavers, and unlock 
The hand of Luſt from the pail Virgin's hair, 

And throw the Raviſher before her feet ? © 

Oed. By all my fears, I think Focaſta's Voice! - 
Hence; fly; begon: O thou far worſe than worſt 
Of damning Charmers! O abhor'd, loatlyd Creature ! 
Fly, by the Gods, or by the Fiends, I charge thee, 
Far as the Eaſt, Weſt, North, or South of Heav'n ;: 
But think not thou ſhalt ever enter there: 


- The Golden Gates are barr*d with Adamant, 


Gainſt thee, and me; and the Celeſtial Guards, 
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Still as we” riſe, will daſh our Spirits down. 
Foc. O wretched Pair ! O greatly wretched we ! 
Two Worlds of Woe ! 
Oed. Art thou not gone then ? ,ha!; - 
How darſt thou ſtand the. Fury.of the Gods ?_ 
Or com'ſt thou in the Grave to - reap new pleaſures? 
Joc. Talk on: till thon mak'ſt mad my rowling brain, | 
Groan ſtill more Death ; and,may thoſe diſmal ſources 
Still bubble on, and pour: forth:blaod. and tears. 
Methinks at ſuch a meeting, Heav?g ſtands ſtill; 
The Sea nor Ebbs, nor Flows: this Mole-hill Earth 
Is heav'd no more : the bufie -Emmets ceaſe ; 
Yet hear me on —_— ers! 
| Oed. Speak then, and blaſt my. Soul: 7 
Foc. O, my lov'd Lord, tho? | refolve a Ruine 
To match my Crimes z by all my ouferies, 7 
'Tis horrour, worſe than: thouſand thauſand deaths, 
To ſend me hence without a;kind farewel. 
Ocd. Gods, how ſhe ſhakes me /. ſtay thee, O Jocaſta, 
Speak ſomething ere-thou goeſt'for ever from me. 
Foc, *Tis Womans weakneſs, that 1 would be ks : 
Pardon me then, O greateſt, tho? moſt wretched, 
Of all thy Kind : my Soul is on the brink, 
And ſees the boiling Furnace juſt: beneath : 
Do not thou puſh me off, - and I-will go , 
With ſuch a willingneſs, as if that Heav'n 
With all it's glories glow'd for my reception. 
Oed. O, in my heart, I feel the pangs of Nature; 
It works with kindneſs o're : . Give, give me way; 
I feel a melting here, a tenderneſs, | 
Too mighty for the angen of the Gods! 
Direct me to thy knees, yet oh. forbear : 
Leſt the dead embers ſhould revive, 
Stand oft- and at juſt: diſtance 
Let me groan my horrourg——here: 
On the Earth, here blow my utmoſt Gale ; 
Here ſob my Sorrows, till I burſt with ſighing - 
Here gaſp and Langyiſh out my wounded. Soul. 
Foc. In ſpight of all thoſe Crimes the cruel Gods 
Can charge me with, I know: my Innocence ; 
Know yours : *tis Fate alone that makes us wretched, 
For you are ſtill my Husband. 
Oed. Swear I am, 


And I'll believe thee ; ſReal.into thy Arms, "E822 


Renew 


OB DIPVS. 
Renew endearments, think %nr no poltations, ' 
But chaſte as Spirits joys: gently Pll cOtne, | 


Thus weeping blind, like dew oY Night, upott thee, 
And fold thee ſoftly in my Arths to flumbers. 


[The Ghof of Lajus afcends by degrees pointing at Jocahs. 


Foc. Begon, my Lord! Ahs, what are we doing ? 

Fly from my Arms ! Whirl: winds, Seas, Continents, 
And Worlds, divide' vs ! O chrice happy thou, 
Who haſt no uſe of eyes; for here's a ſight 
Would turn the melting face. of MIrYE ſelf 
Toa wild Fury. 

Ocd. Ha ! what ſeeſt*thon there ? © | 

Foc. The Spirit of my. Husban&? O'the Gods ! 
How wan he looks !- 

»Oed. 'T hon ray'it,, thy. Husband's here, 

Foc, There, there he mounts, 

In circling fire, amongſt the. bluſhing Clouds! F- 
And ſee, he waves Joraſta. from the World ! 

Ghoſt. Focaſta, Oedipus, © 

Oed. What wouldſt thou have? 

Thou know?lt 1 cannot come to'thee, 'detain'd 
In darkneſs here; -at kept frott nteans of death. 
P've heard a Spirits force is” wongerfut ;. * | 
At whoſe approach, iwhen ſtapting' from bis. Dune, 
The Earth does ſhake, and the; ww Ocean 

Rocks are remov'd, and rs ae, Ti "Irea down: 
And walls of Braſs, and G At beJl oyinw 
Are paſlable as Air, ano ce Winks. | 

Joe, Was thata Leeds oo or tiny. Voice you 
NY van M't « Ot, and! hide me. ;, 


Hark! he goes _- nd4 My the wb G of Itrceſt:: 

Oed, Strike then, Imperial Ghaft 1 at, once Wy Dy 
This Houſe of Clay into a be ra > 
That my poor lingring Squl may tage Ni ey r flight 1 


[Vaniſh with Thunder, 


To your Immortal DRE” ee 

Foc. Haſte the Ee FRE | 
Or 1 ſhall be be Aer See” thou caift ot rs. | wit WE 
Then I will tell thee that my Le Wor gh. O:, ods Nob O ng le 7 
P11 mount, ll fly, and with a P EY” 0 Lt EI 


CME! along the gaudy Milk mi 


To find my Lajus out ; ask every God 
0 


—— Ow —_ RI. GL ee Re CT —C——___ 
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In his bright Palace, if he knows my Laws . 
My murder'd Lajus ' ! 

Ocd, Ha! how's this,: Focaſta ? F. 
Nay, if thy brain be ſick, then thou art Kappy. 

Joc. Ha! will you not: ? ſhall Inot find him out ? 
Will you not ſhow him ? are my tears deſpig'd ? .- 
Why. then Pil Thunder, yes, 1 will be mad, 

And fright you with my cries-, yes, cruel Gods, 

Tho? Vultures, Eagles, Dragons tear my heart, . 

PII ſnatch Celeſtial flames,. hre "all your wellings, ; 

Melt down your goldeti "Roofs, 'and-make your doors 

Of Cryſtal flye from off their Diamopd.H Hinges, 

Drive you all out from your Ambrofial Hives, 

To ſwarm like Bees about the field of Heay?n,z : 

This will I do, unleſs you ſhemrs, Lajus, 

My dear, my Murder'd Lord. O Dane: - 5h Lajus| PE IN 

LEx. Jocaſta. 
Ocd. Excellent grief! why, this is as it ſhould be! 

No Mourning can be ſuitable to, Crimes ,,- .. x 

Like ours, but what Death makes, 'Or Madneſs forms. 

I could have wilt”d methonighit for ſight again, _ 

To mark the gallantry of her diſtraction: . 

Her blazing Eyes darting, the wandring Stars, 

Tehave ſeen her mouth, the Heavn's,, ;* Tate the. Gods, 

While with her Thuddring Voice ſbe megac'd high, 

And every Accent twang'd with ſmarting forrow ; F 

But what's all this to thee? thou,Coward, .yet 

_ living» _ wh wilt js find the Road 

o the great Palace of magyl 
Tho? thouſand ways lead io bieth = ob: FY 
Which day and night are ſtill, unbarr'd. oC th 


[Claſl 44 :: Drpums an Trunyets without. 
Hark ! *tis the noiſe of claſhing ras! 


Comes near: O, that & Battle would co £0 re, me / 
If I but graſp a Sword : or w ears _ _ _ 
PII make a ruine with the fir "that fa  mplþ.cS 


Emer H Ich, with ken 


Hem, Seize him, and bear him to the. Witis-Tow: 

Pardon me, facred Sir; I am inform! Ty "a 

'That Creor has __ upon, VR | Kt fd | 
©1311 yhus . Forgive 

— 


Forgive me then, if, to preſerve you from him, 
I order your Confinemeat. 

Oed. Slaves unhand m2. 
I think thou halt a Sword: *cwas the wrong ſide, 
Yet, cruel Hem, think not I will live ; 
He that could tear his-eyes out, ſure can find 
Some deſperate way to ſtifle this curſt breath 
Or if I ſtarve ! but that*sa lingring Fate ; 
Or if I leave my brains upon the wall / 
The Aiery Soul can eaſily o*re-ſhoot 
Thoſe baunds with which thou ſtriv* to pale herin : 
Yes, I will pzriſh in deſpite of thee ; 
And, by the rage thac [{tirs me, if 1 meet thee 


In the other World, Pll curſe thee for this uſage. [ Exit. 


Hem, Tireſias, after him;* and with your Counſel 
Adviſe him humbly ; Charm, if poſlible, 
Theſe feuds within while I without extinguiſh, 
Or periſh in th* Attempt, the Furious Creor ; 
That Brand which ſets our City in a Flame. 

Tir, Heav*n proſper your intent, and give a period 
To all your Plagues : what old Tzreſias can 


__ 


Shall ſtraight be done. Lead, fezo the Tow'r. [Ex. Tir. Manto. 
Hem, Follow me all, and help to part this Fray, Trumpets again, 
Or fall together in the bloody brotl. [Ex. 


Enter Creon with Eurydice, Pyracmon and his Party giving 
ground to Adraſtus. 


Cre. Hold, hold your Arms, Adraſtus Prince of Argos, 
Hear, and behold z Ewrydice is my Priſoner. 
Adr. What would'lt thou, Hell-hound ? 
Cre. See this brandiſhd Dagger : 
Forgo th? advantage which thy Arms have won, 
Or, by the blood which trembles through the heart 
Of her whom more than life I know thou loy*ſt, 
PII bury to the haft, in her fair Breaſt, 
This Inſtrument of my Revenge. 
Adv. Stay thee, damn*d wretch; hold, ſtop thy bloody hand. 
Cre. Give order then, that on this inſtant now, 
This moment, all thy Souldiers ſtraight disband. 
Adr. Away wy Friends, ſince Fate has fo allotted ; 
Begon, and leave me to the Villain's mercy. 
Eur. Ah, my Aaraſtus! call*em, call *em back! 
Stand there 3 come back ! O, cryel barbarous Men ! 


— —_—_—__— — — 


£8. OEDIPUS., 


Gould you then leave your Lard,” your Prince, your King, 
After ſo bravely having fought his Cauſe, 
To periſh by the hand of this baſe Villain ? 
Why rather ruſh you not at once together 
All to his ruine ? drag him through the Streets, 
Hang his contagious Quarters on the Gates; 
Nor let my death afiright you, 
Cre. Dye firſt thy f{clf then. 
Aadr. O, I charge thee hold, 
Hence, from my preſence all : he*s not my Friend 
That diſobeys : See, art thou now appeas'd ? CEx. Attendants, 
Or is there ought elſe yct remains to do 
That can atone thee ? flake thy thirſt of blood 
With mine : - but {ave, O fave that innocent wretch. 

Cre, Forcgo thy Sword, and yi:1d thy ſelf my Priſoner. 

Eur. Yet while theres any dawn of hope to ſave 
Thy prccious lite, my dear A&raſtas, 
 What-ere thou doſt, deliver not thy Sword ; 

With that; thou may? lt ger off,, tho? odds oppoſe thee : 
For me, O, fear not; no, he dares not touch me ; 
His horrid love will ſpare me. Keep thy Sword ; 

Leſt I be raviſh'd after thou art lain. 

Aadr. Inſtruct me, 'Gods ! what ſhall Adraſtus do? 

Cre. Do what thou wilt, when ſheis dead : my Souldiers . 
With numbers will o're-pow*r thee. Is&t thy wiſh 
Euryaice ſhould fall before thee ? 

Adr. Traytor, no: 

Better that thou and I, and all mankind 
Should be no more. 

Creon. Then caſt thy Sword away, 
And yieid thee to my mercy, or [ ſtrike. 

Aar. Hold thy rais'd Arm; give me a moments, pauſe. 

My Father, when he blelt me, gave me this; 
My Son, ſaid he, let this bethy laſt refuge ; - 
[f thou forego'lt it, miſery attends. thee : 

Yet Love now charms it Irom me ;; which in all 
The hazards of my life I never loſt, 

*'Tis thine, my faithful Sword, my only truſt ; 
Tho? my heart tells me that the gifc is Fatal. 

Cre, Fatal! yes, fooliſh Love-fick Prince, it ſhall : 
Thy arrogance, thy ſcorn, oy 
My wounds remembrance, 

Turn all at once the fatal point upon thee. 
Pyracmon, 0 the Palace, diſpatch 


The 


OEDIPUS: 
The King: hang Her up, for he is Loyal, 
And will oppoſe me : Come, Sir, are you ready? 
Adv. Yes, Villain, for what ever thou canit dare, + 
Eur. Hold, Creon, or through me, through me you wound. 
Adr. Off, Madam, or we periſh both ; behold 
'Pm not unarnd, my Ponyard's in my hand : 
Therefore away. | 
Eur. Il. guard your life with mine. 
Cre. Dye both then; there is now no time for dallying. 
| [Kills Eurydice. 
Eur. Ah, Prince, farewell farewell, my dear Adraſtus. [ Dyes. 
Adr. Unheard of Monlter ! eldeſt born of Hell! _ 
Down, to thy Primitive Flames. ' [Stabs Creon. 
Cre. Help, Souldiers, help : 
Revenge me. : 
Adr. More; yet more: a thouſand wounds ! 
P11 ſtamp thee ſtill, thus, to the gaping Furies. | 
| [ Adraſtus falls, kilPd by the Souldzers. 


Enter Hzmon, Guards, with Alcander and Pyracmon bound : 
the Aſſaſſins are driven off. 


O. Hemon, TI am ſlain; nor need Iname 
The inhumane Author of all Villanies ; 
There he lyes gaſping. 
Cre. 1f I muſt plunge in Flames, 
Burn firſt my Arm ; baſe Inſtrument, unfit 
To act the dictates of my daring mind : | 
Burn, burn for cver, O weak ſubſtitute ; 
Of that, the God, Ambition. _ | [_Dyes. 
Aadr. She's gone; O deadly marks-man, in the heart! 
Yet in the pangs of death ſhe graſps my hand : 
Her lips too tremble, as if ſhe would ſpeak 
Her laſt Farewell. O, Oedipus, thy fall 
Is great; and nobly now thou goeſt attended ! - 
They talk of Herocs, and Celeſtial beauties, 
And wondrous pleaſures in the other World ; 
Let me but find her there, 1 ask no more. [Dyes. 


Enter a Captain to Hzmon : with Tireſias aud Manto. 


Cap. O, Sir, the Queen Focaſta, ſwift and wild, 
As a robb'd Tygreſs —_— o're the Woods, 
| 2 


70. OEDIPUS:. 
Has acted Murders that amaze mankind : 
In twiſted Gold | ſaw her Daughters hang 
On the Bed Royal ; and her little Sons 
Stabb*d through the breaſts upon the bloody Pillows. 
Hem. Relentleſs Heav*ns.! is then the Fate of Lajus 
Never to be Aton'd ? How ſacred ought | 
Kings lives be held, when but the Death of one 
Demands an Empire's blood for Expiation ? 
But ſee! the furious mad Focaſta?s here. 
Scene Draws, and diſcovers Jocaſta held by her Women, and ftabb”d 
in many places of her boſom, her hair diſhevePd, her Children 
ſlain upon the Bed-:- "2 
Was ever ſuch a fighr of ſo much horrour, 
And pity, brought to view ? 
Foc. Ah, cruel Women ! | 
Will you not let me take my laſt farewell 
Of thoſe dear Babes? O let me run and ſeal 
My melting Soul upon their bubling wounds ! 
P11 print upon their Coral mouths ſuch Kiſles, 
As ſhall recall their wandring Spirits home. 
Let me go, let me go, or [| will tear you piece-meal. 
Help, Hemon, help: 
Help Oedipus; help, Gods; Joraſta Dyes. 


Enter Oedipus av:ve, 


Oed. Pve found a Window, and 1 thank the Gods 
'Tis quite unbarr*d : ſure by the diſtant noiſe, 
The height will fit my Fatal purpoſe well. I 
Foc, What hoa, my Oedipus ; ſee where he ſtands /- 
His groping Gholt is lodg'd upon a Tow?r, 
Nor can it find the Road : Mount, mount my ſoul; 
P11 wrap thy ſhivering Spirit 1n Lambent Flames ! and fo we'll (ail. 
But fee! we're landed on the-happy Coalt ; 
And all the Golden Strands are covyer'd o're | "I 
With Glorious Gods, that come to-try our Cauſe: 
Jove, FJove, whoſe Majeſty now finks me down, 
He who himſelf burns in unlawful fires, 
Shall judge, and ſhall acquit us. O, tis done; 
"Tis fixt by Fate, upon Record Divine : | 
And Oedipus ſhall now be ever mine. [ Dye-. 
Oed. Speak, Hamon; what has Fate been doing there ? | 
What dreadful deed has mad Jocaſta done ? | 
Hem, The Queen her ſelf, and all your wretched Off:fpring, 
Are by her Fury ſlain, | 
Oc. 


'OEDIPUS: 


Oed. By all my woes, - 
She has out-done me, in Revenge and Murder; 
And I ſhould envy her the ſad applauſe : +. —_ 
But, Oh! my Children ! Oh,” what have they done ? 
This was not. like'the mercy of-the'Heay*ns, 
To ſet her madneſs on ſuch Cruelty : 
"This ſtirs me more than all my ſufferings, 
And with my laſt breath I muſt call you Tyrants. 
Hem, W hat mean you, Sir ? 
Oed. Focaſta | lo, I come. 
O Lajus, Labdacus, and all you Spirits 
Of the Cadmean Race, prepare to meet me, 
All weeping rang'd along the gloomy Shore z 
Extend your Arms t? embrace me; for I come ;- 
May all the Gods too from their Battlements 
Behold and wonder ata Mortals daring; 
And, when I knock the-Goal of dreadful death, 
Shout and applaud me with a clap of Thunder : 
Once more, thus wing'd by horrid Fate, 1 come 
Swift asa falling Meteor ; lo, I flye, 
And thus go downwards, to the darker Sky. : | 
Thunder, He flings himſelf from the Window. 
The Thebans gather about his Body, 
Hemon. O' Prophet, Oedipus is now no more ! 
O curs'd Effect of the moſt deep Deſpair ! 

Tir, Ceaſe your Complaints, and bcar his body hence ; 
The dreadful ſight will daunt the crooping Thebans, 
Whom Heav?n decrees to raiſe with Peace and Glory : 
Yet by theſe terrible Examples warn'd, 

The ſacred Fury thus Alarms the World. 
. Let none, tho? ne*re ſo Virtuous, Great, and Hig hz, 
Be judg'd entirely bleſt before they Dye. 


EPILOGUE, 


EPILOGUE. 


HA7 Sophocles could undertake alone, 
Our Poets found a Work for more than one; 
And therefore Two lay tugging at the piece, 

With all their force,to draw thepondrous Maſs from Greece. 

A weipht that bent ev'n Seneca's ſtrong Muſe, 

 .And which Cornallle's Shoulders did refuſe. 

So hard it is th Athenian Harp to ſtring 

So much two Conſuls yield to one juſt [ing. 

Terrour and pity this. whole Poem ſway ; 

The mightieſt Machines that can mount a Play: 

How heavy will thoſe Vulgar Souls be found, 

Whom two ſuch Engines cannot move from ground ? 

When Greece and Rome have ſmil'd upon this Birth, 

"Tou can but Damn for one poor ſpot of Earth: 

And when your Children find your judgment ſuch, 

They ll ſcorn their Sires, and wiſh themſelves born Dutch ; 

Each haughty Poet will infer with eaſe, 

How much his Wit muſt under-write to pleaſe. 

As ſome firong Churle would brandiſhing advance 

The monumental Sword that congquer'd France ; 

So you by judging this, your judgments teach 

Thus far you like, that is thus far you reach. 


Since 


Since then the Vote of full two Thouſand years 
Has Crown'd this Plot, and all the Dead are theirs ; 
Think, it a Debt you pay, not Alms you give, 

And in your own defence, let this Play lives 

Think em not vain, when Soldiacics is (hown, 

To praiſe his worth, they humbly doubt their own. 
Net as weak States each others pow r aſſure, 

Weak Poets by Conjunction are ſecure. 

T heir Treat is wes your Pallats reliſh moſt, _ 
Charm! Song! and Show! a Murder, and a Ghoſt ! 
We know not what you can deſire or hope, 
T opleaſe you more, but burning of a Pope. 
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E ergy go DErpioyroRy. 


— [Fity; ntl Wajority'of Fakes* They wilt tell 
us, That the / af a People are nat to be gather d in a,Play- 
Houſe ; and yet even there, the Enemies as well as Friends A 
free Admiſſion; but while Lb Argument, was. ſerviceable to their 
Intereſts, they cou'd boaſt that the Theaters were True Proteſtant, 
and came inſulting to the Plays, where their own 'Triuniphs were 
repreſented. "But: tet-theyrnow afſure themſelves, that they can 
make. thermajor part: of na Aſſembly, 8xcept #t be a Mecting- 
Houle. \ 'Fheir Tyde of \Poputarity. is ſpene', and the natural 
Gurent of Obedience 45 im ſpight of them, at'laft: prevalent. In 
which, my Lord, after. the merciful Providence of God , the 
en Reſolution, and prudent Carriage of the King, and the 
cvlabte Duty; and manifeſt Hmogence of bis Royel Fligh- 
neſs, the prudent Aanagement of the Mmiſters. # alſo moſt 
conſpicuous. © I awnot particular m this (ommendation, becaufe 
I am unwilling to rae Envy to. your Lordſhip, who are too juſt 
not to defore, that Praiſe ſhow'd be communicated to others, which 
14s the common Endeavor and Co-operation of all. *'Tis — | 
my Lord, that: your 0wnP art was neither obſcure m it, nor un-- 
bagardows, And. if ever this. excellent .. Gavernment ſo well 
eftablifh'd bythe Wiſdom of our Forefathers, and fo much fha- 
. ken.by the Folly of this Age, ſhall recover its anctent Splendor, 
Pofterity: cannot be fo u7 wratefnl, as to forgot thoſe, who in 
the worſt. of Times , have. ye undaunted by their King and 
Countrey, and for the Safeguar dof both, have expos'd themſelves 
to the malice of. falſe Patriots, and the madneſs of an headſtrons 
Rabble. - But. fince this glorious Work #4. yet unfmifþ'd, and 
thoush we have reafon to hope well of the ſucceſs ,yet the Event 
depends on the unſearchable Providence of Almighty God, *t1s_no 
time to raiſe Trophees,,while \the Fibtory is in diſpute -: bi every 
man by your example, tocontribute what is in his. power, to main- 


tain [0 jus a Cauſe, on which _ the +6 Settlement and 
of ro pery. 


- 
we » © 


LS 


—_ 


JEmrstis Dzxvicarony. 


Proper 'f Fhree Nations... The Pilot's Prayer to Neptune 
Was-not amiſs, in the middle of the Storm: Thou may'fſt do 
with me, 0 Neptune, what thou pleaſeſt, but I will be 
ſure to hold taſt the Rudder. We are to truſt firmly in the 
Deity, but Jo as not to foryet, that be commonly works by ſecond 
Cauſes, and admits of our Endeavors with bis concurrence. 

our own parts, We are ſenfible as we ought, how little we can con- 
tribute with our weak aſſiſtance. The mo#t we can boaſt of,is, 
that we are not fo inconfiderable as to want Enemies, whom we 
have rais'd to our ſelves on no. other . account, than that we are 
not of their number : and fiance that's their Quarrel, they ſhall 
have daily occaſion to hate us more. *Tis not, my Lord; that 
any man delights to- ſee bimſelf paſquini d and affronted by their 
mveterate Scriblers, but on the other fide it ought to-be our 216- 
ry, that themſelves believe not "of us what the) write. Reaſonable 
men are well [atisfi'd for whoſe: ſakes the venomof their Party 
is ſhed on us, becauſe they ſee that at the ſame time, our Atver 
/ aries ſpare not thoſe to whom they owe Allegiance and V eneration: 
Their Deſpair has puſh'd them to break thoſe Bonds ; and *tis 
obſervable, that the lower they are driven, the more violently they 
write : As Lucifer and his Companions were only proud when Ans 
gels, but grew malicious when Devils. Let them rail, fintce "tes 
the only ſolace of their miſeries, and the only revenge, which we 
bope they now can take. The greatef and the beſt of men are 
above” their reach, and for our meanneſs, though they aſſault us 
like Foot-padders in the dark,their Blows have done us little harm; 
we yet live, to juſtifte our ſelves in open day, to vindicate our 
Loyalty to the Government, and to aſſure your Lordſhip, with all 
you fron and Sincerity, that we are 


| Your LORDSHIPS:: 
Moſt Obedient, Faithful Servants, 


Joren Drypen, Nat. Lee: 
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PROLOGUE. 
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Written by Mr. Dryden : Spoken by Mr. Smith. 


F —T—c 


O UR Plays a Parallel : The Holy League 
Begot our Cov nant : Guiſards got the Whigs: 
Whate'er-our hbet-brain'd Sheriffs did advance, 
Was, like our Faſhions, firſt produc'd in France : 
And, when worn ont, well ſconrg'd, and baniſh'd there, 
Sent over, like their godly Beggars here, © 

Cor'd the ſame Trick, twice play'd , our Nation gull ? 
Tt looks as if the Devil were grown dull ; 

Or ferv'd us up, in ſcorn, bis broken Meat, 

And thought we were not worth a better Cheat. 

The fulſome Cov'nant, one wou'd think in reaſon, 
Had giv'n us all onr Bellys-full of Treaſon : 

And yet, the Name but chang'd, our naſty Nation 

. Chaws its own Excrement, th* Aſſociation, 

"Tis true, we bave not learn'd their poir ning way, 

For that's a mode but newly come in play 

Beſides, Tour Drug's uncertain to prevatl 3 

But your True Proteſtant can never fail, 

With that compendious Inſtrument, a Flail, 

Go on 3 and bite, ev'n though the Hook lies bare, 
Twice in one Age expel the lawful Heir : | 
Once more decide Religion by the Sword 

And purchaſe for us a.new Tyrant Lord. 

Pray for your King, but yet your Purſes ſpare 
Make Him not Two-Pence richer by your Prayer. 

To ſhow you love Him much, ch.ſtiſe Hint more 3 

And make Him very Great, and very Poor. 

Puſh Him to Wars, but ſtill no Pence advance z 

Let Him loſe England, to recover France. + 

Cry Freedom up with Popular noifie Votes: 

And get enough to cut each others Throats, 

Lop all the Rights that fence your Monarch's Throne 
For fear of too much Pow'r, pray leave Him none. 

A noiſe was made of Arbitrary Sway 3 

But in Revenge, you Whiggs, have found a way, 
An Arbitrary Daty now to pay. 

Let His own Servants turn, to ſave their ſtake 
Glean from His Plenty, and His Wants forſake. 
But ket ſome Judas near His Perſon jtay,” 

To ſwallow the laſt Sop, and thcmbetra)e 


Make London zndependant of the Crown : 
A Realm apart ; the Kingdom of the Town, 
Let Tgnoramus Fries find ns Traytors 
And lgnoramus Poets ſcribble Sarge. 
And, that your meaning none may fail to ſcan, 
Do, what in Coffee-houſes you began ; 
Pull down the Maſter, and Set up the Man. 


EPILOGUE. 


7 Fateh by ine ſame Author : Spoken by Mrs. Cooke. 


UCH Time and Trouble this poor Play bas coſt 3 

And, Faith, I doubted once the Cauſe was loſt, 
Jet no one Man was meant 3 nor Great, nor Small z 
= Poets, like frank Gameſters, threw at All. 

ey took, no fingle Aim: —— 
4 like bold Boys, true to their Prince and hearty, 
Huzza 'd, and fir'd Broad-fides at the whole Party. 
Dwels are Crimes, but when the Cauſe is right, 
In Battel, every Man is bound to fight. 
For what > ſhow'd binder Me to. ſell my Skin 
Dear as I cow'd, if once my hand were in ? 
Se Defendendo never tvas @ Sin. | 
"Tis a fine World, my Maſters, right or wrong, 
The Whiggs muſt talk, and Tories bold their Tongue. 
They muſt do all they can ——— 
But ; W e, Forſooth, muſt bear a Chriftian min 
And fight, like Boys,” with One Hand ty'd behind; 
Nay, and when one Boy's down, *twere wond'row wiſe, 
| To cry, Box fair, and give him time to riſe, 

When Fortune favours, none but Fools will dally: 

Wor'd any of you Sparky, if Nan. or Mally 
Tipt you th — Wink , ftand ſhall I, ſhall T2 
A Trimmer C that heard: me tell this Ne F.. 
Fie, Miſtreſs Cooke ! Faith youre t00 rank, a Tory 
Wiſh not Whiggs bang'd, but pity their hard Caſer = 
Tou Women love to ſee Men make wry Faces. 
Pray, Sir, ſaid I, don't think, me ſuch a Jew ; 
I ſay no more, but give the Dev'l bis due, 
Lenitives, ſays he, ſuit beſt with our Condition. 
Jack Ketch, ſays I, *s an exeellent Phyſician. 
F love no Bloud—— Nor TI, Sir, as I breath, 
But banging is a fine-dry. hind / Death. 


Te Trimmers are for bolding all things even: . 
' Tes ——-jpft like bim that hung *twixt Hell and Heaven. 
Have we not had Mens Lives enow already? 
Tes ſure : but you're for bolding ll things Reddy: 

Now fince the Weight hangs all on .one' ſide,” Brother, 
You Trimmers ſpow'd, to poize it, bang on t'orher 


Damn'd Newters, in their middle way 
Are neither Fiſh, nor Fleſh, nor good Re 


Fd feering, 
- Herring : 


Not Whipgs, my Tories 


they; nor this, nor that, 


_ 


Not Birds, nor Beafts”, bug-quſk. a king. of -Bat : 
A Twilight Animal z, true to netther Cauſe, 
With Tory Wings, but Whiggiſh Teedb and Claws. 


Pramatis Perſon. 


The Kivg | ' Mz: Kynafas | 
Duke of Guiſe by”. Mr. Betterton, - 
Duke of Mayenne | Mr. from: 
Grillon 73:4.11,-.Þ. 0 Mrs Smiths... _ 
The Cardinal of Guiſe  ' Mir. Witifhre.” 
Archbiſhop of Lyons Mr. Ferimi/. | 
Alphonſo Corſo Mr. Monfert, . . W 
Polin Mr, Bozeman. 2 k. 
Aumale -Mr, Carlile yo 
Bufly | Mr, Sounder. .. ON 
The Curate of St. Exftate Mr. Underbill.” © 
Malicorne Mr. Pereiusl. 

F Melanax, a Spirit Mr. Gilts, | 

| Two Sheriffs © | pd and Fanfed 
Citizens and Rabble , &c. 
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ACT. I SCEN. "—_—_— 


The Council of Sixteen $ waved: tn mp1 y Chair pre 
par'd for the Duke of 'G 


Buſly and Polin 2wo of the. Sixteen. 


Buſſy. F Ights there! more L what burn the Tapers PR 

6 When glorious RING: jp per 
e Saviour of the Nation, 2 
Pol. And therefore are we.met; the who Siren 

That ſway the Crowd of Paris, guide their Votes, 

Manage their Purſes, Perſons, Fortunes, HR 

To mount the Guiſe, where merit calls bin, bi gh; 

And give him a whole Heaven, for room to 


Enter Curate of St, Euſtace. | | 


Ruſſ. The Curate of S. Enftace comes at at; 
But, Father, why ſo hate? 
Car. T have been taking godly pains, to fatiche ſome Scruples 


raisd amongſt weak —_— w7/ our Party, chat were ts 
in the Ca 


Pol. What SET they find t Obj e&- 


Car. They thought, to Armand theKking was Treafon. 
Buſſ. T hope you ſet 'em right ? 
Cur; Yes; and for anſwer, I produc'd this Book. 
A Calviniſt Miniſter of Orlcans 
Writ this, to juſtifie the Admiral 


B I -. Fot 


[2 The Duke of GUISE. 
For taking Arms againſt the King deceas'd : 
Wherein he proves that irreligious Kings a þoetmndnr—vy 
May juſtly be depos'd, and put to death. 2 

Buff. To borrow Arguments from:Heretick Books 
Methinks was not ſo prudent. 

Cur. Yes; from the Devil, if it would help our Cauſe. 
The Author was indeed-a Heretick;) © .- _—- 
The Matter of the Book: is "good and pious; 

Pol. But one prime Article of our Holy League, 

Is to preſerve the King, his Pow'r and Perſon. 

Cur. That muſt be faid, you know, for decency ; 
| A pretty Blind'to make the-Shoot ſocure. 

Buſſ. But did the Primitive Chriſtians ere rebell, 
When under Heathen Lords? I hope they did. 

Cur. No ſure, they did not; for they had not Pow'r ; 
The Conſcience of a People is their Power. 

Pol. Well ; the'next Article 18 our Solema Covenant 
Has clear'd the Point again. wy 

Buff.” What" is't> T thou'd be glad to find the King. 
No fafer than needs muſt? © --- . + 

Pol. That incaſe of Oppofition from any perſon whatſoever--- 

Cur. That's well, that's well; then' the King is not-excepteg, 
if he oppoſe ug=— EN LI ODT C2947 ITS 

Pol. We are oblig'd to join as 'one, to puniſh. \SEDE 
All, who attempt to hinder or diſturb us. | 

 Buſſ. 'Tisa plain Caſe ; the King's included in the Puniſhment; 
In caſe he rebell againſt the People. 

Pol. But how can he rebell ? 

Car. T1 make it out : Rebellion is an Inſurreftion Izziod the 
Government; but they that. have the Power are actually the Go- 
vernment : 'Fherefore if the-People have the Power, the Rebel 
Lon, is.in the King, ks | 
* Buff. A moſt convincing Argument for Faftion. 

Car. For Arming, if you. pleaſe; but. not for FaCtion.. 

For {till the-FaCQtion is the feweſt number ; | 

So, what they call: the Lawful Government, 

Is now the Fattion;. for the moſt are ours. 

. * Pol. Since weare provd to be above the King ; I wound plad- 
ty underſtand whom we are to.obey ; or whether we are to” be 
alt Kings together 2: i Fe? 


Car. 


The Dake of GUISE 2 
_ Cur, Are you a Member of the League, and, ask:that Queſtion? 
There's an Article, that, I may ſay,; 5s neceſſary as any 
In the Creed: Namely, that we, the ſaid Aſſociates, are 
Sworn to yield ready Obedience, and Faithful Service, to that 
Head which ſhall be -depured.- | 
Buſſ. 'Tis moſt maniteſt, that by Virtue of our Oath 
We are all Subjects to the Duke of Guiſe.- The King's 
An Officer that has betray'd his Truſt ; and therefore we 
have turn'd him out of Service. 
Omnes, Agreed, gueew. 


Enter the Duke of Guiſe ; Cardinal of Guiſe; na Ti raked bee 
fore them. The Duke takes the Chair, 


Buſ. Your Highneſs enters ina lucky hour; 
Thunanimous Vote you heard, . confirms your. Choice, 
As Head of Paris, and the Holy, League. 

Card. I ſay Amen to that. 

Pol, Youare our Champion; Buckler of our Faith. 

Card. The King, like Sal, is Heayen's repented Cee s 
You his Anointed one, on better thought. 

Guiſe. I'm what you pleaſe tocall me ; Any thing, i 
Lieutenant General, Chief, or Conſtable, 

Good Decent Names, that only mean your Slave. 
Buſſ. You chasd the Germans hence, Exil'd Navarre ; 
And reſcu'd France from Hereticks and Strangers. 

Aum, What heand all of us haye done, is known. - 
What's our Reward 2 Our Offices are loſt, . 

Turn'd out like Labour'd Oxen, after Harveſt, 
To the bare Commons of the wither'd Field. 

Buſſ. Our Charters. will go next: Becauſe. we Sheriff 
Permit no Juſtice'to be done on thoſe. 

The Court calls Rebels, but we call them Saints. 

Guiſe Yes; we areall involv'd, as Heads, or Parties: 
Dipt in the noiſy Crime of State, call'd Treaſon - 

And Traitours we muſt be, to King, - or Country. 

Buſſ. Why then my Choice is made, MT 

Pol. Andi mine. | | 

 Omy. And all. 

Card. Heav'n is it ſelf Head of the Holy League ; ; 

B 2 And 


2: 


4 The Dale of GUISE. 
And. all: the Saintyare Cov'nanters,: and Guifards. 
Guiſe What fay you; Curate? | 

Car. T hope well, my Lord. 

Card. That is, he hopes you mean-to-make' him Abbot, 
And. he deſerves your care of his Prefeyment:. 

For all his Prayers are Curſes on the Government; 
And all his Sermons Libels on the King. 
In ſhort; a Pious, Hearty, Fattious Prieſt. 

Guiſe. All that are here my Friends, ſhall ſhare my Fortunes; 
There's Spoil, Preferments, Wealth enough in France, 
'Tis but deſerve and have: The Spani/hKing 
Conſfigns me fifty thouſand Crownsa Week 
To raiſe and to fomenta Civil-War. 

*Tis true, a Penſion from a Foreign Prince 
Sounds Treaſon in the Letter of the Law, 
But good intentions: juſtify the deed. 

Cur, Heaven's good ; the Cauſe is good); the Money's good; 
No matter whence it comes. 

Bufſ. Our City Bands, are twenty thouſand ſtrong; 
Well Difciplin'd; well Arnyd, well ſeafon'd Traitors ; 
Thick rinded heads, that leave no room' for Xerye!; 
Shop Conſcieares, of proof againſt an Oath, 

Preach'd up, and ready tifd forz Rebellion. 

Guiſe. Why then the NoblePlor is fitfor birth ; 
And Labouring Fraxce eries out for Midwife hands. 
We miſsd ſurprizing; of the King: at Bos, 

When laſt the'States were held ;- 'twas over-ſight : 
Beware we make not ſuch-anorher Blot. 
Card. This Holy time of Lent we have him fure; 
He goes unguarded, mix'd' witly whipping Fryars, 
| Inthat Proceſſion, he's more fir for Heav'n : 
What hinders us to ſeize the Royal Penitent, 
And cloſe him in a Cloyſter - 
Cur, Or diſpatch him : I love tomake all ſure, 
Guiſe. No ; guard tiim ſafe; 
Thin Diet will do-well; *twill ſtarve him into Reaſon, 
Till he exlude his Brother of Nawarre, 
And graft Sueceilſion on a worthier Choice : 
To favour this, five hundred Men in Arms, 
Shall ſtand prepard'to enter at your call; 


Ll 


\% 


The Duke of GUISE. 
And ſpeed the Work: St. Martins Gate was nam'd : 
But the Sheriff Conty, who Commands that Ward; 
Refus'd me paſſage there. | 
Buſſ. I know that Conty: 
A Sniveling, Conſcientious, Loyal'Rogye: 
He'll Peach, and Ruine all. 
Card. Give out he's Arbitrary ; a Navarri/ ; 
A Heretick ; diſcredit him berimes ; 
And make his Witneſs void. 
' Cur, Tl] ſwear him Guilty. 
E ſwallow Oaths as cafie as Snap-dragon, 
Mock-Fire that never burns. | 
Guife, Then Buſſy, be't your care tadmit my Troops, 
At Porte St. Honore: (riſes) Night wears apace, 
And Day-light muſt not peep on Dark Defigns. 
I will my felf to Court :' Pay Formal Duty ; 
Take leave; and to my Government retire : 3 
Impatient to be ſoon recall'd , to ſee | 
The King Impriſon'd, and the Nation free. [Exeunt all but Guile. 


Enter Malicorn /o/us. 


Mal. Each difmal Minute when 'Þ call ro Mind 
The Promiſe that I made the Prince of Hell, 
In one and twenty years to be his' Slave, | 
Of which near twelve are gone, my' Soul runs back, 
The Wards of reaſon-rowl into their Spring. 
O horrid thought ! but one and'twenty years, 
And twelve near paſt, then to be ſteep'd in Fire, 
Daſh'd againſt Rocks, or ſnatcht from molten Lead, 
| Reeking, and dropping, piece-meal born-by Winds, 
 Andquench'd ten' thouſand fathom in rhe deep! -- fg Hnocking at 
But hark ! he comes, ſee there, my Flood ſtands ſtill, *Ezhe Door. 
My Spirits ſtart an end for Gaz/e's Fate. I 


A Devil riſes. 


Mal. What Counſet does the Fate of Guz/e require ? 
Dev. Remember with his Prince there's no delay, 
But, the Sword drawn, to fling the Sheath.away ; 


ED Hot with my Friends, becauſe the Queſtion giv'n, 
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Let not the fear of Hell his Spirit grieve, 

The Tomb is ſtill, whatever Fools believe ; 

Lavgh at the Tales which wither'd' Sages bring, 
Proverbs and Morals, let the Waxen King 

That rules the Hive, be born without a Sting ; 

- Let Guiſe by Blood reſolve to mount to Pow'r, 
And he is Great as Mecha's Emperour ; 

He comes, bid him not ſtand on Altar Vows, 

But then ſtrike deepeſt, when he loweſt bows ; 

Tell him Fate's aw'd when an Uſurper Springs, 

And joyns to crow'd out Juſt Indulgent Kings. [Paniſhes. 


Enter the Duke of Guile, and Duke of Mayen, 


May. All Offices and Digaities he gives 

To: your profeſt and moſt jnveterate Foes ; 
But if he were inclin'd, as we could with him, 
There is a Lady Regent at his Ear, 

That never Pardons. | 

Guiſe. Poyſon on her Name, 

Take my hand on't, that Cormorant Dowager 
Will never reſt, till ſhe has all eur Heads 

In her lap. I was at Bayos with her, 

When She, the King, and Grifly 4? A4/va met ; 
Methinks I ſee her liſtening now before me, 
Marking the very. motion of his-Beard, 

His Op'ning- Noſtrils and his Dropping Lids, 
T hear him Croak too to the Gaping Council; 
Fiſh for the great Fiſh, take no care for Frogs, 
Cut oft the Poppy-Heads, Sir ; Madam, charm 
the Winds but taſt, the Billows will be ſtill. 

May. But Sir, how comes it you ſhould be thus warm, 
Still puſhing Councils when among your Friends ;: 
Yet at the Court Cautious and cold as Age, 
Your Voice, your Eyes, your Meen ſo different, 
You ſeem to me two Men. 

Guiſe, The Reaſon's plain, 

I ſtart the Judgment right where others drag. *” 
This 1s the Ettect of Equal Elements, 
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And Atoms juſtly pois'd ;- nor ſhould you wonder 
More at the ſtrength.of Body than of Mind ; 
"Tis equally the fame to ſeeme plunge 
Headlong into the Sezyxe all over Arm'd, 
And Plow againſt the Torrent to my point, 
As *"twas to hear my Judgment on the Germans ; 
This: to another Man wou'd be a brag, 
Or at the Court among my Enemies, 
To be as I am here quite off my Guard, 
Would make me ſuch another thing as Gri/lon; 
A blunt, hot, honeſt, downright, valiant Fool. 

May. Yet this you muſt allow a failure in you, 
You love his Neece, and to a Politician, 
All Paſſjon's bane,. but Love dire&ly death. | 

Guiſe. Falſe, falſe, my Mayen, thow'rt but half Guiſe agen;. 
Were ſhe not. ſuch a wondrous Compoſition ; 
A Soul ſo fluſh'd as mine 1s with Ambition, 
Sagacious and ſo niee,. muſt have difdain'd her ; 
But ſhe was made when Nature was in humour, 
As if a Gri//on got her on the Queen, 
Where all the honeſt. Atoms fought:their. way ; 
Took a full Tin&ure of. the Mother's Wit, 
But left the dregs of Wickedneſs behind. | 

May. Have you not told her what we have: in hand: 

' Guiſe. My utmoſt aim has been to hide it from her, 
But there I'm ſhort, by the long Chain of Cauſes 
She has ſcan'd it, juſt as 1t ſhe were my Soul, 
And though I flew about with Circumſtances, 
Denials, Oaths, Improbabiliries ; Ft 
Yet through the Hiſtories of our Lives, ſhe look'd,, 
She ſaw, {he overcame. 

May. Why then, we're all undone. 

Guiſe, Agen you'-err. | 
Chaſt as ſhe is, ſhe wou'd as ſoon give up: 
Her Honour, as betray me to the: King; 
T tell thee, ſhe's the Character of Heaven; 
Such an habitual over-Womanly Goodneſs, 
| She dazles, walks meer Angel upon Earth. 
| But ſee, ſhe comes, call the Cardinal Gui/c, 
While Malicorn attends for. ſome Diſpatches,. 


- 


Pefore: 
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Before I take my farewell of the Court. 
Enter Marmoutire. 


Mar. Ah Guaiſe, you are undone. 
Guiſe. How, Madam ? 
Mar. Loſt, 
Beyond the poſſibility of hope, 
Deſpair, and die. 
Guiſe. You menace deeply Madam, 
And ſhould this come from any Mouth but yours, 


My ſmile ſhould anfwer how t e ruine touch'd me. 


Mar. Why do you leave the Court : 

Guiſe, The Court leaves me. 

Mar. Were there no more but wearineſs of State, 
Or cou'd you like great Scip#o retire, | 
Call Rome ungrateful, and fit down with that ; 
Such inward Gallantry would gain you more 
Than all the fullied Conqueſts you can boaſt ; 
' But Oh, you want that Roman Maſterie ; 
You have too much of the tumultuous times. 
And I muſt mourn the Fate of your Ambition. 

Guifſe. Becauſe the King diſdains my Services, 
Muſt I not let him know I dare begon ? 

What when I feel his Council on my Neck, 
Shall I not caſt *em backward if I can; 
And at his Feet make known their villany 2 


Mar. No Guife, not at his Feet, but on his Head ; 


For there you ſtrike. | 

Guiſe. Madam, you wrong me now; _ 
- For ſtill what-e're ſhall come in Fortunes whirk, 
His Perſon mult be ſafe. 

Mar. I cannot think it. 
However, your laſt words. confeſs too much. 
Conteſs, what need I urge that Evidence, 
Whenevery hour I ſee you Court the Crowd, 
When with the ſhouts of the Rebellious Rabble, 
1 fee you born on ſhoulders to Cabals ; - 
. Where with the Traiterous Council of Sixteen, 

You ſit and Plot the Royal Zexry's Death. 


Cloud ; 


Tie Duke! of GUISE. 
Cloud the Majeſtick Name with Fumes of Wine, - 
Infamous Scrowls, and Treaſonable Verſe ; 
While, on the other fide, the Name of Guz/e, 
By the whole Kennel of the Slaves, is rung, 
Pamphleteers, Balladmongers ſing your Ruine, 
While all the Vermin of the vile Parifans 
Toſs up their greafie Caps where e're you pals, 
And hurl your dirty Glories in your Face. _ 
Guiſe. Can I help this 2 
Mar. By Heaven, I'd Earth my ſelf, 
Rather than live to a& fuch black Ambition : 
But, Sir, you ſeek it with your Smiles and Bows, 
This Side and that Side congeing to the Crowd ; 
You have your Writers too, that cant your Battels, 
That ſtile you the New David, Second Moſes, 
Prop of the Church, Deliverer of the People. 
Thus from the City, as from the Heart they ſpread 
'Thro all the Provinces, alarm the Countries, 
Wheve they run forth in Heaps, bellowing your Wonders, 
"Then cry, The King, the King's a Z7ugonot, : 
And, ſpight of us, will have Navar ſucceed, 
Spight of the Laws, and ſpight of our Religion : 
But we will pull *'em down, down with'em, down. [Fneels; 
Guiſe. Ha, Madam ! Why this Poſture 2 
Mar. Hear me, Str : | 
For, if *tis poſſible, my Lord, I'll move you. 
Look back, return, implore the Royal Mercy, 
Ere 'tis too late, I beg you by theſe Tears, ] 
Theſe Sighs, and by th ambitious Love you bear me ; 
By all the Wounds of your poor groaning Country, 
That bleeds to death, O ſeek the Beſt of Kings, 
Kneel, fling your ſtubborn Body at his Feet : 
Your Pardon ſhall be ſign'd, your Country ſav'd, 
Virgins and Matrons all ſhall fing your Fame, 
And every Babe ſhall bleſs the Gui/e's Name, 
Guiſe. O riſe, thou Image of the Deity ; 
You ſhall prevail, I will do any thing ; 
You have broke the very Gall of my Ambition, 
And all my Powers now float in Peace agen : * 


Be fatisfi'd that I will ke the King, 
"eE C Kneel 
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Kneel to him, ere 1 Journey t6/Champagn, 


And beg a kind Farewell $4; 

Mar. No, no, my Lord ; 7 
I ſee; thro that, you but withdraw a while, - 
To muſter all the Forces that you can, . 
And then rejoyn the Council of Sixteen. 
You muſt not go. "EE 
Guiſe, All the Heads of the League 
Expect me, and I have engag'd my Honour. 


Mar. Would all thoſe Heads were off, fo yours were fav'd. 


Once more, O Guiſe, the weeping Marmontire 

Entreats you donot Fo. , Wha: 
Guiſe. Is't poſſible 

That Guiſe ſhould fay, in this he muſt refuſe you 
Mar. Go then, my Lord. T late receiv'd a Letter 

From one at Court, who tells me the Kg Toves me: 

Read it , there is no more than what you hear. 

[ have Jewels offter'd too, perhaps may take 'em : 

And if you go from Parzs, Tll ro Court. 

Guiſe. But, Madam, T have often heard you fay, 

You lov'd not Courts. 

Mar. Perhaps I have ehangd my Mand : 

Nothing as yet could draw 'me, but a King, 

And fuch a King, ſo Good, fo Faſt, ſo Grear, 

That at his Birth the Heavenly Council paus'd, 

And then at laſt cry'd out, This is a Man. 
Guiſe. Come, 'tis but Counterfeit ; you dare not £0. 
Mar. Go to your Government, and try. 

Guiſe, I will, 
Mar. Then Fll to Court, nay, to the Kmg. 
Guiſe. By Heaven 

[ ſwear, you cannot, ſhall not, dare not fee him. 

Mar. By Heaven I can, T dare, nay, and 1 will: 

And notiing but your Stay ſhall hinder me; 

For now, methinks, I long fort. 

Guiſe. Poſſible ! 
Mar. Tl give you yet a little time to think: 

But 1f I hear you go to take your leave, 

Fil meet you there, before the Throne I'll ſtand, 

Nay, you ſhall ſee me kneel, and kiſshis Hand. 


[Extt. | 
Guiſe. 
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Guiſe, Furies and Hell! She does but try me © Ha! 
This is the Mother-Queen and E/pernoy, 

Abbot Delbene, Alphonſs Corſa too, 

All packt to plot, and turn-me into Madneſs. [Reading the Letter. 


. Enter Cardinal Guiſe, Duke of Mayen, Malicorn, &c.- 


Ha ! can it be / Madam, the King loves you. [Rrath, 

But Vengeance 1 will have ; to pieces, thus, So 

To pieces with 'em all. {Tears thi" Letter. 
Card. Speak lower. wat MW 
Gaiſe, No ; 


By all the Torments of this galling Paſſion, 
['ll hollow the Revenge I vow, ſo loud, 
My Father's Ghoſt ſhall hear me'up to Heaven. 
Card, Contain your ſelf; this Outrage will undo us. 
Guiſe. All things are ripe, and Love new points their Ruine. 
Ha ! my good Lords, what if the murdring Council 
Were in our Power, ſhould they eſcape our Juſtice ? 
I ſee by each Mans laying of his Hand , 
Upon his Sword, you ſwear the like Revenge. -- 
For me, I wiſh that mine may both rot off——— 
Card. No more, 
May. The Council of Sixteen attend you. 
Guiſe, I g0—— That Vermin may devour my Limbs, 
That F may die like the late puling Francis, 
Under the Barbers Hands, Impoſthumes choak me, 
It while alive I ceaſe to chew their Ruine ; 
Alphonſo Corſo, Grillon, Prieſt, together, 
To hang 'em in Effigie, nay, to tread, Saks 
Drag, ſtamp, and grind 'em, after they are dead, [Excunt 


> ——— 


ACT Il. SCENE I. 
| Enter Queen-Mother, Allot Delbene, Polio. 074 


Q.M. P*Y mark the Form. of the Conſpiracy ; 
Guiſe gives it:out he ag to Chanpags, 
WIE 2 k 


But 
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But lurks indeed-at: Logny, hard by Pars, 
Where every Hour wy ct and gives Inſtructions... 
Mean time the Council of Sixteen aſſure him 
They have Twenty thouſand Citizens in. Arms.. 
Is it not ſo, Polix ? 
Pol. True, on my. Life; 
And if the King doubts the Diſcovery, 
Send me to the Baſtzle till all be prov'd. | 
- N, M.Call Colonel Grillon,the King would ſpeak with him. [Zx:# 
+ Abbot. Was ever Age like this? Polin, 
Q.M. Polin is honeſt : 
: Befide, the whole Proceeding is fo like 
The hair-brain'd Rout, I gueſs'd as much before. 
Know then, it is reſolv'd to ſeize the King, 
When next he goes in Penitential Weeds, 
Among the Friars,. without his uſual Guards ;. 
Then,.under ſhew of Popular Sedition, 
For Safety, ſhut him in a Monaſtery, 
And facrifice his Favourites to their Rage. 
Abbot. When is this Council to be held again? 
Q.M; Immediately upon the Duke's departure. . \ 
Abbot, Why ſends-not then the King fufficient Guards, 
To ſeiſe the Fiends, and hew 'em into pieces? 
Q.M, "Tis in appearance ecafie, but th' Effet 
Moſt hazardous ; for ſtraight, upon th' Alarm, 
The City would be ſure to-be in Arms: . 
Therefore to undertake, and not to compats, 
Were to come off with Ruine and Diſhonour. 
You know tl /:alian Proverb, Biſogna Coprierſt :. 
He that will venture on a Hornets Neſt, 
Should Arm his Head; and Buckler well his Breaſt: 
Abbot. But wherefore ſeems the King ſo unreſolv'd 2- 
2; M. I brought Polin, and made the Demonſtration, 
Told him Necellity cry'd out to take 
A Reſolution to preſerve his Life, 
And look on Guzſe as a reclaimleſs Rebel, 
But thro the Natural Sweetneſs of his Temper, 
And:dangerous Mercy, coldly he reply'd, 
Madam, I will confider. what you fay:. 
 &blot;. Xebalter all}could we but fix lum.. 


-» 


The Dils of CWT SE. 


R; M.. Right, 
The Buſineſs were: more firm'for: 
For Nobleſt Natures, tho:they fie long; 


But ſee, he comes, A/phoyſo. Corfo. with him gu-! 11/4 


1] 
Let us withdraw, and when twin; bn as /e-aronin v! | 


Enter King, Alphonſo C Corſo. 


King. Alphonſo Corſo... 
Alph, Sir. 
Xing, I think thou-lov'ſt me; 
Abb. More than my Life. 
Xing. That's much; yet.I believe thee: 
M y Mother has the F ment'of the World; 
And all things move by That 2 but, my A4/phon(s;. 
She: has a Cruel Wit. ; - þ 4 
> h, The Provocation; SIE. 
| . I know it well : 
But f thou dſt have my Heart within thy.Hand,; 
All Conjurations blot the Name of Kings. © + 
What Honours, Intereſt, were the World to buy him;. 
Shall make a Brave Man ſmile, and do. a Murder. 2 
Therefore I hate the Memory of Brutus, 
I mean the latter, ſo cry'd up in Story. 
Ceſar did il}, but did it in the Sun, . 
And foremoſt in the Field ;. but ſneaking Brutas, 
Whom none but Cowards and white-liver'd Knaves: 
Would dare commend, lagging behind his Fellows,. 
His Dagger in his Boſom, ſtabb'd his Father. | 
This is a Blot which 7allyis Eloquence ; . . 
Could ne're wipe off, tho the "witches Man- 
Makes bold to call thoſe Traytors, Men Divine: 
Alph.- Tully was-wiſe, but wanted Conſtancy.. 


Enter Queen-Mother, Abbot Delbene 


2M. Good-even, Sir';:'tis juſt the time you .order d. 


Fo wait:on'your Decrees:. 
King. Oh; Madam 


_ ] {! 1 
When once provok'd, they turn the Face to: Danger. *: | 


e2,939] 31 
| Exeunt; 


_ Call Gri//on in, all that I beg you now, 


by The. Dikt f GWHSE: 
Q. M. Sir. "6 di 
Xing, Oh Mother, butUcannotimake it way; | + 


Chaos and Shades, 'tis huddFd-up'in Night: 


Q. M. Speak then;for Speech ismorning to the Ming, 
It ſpreads the Beautious Images abroad, RF 09 
Whickelſe lie furFd:and: elouded/in the Soul! . 


King. You would Embark me in a Sea of Blood. 
Q_ M. You ſee the PhotidireFly on' your Perſon ; 
But give it ore, I did but ſtate the Caſe. 
Take G«iſe into your Heart, and drive your Friends, - 
Let Knaves in Shops preſcribe you how to ſway, 4:0 
And when they read your Acts withitheir/vile Breath, 
Proclaim aloud, they like not this or thar;-- DÞR 
Then in a drove come Lowing)to. the .Zowwre, 
And cry they'l have it mended, that they |will ; 
Or you ſhall be no-King. 611 4 
King. "Tis trae, the People 
Nere know a Mean, when once they .get the Power + 
But O, if the Deſign we lay ſhould fail, - 
Better the Traytors never ſhould be touchi'd, 
If Execution cries not out *tis done. 71 
Q. M. No Sir ; you cannot fear the-ſure Deſign; 
But I have liv'd too long, fince my own! 
Dares not Confide in her that gave bim Being. 
 #ing. Stay Madam, ſtay, come bark, forgive my fears; 
Where all our thoughts ſhould creeplike deepeſt $, 
Know then I hate aſpiring, G«i/e to Death, 
Whor'd Margerite, Plots'upon my life, - 
And ſhall I not Revenge ? 
Q. M. Why this is Harry; 
Harry at Moncontour, when in his Bloom 
He ſaw the Admiral Col/ligny's Back. oe 
King. O this Whale 'Gui/e, with all rhe [Lorain Fry, 
Might I but view him after his Plots and Plunges, 
Strook on thoſe Cowring Shallows that await him. 
This were a Florexce  Maſter-picce: indeed. 
Q. M. He comes to'take his leave. 
- King, Then for' Champagn; | 
But lies 1a wait till Parts is in Arms. 


AS Urns that never blat PL - Spoimghul 
2. M. Doubt not your-Friends; - . ** > 


Love 'em, and then you need' not fear your Foes. 


= __ Enter Griffon. of 


King. Welcome my Honeſt-Man, my old try'd Friend. © 


Why doſt thou flye me Gr:/ov, and Retire? 
Grill. Rather let me demand your Majeſty, - 


Why fly you from your ſelf >-P've heard you/fay, 
You'd Arm againſt the League, why do you nots# 


The Thoughts of ſuch;as.you;, are Starts Divine, 


And when you mould with ſecond Caſt the Spirit, 


The Air, the Life, i che Golden Vapour's gone. 


King. Soft, my OldFriend, .Gzife Plots upon my life, 


Polin ſhall tell thee more ; haſt thou not heard 
Th unſuficrable Aﬀronts he daily 'offers, 
War without Treaſure on the Z7ugonors, 
While I am forc'd againſt my bent of. Soul, 
Againſt all Laws, all Cuſtom; Right, 
To caſt Navar from the. Imperial: Line! : *' 


Grill. Whry do youSir2 Death, let me tell the Traytor? 
King. Peace, Guiſe is goingto his Government ; 


You are his Foe of Old: Go to him Gr:/ox; 

Viſit him as from me, to'be Employ'd - 
In this great War againſt the Zugonots ; 
And pyethee tell him roundly of his Faults ; 
No farther, Honeſt Gr2/loz. 

Grill. Shall I fight him 2. 

King. I charge thee not. 

Grill, If he provokes me, ſtrike him» 
Youl Grant me that ?- 

King, Not fo, my Honeſt Souldier. 
Yet ſpeak to him. 

Grill. I will by Heav'n to th purpoſe, 
And if he force a beating, who can help it: 


King, Follow Alphonſo, when'the ftorm is up, 


Call me to part 'em. ' 
Q. M. Grilloy, to ask him Pardon, 


 #Di&FEUISE 


Is to be huſh'd upon'the Corfalcurionzs tw et nv) 22s HV 


Sneeeſlion,- 


[F*#. Grill, 


Will 


16 The-Dakr of GI-LSE. 

Will let Gaiſe know, we are:#9t'itr:the Dark. 
King. You hit the Judgment ; yet, Oiyet,, ns more, 

Something upon my heart, aftar; theſe - ane: ſels;:: -/{-: 11 

So ſoft, and ſounwoxthy -to be nam'd. | 
Q. M. They ſay that Grillox's Niece is come to Court, N 

And means to kiſs Your Hand., [ Exi$. Q. Mother. 
King. Could I but hope it 

O my Dear Father pardonme, this, 7 oi open}; 

And then enjoyn me all that Man can ſuffer; 

But ſure the Powers above will take our Tears | 

For ſuch a nll; HOVe 1 is fo like themſelves. - ,,  ,, [Excunt. 


Scenes 2. A he: — EY 


Enter Guile attended with his Family, Marmoutire meeting him 
New Dreft, attended, &c. 


Guiſe. Furieg, | ſhe keeps her Word, and Iam loſt ; 

Yet let not thy Ambition ſhew it to her, 

For after all ſhe does .it but to try me, 

And foil my vow Deſign : Madam, I ſee 

You're come to Court ; the Robes you wear become you, 

Your Air, your Meen, your Charms, your every Grace, 

Will Kill at leaſt your thouſand in a day. 

Mar. What, a whole day, and kill = one poor thouſand 2 

An hour you mean, and in that hour ten thouſand > 

Yes, I wou'd make with every Glance a Murder. 

Mend me this Curle. a 
Guiſe. Woman ! | 
Mar. You ſee, my Lord, 

I have my Followers, like you: I ſwear 

The Court's a Heav'nly Place ; but Omy Heart, 

I know not why that ſigh ſhould come uncall'd ; 

Perhaps 'twas for your going, . yet I ſwear 

I never was ſo mov'd, O Guiſe, as now ; 

Juſt as you enter'd, when from yonder Window 

I faw the King. 

: Guiſe. Woman, all over Woman, 


The World confeſſes, Madam, ZZenry's Form 


Is Won and Majeſtick. 
Aar. 


IS." 


Tho Dab TGV 1S __ 


i id freak himb ry alk. HT 
e extort oo) y; ( 3c LEW 1 4 W 
Guiſe. Prieſt Co eye . 


of 
91D T2303 4 Y 
yoke. W 164: 1 
-—__"— it has vor of 
« before yougo, : f oc 22.1 <0 


e:Irmm fun 1 5 L2H Jus) iv 


Guiſe. Dea SS the Devil 1. ; 


Yim0 9m 35) I 2f1 ITY Cc 
Mar. But fince that cannot be. le take Tan owl 1 9087 413" 350 
Of you, my Lord, Heav'n grant. your Journey ſafe. - no 
Farwell once more.. Not ſtir? , Does this become You #: tie Oy 
Does your Ambition. (ell inf: "em, prat  2oms: noel 
Jealouſie by this Lig proud Gaiſe, ods adam oT 
I tell you, youre = A. the Grace, -. SST 
But I will carry't, Sir, to thoſ —_ | qt1* 
And rooage- you to the Curſe by BoſomWar: £4 e 
. Is this the Heavenly 2 02,1240 | nv 
Gu Devil, Devil, as. are all;.. aigel Jon 950 = 1 bnuo?. 
Tis true, at firſt ſheca ONT Healy Form, - 23 3995 OL 
But now Ambition ſets her on her:H _ 


Mar. 1 ſee, my Lord; you arscome totake. 
And were it not. to give the 
I would oblige you,, Sir 
To lead me 


[ 
-» T I a 


= &s 
C y -_ . ” 


By Hell, I ſee the Cloyen Mark upo m_ He ry 28% zi 
Ha! Gr:i/ox here! ſome New:Cour-Trick upon me, 4 0113 nict OL 
DOT () 10 908K; Oh: 1 LT 41, 
Eyeer Grillon, | TISTMI e/ 9316381 d alt 7 JOY: 
"p10 Ts 4 WAS AV 
Grid. Sir, Thave buſinef for your Ear. 
Guiſe. Retire. ney bis ome 


Grill. 'The King, my Lord, commanded me © fl | Wait, yow, 1. 
Saucy {DIL IYL | LY 
Still fog me with New Honours, but none greater - FAY 
Than this, the laſt. | 


Grill. There is one greater nts _ bs = | Cling zi 29 
Your High Commiſion Eee the Hugonots "x \ *e7fl} 
I and my Family ſhall rnd Wi ; Ye Is 30 Tov mens 1239561 
And will be Glorious Work. "I =. i _ 
' Gaiſe, If you meth... ei 0d nt cock 
There muſt be ABR doi 2: bn: adoitbns alege- exo 

'* . Girll, O, your] "Pardon, Sir, . ey 2 TIE Der 
= bur a Sripling in the "Trade of wes >. 2 
ut 


«a 


-— Fr, ee ec <a rm A er OO SI 
= 


is TVeDiivef E = 


| What will not youu wi 


———_ _ LCC =_ GE tr _ OT RR. "1 << cowmugy N - 
; - = . 


But you, whoſe LI wh T— con 


You, ths ware Re non e300 
That, with's md 
To Horſe, and fla rene on I 
Guiſe. Let me rn ws C—_ if Fi A 
y'- But, Sir, fince I mult make at a Figs 
Ta this great Buſineſs, gt me underſtand” 
What 'tis you means; avid why en king 
Upon fo dangerous ar Expedition. | 
Guiſe. Sir, intend the Greatneſs of the King 
The Greatneſs of all Frawee, ' Whantit iniports 
To make their Arms'thet# Buſinels,” Ain, ai Glory, | 
And where ſo proper, upon thoſe. Rebels - | 
That covered all the State with Bl6od'and Death 2 
Grill. Stor'd Arſenals arid Armories; Fields of Horte, 
Ordnance, Munition, and the Nerve of 'War, 


Sound Infantry, not Harraſsd's "7 x07 

To meet the fierce Navy, ſhoult $yry 
Guiſe, 1 find, my Lord; "the. Se, oe «arm 

Therefore, thus much, have 


.To join the Holy Lexgite' Mthis gredt mm , 


In which no place of Office, or Command, 
Not of the Greateſt, ſhall beBoupht-oxfold ; 
Whereas too Honours often are Conferr'd 
On Soldiers, and no Soulkters: This Man Knighted 
Beeauſe he >a Troop before his Dinner, rap 
An RAN «A Ae _ 
I will have Arid: Examninazion made” © _ 
Betwixt the Meritorious and the Baſe. 

Grill. You have Moutttdit bravely, and there is no 4 An 
Your Deeds would anfwwer well your haughty Words; . 


. Yetlet metell you, Sir, there is a Man; 


Curſe on the Hearts that hate him, that wou'd better, 
Better than you, or all your puffY Race, 
That better would become the Great Battalion ; 


| That when he Shines in Arms, and Suns the Field, 


Moves, Speaks, and Fights, and is himſelf aWar. 
Guiſe. Your Idol, Sir, your Man the Great Navarr $f 
But yet, | 


Grill. 


Tir Duks PG UISE: 

Grill. No Yet, my Lord of Gwiſe, no Yet ; 

By Arms, I bar -you'\that 5 F-iwear;- No Vet? 
For never was like, nor ſhall again, 
Tho? voted from his Right by: your Qursd League. 

Guiſe, Judge not too 
But look at home... 

Grill. Ha | dart Gas juſtifie- 
Thoſe Villains' * 

Guiſe. Te not juſtify a Villain; ;3:u}, 
More than your ſelf ; but if you thus procced, - 
If every heated Breath can puff aways |: 
On each ſurmiſe, the Lives of Free-born People, | 
What need that Awful General Convocation, 
The Aſſembly of the States 2 Nay kt Re rg, 
If thus they villifie the; Holy 144 af 
What may their Heads 

Grill, What, if I cou'd, 

They thould be certain of, whole Piles of Fire. 

Guile Collonel, *tis ver ay well I know your Nind, 
Which, without fear, or flattery to your _ 

Fletell the King, and then, with CO 
Proclaim it for a warnin to our 

Grill. Come, you're gy bages 0 your (elf aids; 
A Traytor. 

Guiſe. Thou a---hot old Hair-brain'd Fool. = 
Grill. You were Complotter with the Culed Legs, 

The black Abettor of. our Zarry's Death, | : 
Guiſe, "Tis falſe. 
Grill. "Tis true, as thon art Jouble-hearted : 
* Thou double Traytor, to Confpire fo. baſely, 
And when found out, morebaſely to deny't. 


R 


Guiſe, OGracious Harry, let me found thy Naniws | WA. | 


Leſt this old ruſt of War, his knotty I 
Should raiſe me to.extreames. 
Grill, If thouw'rt a-Man, 
That did'ſt refuſe the Challenge of Never, £16) 
Come forth; 7oRE 
Guiſe. Go on, ſince thov'rt reſolv'd on Death, 
Tle follow thee, and rid thy ſhaking Soul. 


D z 


.of EY Ae - 
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75 Tit bkd PQ UTEET 
:1Y on qv lo 5rodfdiym 97 oO * 
Enter King, Quetzn:Morher,; AlphodſoyAbbot, — baply A. ge 
ISP; {811} YO! O67 ert 23# 19VoH 107! 
But fee, the King"lfcorntouruin "bHlegy 25! 2id mot bajo for) 
Therefore go tellohirr; tell thiwh}cown\Grory. Tonoght], vvwv 
King. Ha, Colonel, is this your Friendly viſit>mo:i » ool 31. 
Tell me the truth, how _p_—_— this diſorder #117) | os.) 
Thoſe ruftl'd Hands, red Looks, and port of _ ap 
Grill. 1 told him, Sir, ſince Vourialli novel! it'fo,: MIO 
He was the, Authoriofthe Rebel League;::3 ; 115k $690" | nail 5100, 
Therefore a Traytor, and 4: Murdeveps:: , 1591. bozo 44: 
Xing. Is't poſlibteq05”7 mic 091 to bi ld ole oivetts roc 
Guiſe. No He. ng Sir, no matter; -'! ) It ard. hae | 45] 
A few_hot words, no: more:upon aiy:Lis 7 03 36 0, \; © 
The old Man row2'd, and hoon os: HUT IN Aids 
So if your Majeſty will do me Honblizgjzo 55 toe ern nhl 
I do beſeech you let the buſineſs die. iro UT OE TO 
King. Grillon, ſubmit! your {AE 'and- as = 'pardon. 
_ Pardo! mes; 'Veannot: dok!l ir 7:9 
King.. Where ax6the'Guards? Ut al 40.22 746 
Guiſe. Hold, Sir; ene: Cotonell is ask Pardon bane [9-23 


This Souldierly Embrace makes-ipithe breach i; 


We will be ſorry]'Sit;!foroneamather.s! « 


Gril/. My Lord, I know not what to anſwer you, x A 
I'm friends, andT am nor; Tand/fofarewell;o :51l-r 97 [Exe 
King. YowIaivelyouwOmltrs;}: yeribeforpryad wy Wo 1 Aw 
Take Jo Embrace :. I courviyattormy. Frienth 1013297. 21:1! +, 
Tho! Grillon wou'd not. Mc eat” -» Nags 


Guiſe, 1 thank you; : 68 my*Kriees) : : ; MONT 26 2012 POET NG 
And ſtill while Life nepooes will rake ftridcare1oluwol 7 


To juſtify my Loyalty-to.Four Petfon] 911 1900 b1:10t 97 oY 
Q: M. ban Fw kh ge lock Four wp. Jon Oo 5 

_ Man, I ſeeeven to x Spe his:Sopk 7 1-7} Heblo. 2:3 {to 1 

And; Madam, I muſt ſay the G«i/e has-Beauties, ©: -: © ;: 


But they are ſet in Night, and: foul Deſignet: Me. 51 0 x 

He was my Friend when young; | und-ptibe Decillu1; 93: fbib 181% 
Abbot. Mark'd you his hollow accents at the parting3t: Oo} 96000) 
2: M:. Graves in: YH Safes 1 31 TY {+ 950M 30 ON ig 
Xing. Death: in his bloodleſs Hands: 2/1 bo: oorls ge tin LN 


© Marmortiere | now I will haſte to. meet thee; 


Lo arains Tlie: 


' 


The Di of G > 


The Face of Beauty, on this Ts Heroes, 


Looks like the {Nenedars. 
It gilds the dark deſign that ſtays hy 
And drives the Shades that thi o wo! ;- EPO 
Aft Tok IAC IIVY: Yate p A 


' " : 
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ACT IL SCENE 1. 


" Enter, Giillon and Polin. | 


Grill, Ave then this Pivus'Councili'sf Sixt6en 
Scented your late Diſcovery of the Plot > 
Pol. Not as from. me, for ftilT kennel with them; ©: 

And bark as loud as the moſt deep-mputh'd Traytor,”” * 
Againſt the King, his Government IDIOT; -2 10 ef95221 25000 
Whereon immediately there runs a Cry TOO 2902 09079 
Of, Seize him onthe next Proceſioh; feiſs him, OTH. eINIOE 
And clap the Chiþperick in a Monaſtry ;\ , "> 10 SRI SDA 
Thus it was fixt, as I before diſcover'd': « Þ! - 
But when, againſt his Cuſtom, they peredi hi OLD. 
The King ablenced ſtreigkir fir Rebels thee, | bs 100 0 NIN = 
And roar'd, the were! und I * De bn | 


Grill. O, tis like *erm,”®"* For! £7, ER 
Tis like their Mungrel S6ut#"Refh Mk we Faphinb) NIC 
And they will worry Royalty to Deat th: © 0910009 2 INF 52.04 
But if ſome crabbed Virtue t urn, and' rel erty," O19 nv ok 
Mark me, they'run; ' arid'y ly, and dlapt ir 'Fajk; . 

Like Curs, betwixt their Legs ind. howl tor" Merey:) 0.U9T 10 


Pol. But Malicorn, ga ciouF- 5n- the dr BA I} - SH 
Cry'd, Call the ear Fe SH bins; 417167 cioge 


Add yet to this, to GEN en NP EQ 22 A 3-7 110 bi 
The Gai/e my Maſter will ESE h 


I co canutioT 2oivigdl 
For, on bare gueſsof* what has'bee'?& 7 i m9" Ol. , 
He win d a fle ry if "ON * *Y vo Of 
Yet pi t of a ' Jtor's, MOT go " £0 | 
Cou'd urge,they ſunk their i Nl Fe; FC 
But Gn Y COms.. ATTY RNPUING TI VÞY 2c NICO 

| . L v8 4 Chi. NIN. 2 4 | DIY.EC ſy if th - Fe \ + 
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Enter 'Sheriffe with the" Poputace. 


Grill, Away, T'le have amongſt 'em; _ 

Fly to the King , warn him of G=j/es coming, 

Thathe may ſtraight diſpatch his ſtric> Commands 

To ſtop him. | 
T. Sher. Nay, this is Colonel Grillon, 

The Blunderbuſs o'th'-Court, away, away, 

He carries Ammunition in his Face. | 

. _. Grill. Hark you my. Eriends, if you are not in haſte, 
Becauſe you are the Pillars of the City, 

I wou'd inform you of a Genetal Rune, FA 
2. Sher. Ruine to the City ! taarry, Heaven -forbid ! 
Grill. Amen, I fay ; for look. you, I'm your Friend : 

'Tis blown about you've plotted on the King, 

To ſeize him, if not Fill tum.; for who knows, 

When once your Conſcience yields, how far "twill ſtretch ; 

Next, quite to daſh your firmeſt hopes in pieces, 

The Duke of Guiſe is dead. 

I. Sher. Dead, Colonel / 
2. Sher. Undone, undone / 
' Grill. The World cannot redeem you; 

For what, Sirs, if the King, provok'd at laſt, 

Should joyn the Spaniard, and ſhow fire your City, 

Paris your Head, but a moſt Venemous one, 

Which muſt be blooded? 

- I. Sher. Blooded, Colonel ! ; 

© Grill, Ay, blooded, thou moſt Infamous Magiſtrate, 

Or you will blood the King, and burn the Zowvre; 

But ere that be, fall million miſcreant Souls, _ - ef 

Such Earth-born minds as yours ; for, mark me, Slaves, - 


| Did you not Ages paſt conſign your Lives, 
' Liberties, Fortunes, to Imperial | 


Made 'em the Guardiansof your ſickly Years, 
And now your grown up;to a Boobies Greatnefs, | 
What, wou'd you wralf oe ne from his Hand 2 
. Now, by the Majeſtis 'of Kings I ſwear, 
You ſhall as ſoon beſav'd for packing Juries. _ 

. I. Sher. Why, Sir, mayn't Citizens beſav'd ? 


Grill, 


The Dks of G UISEL. 
Grill. Yes, Sir, 
From drowning, to be | Iniyfie;.broke o'th' Wheel. 
x. Sher. Colonel, you w__ us plain. 
Grill. A Plague confound you, 
Why ſhould I not ? what is there in ſuch Raskals 
Should make me hide my Thought, or hold my tongue 2 
Now, in the Devils name, what make'you here, 
Dawbing the inſide of the Court like Snails, 
Sliming our Walls, and pricki = you Horns 2 
To hear, I warrant, what the 
And what the Cabinet-Council,, 


to thi City 
To ſpread your monſtrous Lyes, and ſow Sedition ? 
Wild-fire choak y you, 

r. Sher. Well, welt think of this, 
And ſo we take our leaves ? . 

Grill, Nay, ſtay, my Maſters ; 
For I'm a thinking now juſt whereabouts 


Grow the two talleſt Trees in Ardex Foreſt. 
I. Sher. For what, pray Colonel, if wemaybe fo.bold? 
Grill. Why to bag Y: you: upon the higheſt:Branches; 

Fore-God it will be fo ; and I ſhall laugh 

To ſee you dangling to and fro ih? Au, | 

With the honeſt Crows pecking your: Fraytors Limbs, 
All. Good Colonel! 

Grill, Good Rats, my precious Vermin, 

You moving Dirt, you rank ſtark Muck o '&h' World, 

You Oven-Bats, you things ſo far from Souls, - 

Like Dogs, you're out of Providence's reach, 

And only fit for hanging ; but -beigone, 

And think of Plunder You rightElder Sheriff, 

WhoCarv'd our Henry's Image ona Table, 

At your Club-Feafſt, and after ſtabb'dit O—__ ! 

x. Sher. Mercy, good Colonel, 

Gr4/]. Run with your Noſe to Earth, 

Run Blaod-hound, run, and ſcent out Roy al Murder. 

You ſecond Rogue, but equal to the firſt, 

Plunder, Go hang. , nay take your tackling with you, 
For theſe ſhall hold you faſh, E As Slaves thall hang you 

To the mid Region in theSun; + 

TR; be —_ Vipers, Aﬀps, and Adders. 1 


Exenut Sherifh 
and People. 


PRETTY wan 


1: | | Enter Malicorn.”'! 
X £13515 208 Eft OT 

Ha, but here comes a Fiend that ſoars above; 

A Prince o'th' Air; that ſets the Mud a 4 
Mal. Collonel; x word! io ©. 

Grill. I hold no fpeechuwith Villains... "1 ! 54+ n | 

Mal. But, Sir, it may;tonecerg/your; Fame and Safety TT rn Cl 

Gril. No matter, I-had rather die traduc'd,': ,- 1:7 11 75 
Than live by ſuch a Villains help as thine. [: 

Mal. Hate then the Traytor, -but _ love po = Treaſon, 

Gril, Why, aremot-you'a.. Vallaan Z &5: 1; 

Mal. *Tis confeſsd. ne 

Grill. Then in the Name of-all: thy: Brothier Devits 
What wou'dſt thou have withme ? | 

Mal. T1 know you're honeſt, Ms 
Therefore it is my buſineſsto diſturb you. i // ©! 34; 

Grill. ow God Ile beat thee, if thou. aegd me farther. 

. * Mal. Why tho! you ſhou'd, yet .if you hear me after, - 

The Ade I ſhall take in your VEXation, - 

Will heal my Bruiſes. 

Grill. Wert thou definite Rogue, 

Ffaith, T think thatI ſhouldgive thee hearing ; 

But ſuch a boundleſs Villany as thine, | 

Admits no Patience. - 

Mal. Your Niece 1s come to Court, 

And yields her Honour to our Zexry's Bed. '; 
Grill, Thou lyſt, damn'd. Villain, [Strikes bim. 
Mal. So, why this I look'd. for: | ot an GAA 

But yet I ſwear by Hell, andmy Revenge, 

"Tis true as you have wrong'd me. 

Grill. Wrong 'd thee, Vilkin!.:!. . | 
And name Revenge! O wer't thou Grillox's Match 
And worthy of my Sword, I: ſwear by this: 

One had been paſt an Oath:; but: thou rt'a Worm, 

And if I tread thee dar'ſt not turn again. 

Mal.” Tis falle;: Tdarelife:you, but cannot aft; 
There is no foree. in this Enervate Arm. 
Grp T-wasxere bqrn, Curſe on my. Stars, 1 

t by ſome dotard.jn his pithle6 Years,” -. 
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And ſent a wither'd Saplin to the world. 
Yet I've Brain, and there 1s my Revenge;  - - 
Therefore I fay agen theſe Eyes-haveſcen - F 
Thy Blood at Court bright as a Summers Morn, 
When all the Heaven is ſtreaked with dappld Fires, 
And fleck'd with Bluſhes like-a rifl'd. Maid ; 
Nay, by the Gleamy Fires that melted from her 
Faſt Sighs and Snules, ſwoln Lips and heaving Breaſts, 
My Soul prelages Henry has enjoy'd her. 

Grill. Again thou Iy'{t; and I will crumble thee, 
Thou bottl'd Spider, into thy Prmutive, Earth, 
Unleſs thou ſwear thy, very Thought's a Lye. 

Mal. T ſtand in Adamant ,.and thus defie thee ; 

Nay draw, and with the edge betwixt my Lips, 
Even while thourak'ft it through my Teeth, Ile ſwear 
All I have faid is true, as thou art honeſt, 
Or I a Villain. 

Grill. Damn'd infamous Wretch, 
So much below my ſcorn, I dare not kill thee : 
And yet ſo much my hate, that I muſt fear thee, 
For ſhould it be as thou haſt ſaid,” not all 
The Trophies of my Lawrell'd Honeſty 
Shou'd bar me from forſaking this bad World, 
And never draw my Sword for Zexry.more. 

Mal. Ha , *tis well, and.now I am Reveng'd. 
I was in hopes thou would'ſt have utter” Treaſon, 
And forfeited thy Head to, pay me fully. 

Grill. Haſt thou Compated fors Leaſe of Years 
With Hell, that thus thou venturſhto.provoke me? - 


Mal. Perhaps I have:( How right the Blockhead hits.) | 


Yet more to rack thy Heart, and break thy Brain, 
Thy Niece has been, before the Gai 5 Miftrrs, 
Grill. Hell-hound, avant. --, 17» 
Mal. Forgive m - honeſt meaning. 
Grill. "Tis hatch'd-beneath, a Plot __ mine honour, 
And thus he lays his Baits to-Catch: my' Soul : 
Ha ! but the Preſence Opens, who;comes here / 


By Heaven my Niece, led by: 4/phoyſoi Corſo! 
Ha, Malicorn | ist fi Ss Ln nee ! 
Tis plain, and I in Jullify tying, ROAR i 


Þ;; 


[ Ext. 


Have 
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Have done the Devil wrong. 
Alph. Madam, the | 
Pleaſe you to fit, will inſtantly attend you. 
Grill, Death, Hell,and Furies !ha, ſhe comesto ſeok him, 
O Proſtitute, andon her prodigal Fleſh 


She has laviſh'd all the Diamonds of the Gur/e 


To ſet her off, and fell her to the King. 
Mar. O Heavens! didever Virgin yet attempt 
An Enterpriſe like mine? I that refolv'd 
Never to kave thoſe dear delightful Shades, 
But at the little part that Nature gave me, 
On the Green Carpets of ſome guzttleſs Grove, 
And having finiſh'd it forfake the World, 
Unleſs ſometimes my Heart might entertain 
Some ſmall remembrance of the raking Gn//c - 
But that far, far from any dark'ning Thought, 
To Cloud my Honour, or Eclipſe my Virtue. 
Grill, Thouly'ſt, and it thou hadft not glanc' aſide, 
And ſpy'd me coming, | had had it alt. 
Mar. By Heav'n, by all that's good —— 
Grill. Thou haſt loſt thy Honour, : 
Give me thy Hand, this Handby which 1 caughe thee 
From the bold Ruffan in the Maikere, 
That would have {tain'd'thy almoſt Infant Honour, 
With Luſt, and Blood, thou remember 1t > 
Mar. Ido, and bleſs the Godlike Arm that fiv'd me: 
Gril. 'Tisfalſe, thou haſt forgot my generous Action ; 
And now thou laugh'ſt ro how thou haft cheated, 
For all his kindneſs, this old _ Foot. 
Mar, Forbid it Heaven ! 
Gri/l. But oh that rhou hadſt dy'd 
Ten thouſand Deaths, ere blaſted Griilor's Glory, 
Grilon that fav'd thee from a barbarons World, 
Where thou hadſt ſtarv'd, or ſold thy ſelf for Bread, 
Took thee into his Boſom, foſter 'd thee 
AS his own Soul, and hap'd thee in his Feart-ftrings 
And-now, for all my Cares, to ferye me thus ! 
O 'tis too much ye Powers? double Confufion 
On all my Wars ; and oh, out, ſhame upon thee, . 
It wrings the 7ears from Grillows Iron Efeart, 


And melts me to a Babe, 
Mar. Sir, Father, hear me; E 
I come to Court, to ſave the Life of Bath. 
Gri4, And proſtitute thy Honour to the King, 
Mar. I have look' 1 per aps, too nicely for my Sex, 
tans the cark Am —_— et 
to advance ths erous tion, 
I liſtn'd to the Love of daring Guſe, 
Grill. By Arms, by Honeſty, I ſwear thou lov'it hun, 
Mar, By Heav'n, that gave thoſe-Armsſucceſs, I ſwear 
I do not, «s youthink, but take it all} ; > 
I've heard the Gaiſe, not withan $ temper, 
Something beyond tha tenderneſs of pity, 
And yet, not Loye, E.G 1001 8 
Now, by the Powers that:fram'd me, ; this isall ; 

Nor ſhould the World have wr this cloſe Conſellion, 
But to rebate your jealouſie of Honour, y | 
Grill, | knaw not what to ſay, nor what to thiak ; 
There's Heaven till in thy Voice, but that's « Sign 
Virtue's Ceparting, tor thy better-Angel 

0 
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Still makes the Womans Tongue his riſing Ground, 
Wags there a while, and takes hisflight for ever. - 


Mar. You muſt not go, 
Grill, Tho! I haveReaſon plain 
As day, to judge thee falſe, I think thee true: 
By Heaven, methinks I.ſee a Glory round theeg.+ _ --,. - 
There's ſomething ſays thou wilt not Joſe thy Hanour 1 
Death, and the Devil, that's my own Honeſty; 
"= fooliſh open Nature, that would have 
All like my ſelf; but off ; Vie henceand Curſe thee. 
Mar. O ſtay |. 
Gr1#, I wo'n not, 
Mar, Hark, the King's a _ 
Let me conjure you, for your own Souls quiet, 
And forthe everlaſting reſt of mine, 
Stir not till you have heard my Hearts deſign, 
Grill, Angel, orDevil, I will=—nay, at this rate 
She'll make me ſhortly bringhim to her Bed, 
Bawd for him? No, he make me run my Head 
Into a Cannon, when'tis Firing, _ 
2 


27 


That's . 
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That's honourable ſport, but Þll retire, 
And it the plays me falſe, here's that ſhall metid. hk 


[Marmoutlerc Sits, —_ and Dance. 


— 


PORey the Kt wat 


King. After the breathing ofa Love-ſick peat 
Upon your Hand,once more, nay twice, ovgive me: 
Mar. I diſcompoſe you, Sir. . TOs 
King Thou doit; by Heaven; {3% IL 
| But with ſuch Charming pleaſiire, HOES 
{ love, and tremble, as'at '&ngelsview: i! . 
Mar. Love me, my Lord 2 ': 4 78 ©: 
King. Who ſhou'd be lov'd, but you ? 
So lov'd, that even my Crown, and : ſelf! "dre vile, 
While you are by, try me upolt deſpair ; 
My Kingdom at the ſtake, Ambition Rarv'd 5 
Revenge forgot, 'and alligrear Appetites | 1! + 
That whet uncommon Spirits to- aſpire, / 
So once a day I may have leaver— p39 vos" 
Nay, Madam, them you fearme!. : STE ens! 


Mar, Fear you, Sir,*what is' erotreddrl in, aldo : 
You've all the Graces that can Crown Mankind: JHITES 


Yet wear 'em ſo, as if you did not know'em - 
Safffinleſs, fearleſs, free in"all your a&tions, | - - 
AsT Heaven lent you to the: Wotldto Patrerin- 


My People would not treat me'itv this fort ;1 . 

Tho' 'twere to gain a part of their Deſign: 

But to the Gui/e they deal their faithleſs: Praiſe 

As faſt, as you your flattery to me ; 

Tho' for > $6 end I cannot gueſs, except 
You come, like them, to mock at my Misfortunes. 


Mar.Forgive you, Heaven |! that thought : no, 'mighty Montnc. 


The Love of all the Good, and wonder of the Great ; 

[ es by Heaven, my Heart adores, and loves mo 
ing. O, Madam; rife. 

| 6 Nay, were you, Sir, unthron fy 

\ By this Seditious Rout that darc deſpife: you; 

Blaſt all my days, ye Powers, torment my Nights 


Aing. Madam, -I'find You” '?e ing Petitioner ;#! nicht 5 


' 
' 
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| Nay, let the Miſery invade /my" Sex, * Lf; } wor 
That cou'd not for the Royal Cauſe like me, ; 1] 
Throw all their Luxury before your Feet, | 
And follow you like Pugrims through the World. 
Grill. Sound Wind, and Limb, fore-God a gallant Girl. [4/:. 
King. What ſhall I anſwer to.thee; Othou'Balm |... / vil - 
To heal a broken, yet a Kingly Heart ;'.© , hy tg) 
For, ſo I ſwear I will be to my:Laſt : + 
Come to my Arms, and be'thy Zarry's Angel, 
Shine through my Cares, and make my. Crowa fit eaſie. 
Mar. O never, Sir; 1: ': 1 18755 $3055.49 
| King. What faid youz Marmoutiere?'” 
Why doſt thou turn thy Beauties.into Frowns 2: 
Mar. You know, Sir, *tis1mpoſlible, no- more. 
King. No more—and with that ſtern reſplv'd behaviour. 
By Heaven, were I a dying,: and the Prieſt 
Shou'd urge my laſt Confeſſion,: I'd: ery / our, - 
Oh Marmoutiere, and. yet thou fay'ft,. no more. 
Mar, Tis well, Sir, Ihave loſt my aim, farewel!. 
King. Come back, O ſtay, my Lite flows atter,you. 
, Mar, No, Sir, I find I am a trouble to you,. 
You will not hear ny Suit. 
Aing. You Cannot go, 
You ſhannot—-O your ſuit; I kneel to grant it; 
I beg you take whatever you demand. 
Mar. Then, Sir, thus low, or proſtrate, if you pleaſe, 
Let me intreat for Gwur/e. "3 | | 
King, Ha, Madam, what ! 
For Guiſe; for Guiſe! that ſtubborn arcoggnt Rebel, 
That laughs at profter'd Mercy, flights his Pardon, 
Mocks Royal Grace, and plots upon my Lite - eb vi 
Ha! and do you prote&t him 2 then the World . - +, 4 4 } 4 
Is ſworn to Henry's Death : does Beauty too, al oe 
And Innocence it felf, conſpire againit me. 
Then let me tamely yield my. Glories up, * 17 
Which once I vow'd withymy drawn: Sword tq,wear 
To my laſt drop of Blood 2 Come, Gi/e, come Cardinal, 
All you lov'd Traytors, come——1 {trip to meet you ;. 
Sheath all your Daggers in Curſt /Zearys Heart, 
. Mar. This I expected, but when you have. heard: 


: Perhaps you'll be more Calm. 
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How far I would intreat your Majeſty, 


X Ing, Soc, I'm huſh'd ; : : K 
Speak then, how far, M wou'd you Command? 

Mar, Not to proceed to laſt Extremities, . © 
Before the Wound is deſperate, think alone, 
For no Man Judges like your Majeſty ; © -- © 


Take your own Methods, all the heads of France 


Cannot fo well adviſe you, as your ſelf; | 
Therefore reſume, my Lord, your Godlike temper, 
Yet do not bear more than a Monarch ſhould; - 
Believe it, Sir, the more your Majelty Sheet: 
Draws back your Arm, the more of Fato it Carrics, 
King, Thou Genius of my State, thou pertect Model 
Ot Heaven it ſelf, and of the Angels, 
Forgive the late diſturbance of my Soul, 
I'm clear by Nature, as 4 eſs Stream, 
But they dig through the Gravel of my Heart ; 
Therctore let me conjure you do not go; 
Tis faid the Guiſe will come in ſpight of me ; 
Suppoſe it poſſible, and ſtay to adviſe me, 
Mar, 1 will, but on your Royal word, no more. 
King, 1 will be caſie 
To my laſt gaſp, as your own Virgin Thoughts, 
And never dare to breathe m n more ; 
Yet youl allow me now and then to Sigh 
As we diſcourſe, and Court you with my Eyes, 


Enter Alphonſo, 


Why do you wave your Hand, 
And warn me hence ? :- ' 


$0 looks the poor Conflemnd, 


When Juſtice beck'ns, there's no hope of Pardon. 
Sternly, like you, the Judge his Victim eyes, . 


And thus, like me, the Wretch deſpairing dies. [Exit with Alph, 


Enter Grillog. 
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Grill. O Rare, rare Creature, by the Power that made me : 


Wer't poſſible we cou'd be damn'd again: 

By ſome new Eve, fuch Virtue might relieve us; 

Ol cov'd claſp thee, but that my Arms are rough, 

Tulall thy Sweets were broke with my Embraces, 

And kiſs thy Beauties to a diſſolution. | 
Mar. Ah Father, Uncle, Brother, all the Kin, 

The precious Blood that's left me in the World, 

Believe, dear Sir, what-e're my ations ſeem, 

I will not loſe my Virtue for a Throne. 
Grill. Why, I will Carve thee out a Throne my ſelf; 


Fle hew down all the Common-wealths in Chriſtendom, 


And feat thee on theirNecks, as high as Heaven, 


Enter Abbot Delbene. 


46bb. Colonel, your Ear. 
Mar. By theſe whiſpering, Councils, 

My Soul preſfages that the Gzife'is coming : 

If he dares come, ws I a Man, « King, 

I'd facrifice himin the City's Gght. 

O Heavens! what wast I faid? Were I a Man, 
I know not that, but, as I am a Virgin, 

If I wou'd offer thee, too lovely Guiſe, | 
It ſhou'd be kneeling 'to the Throne for Mercy. 
Ha! then thou lov'ſt, that thou art thus concern, . 
Down, riſing miſchief, down, os I will kill thee, 
Even in thy Cauſe; and car; new born pity: 
Yet, if he were nottmarried !ha, what then? 

His Charms previ: no, let the Rebel dye. 

I faint beneath this:ſtrong oppreſſion here, * 
Reaſon and Evve rend my divided Soul, 
Heav'n be the Judg, and ſtithlet Virtue Conquer; 
Love to his Tune: my jarring Heart wou'd bring, 
But Reaſon over-winds and Cracks the String. *' 

Abb. The King diſpatches Order upon Order, 


With poſitive Command to ſtop his coming; 


nd 


: 


Yet there is notice oiven to o the cw; , 
Beſides Belleure brought but a. half account, 
How that the Gui/e reply'd he would obey 
His Majeſty in.all, yet  # he might 

Have leave to juſtify himſelf before a. 
He doubted not his. Cauſe. . 

Grill. The Ax, the Ax, C 
Rebellion's pamper'd to a Pluriſie, 

And it muſt bleed. 

Abbot. Hark, what a ſhout was there ! 
T'le to the King, it may be 'tis reported . 
On purpoſe thus, * 

Let there be Truth or Lies 
In this mad Fame, I'le bring you inſtant word. 


[Shout withis, 


[Exit Abbot. 


Manet Grillon : Enter Guiſe, Cardinal, Mayen, Malicorn, 
Attendants, Ec, Shouts again. 


Grill. Death, and thou Devil; Malicorn, is that 
Thy Maſter - 
Guiſe. Yes, Grillon, *tis the Guiſe, 


One that wou'd Court you for a Friend. 


Grill, A Friend, | 
Traytor, thou mean'ſt, and ſo Ibid thee welcome; ; 


| But fince thou art ſo inſolent thy blood 
\ Be on thy Head, and fall by me unpitied. [Exit, 


Guiſe. The bruiſes of his Loyalty havecrazd him. [Shouts louder, 
Spirit within Sings.” ; 


Malicorn, Malicorn, Malicorn, ho / 

If the Guiſe reſolves t0 90, 

I charge, I warn thee tet him know, © 
Perhaps his head: may -* too 'Tow, © 


 Guiſe. Why, Malicorn ?' 
Mal. | ſtarting.) Sir, do not ſee thi King, 
Guife.-T will , _ | 
Mal. Tis dangerous. | 
Guiſe. Therefore I will ſee him, pol 
And 1o report my danget to the People. SSTTRL Halt 
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Halt to your Judgment 6 wil ont Wl he. dare;. 
But more, more, more,. W HICOrM, «, = ” 
I thought a look with: ee era Langua 
Tle talk my mind on any any poitit t but this 
By Glances ; ha, not. yet, thou Takeſt me bluſh 
At thy delay ; : why, Man, 'tis more than. Life, 
Ambition, or 2 Crown,  _. 
Mal. What, Marmoutzere | 
| Guiſe, Ay, there a Generals Heart beat like a Drum, 
Quick, quick, my Reins, my Back, and Head, and Breaſt, 
Ake, as IFde beena Horſe-back forty hours. | 
Mal. She has ſeen the King, 
Guiſe. 1 thought ſhe might. A trick upon me, well. 
Mal. Paſtion © both ſides. 
Guife, His thou meaneſt. 
Mal. On hers. 
Down on her Knees. 
Gujſe. And up again, no matter. 
- Mal. Now all in Tears, now ſmiling, fad at partirig, 
Guiſe, Diſlembl'd, for ſhe told me is before, 
_TI'was all put on that might hear and rave. 
Mal. And ſo, to make fure work on't, by Conſent 
Of Grilloz, who is made their Bawd. 
Guiſe. Away. 
Mal. She's lodg'd at Court. 
Guiſe, *Tis falſe, they do belye her. 
Mal. But, Sir, I faw the In 
Guiſe, What, at Court? -—_ 
Mal.. At Court, and near the King,” tis true by Heaven, 
Lnever play'd you foul, why ſhould you doubt me ? 
Gaiſe.T wou'd thou hadſt, ere thus unmann'd me,Heart, 
Blood, Battles, Fire, and Death, 1 run, 1 run. 
With this laſt blow, he drives me like a Coward ; 
Nay, let menever win Field Again, | | ble | 
If with the thought'of theſe iccnilar Vapours,” ape 
The blogd. han' t "burſt my Lips. - 
Card. Peace, Brother. 
Guiſe. By Heaven; I taok: Os, for my Souls Phyſitias, 
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And doſt thou vomit The with this þ ath't' peate'?'— 
"Tis contradiQtion ; no, < —_—. 
Ple meet him now, tho? Fire, arm'd Cherubins 
Show'd croſs my way. O Jealouhie of Love / 
Greater than Fame : Thou eldeſt of the Paſſions, 
Or rather, all in one, I here invoke thee, | 
Where-c're thou'rt Thron'd in Air, in Earth, of Hell, 
Wing me to my Revenge, to Blood, and Ruin : 
Card. Have you no temper 2 
Guiſe, Pray, Sir, give me leave, . 
A moments thought ; ha; but! kwearand tremble, 
My Brain runs this and that way, 'twift not fix 
On ought but vengeance, Malicorn ; call the Peopte, 


[Shouts within. 


But hark, they ſhout again, T'le on and meet *em, 
Nay, head * em to his Palace as my Guards ; 

Yer more, on ſuch exalted Cauſes born, 

Tle wait him in his Cabinet alone, 

And look hintpale, while inhis Coutts withoat, 
The People ſhout him dead with their alarms, 
And make hisMiſtreſs tremble in his Arms. 


ſ Exennt. 


Scene the Third. 


Enter King and Council. 


[Shouts without, 


King, What mean theſe Shouts: : 

AB. T told your Majeſty, 
The Sheriffs have puff'd the Populace with hips 
Of their Deliverer. 


'FShouts again. 
King. Hark, there rung a Peal 
Like Thunder ; fee, Alphonſo, what sthe Cauſe. 


Tie Duke of GUISE. 
- Enter Grillon. 


Grill, My Lord, the Guiſe is come. © '- 
King, Is't poſſible ! ha, Griltor, ſaid'it thou, come ? 
Grill. Why droops the Royal Majefty > OSir——— 
King. O Villain, Shve, wert thou my late born Heir, 
Giv'n me by Heav'n, e&v'n when hay a dying; 
But peace, thou feſtring thought, and hide thy Wound; 
Where is he - 
Grill, With her Majeſty, your Mother ; 
She hastak'n Chair, and he walks bowing by her, 
With thirty thouſand Rebels at his heels. 
King. What's to bedone 2 No pall yo my Spirit ; 
But he that loves me beſt, and dares the mo 
On this nice point of Empire, let him ſpeak. 
Alph. 1 would adviſe you, Sir, to call him in, 
And kill him inſtantly upon the Spot. 
AE8. T like Alphoyſo's Counfel, ſhort, fure Work, 
Cut off the Head, and let the Body walk.. 


Enter Queen-Mother. 


Q. M. Sir, the Guiſe waits, 

Xing. He enters on his Fate. 

Q. M. Not fo, forbear, the City*s up1n Arms; 
Nor doubt, if in their -heat you cut him off, 
\ That they will ſpare the Royal Majeſty. 
Once, Sir, let me adviſe, and rule your Fury. 

King. You ſhall, Vie ſee him, and I'le ſpare him now. 
 Q. M. What will you fay? 

King. I know not ; 
Colonel Grillen, call the Archers in, 
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Double your Guard, and ſtritly charge the Swizs 
Stand to their Arms, receive him. as a Traytor, [Exit Grill. 
My Heart has ſet thee down, O'Guiſe, in Blood, 
Blood, Mother, Blood, ne're to be blotted our, 

Q. M. Yet you'l relent when this hot fit is over. 
King. If I forgive him, may I ne're be forgiv'a ;. 
No, if I tamely. bear ſuch Inſolence, Er 

What a& of Treaſon will the Villains ſtop at 
Seize me, they've ſworn, Impriſon me's the next, 
Perhaps Arraign me, and then doom.me dead ; 
But ere I ſuffer that, fall all rogether, 


Or rather, on their ſlaughter'd Heaps ere& 


Thy Throne, and then proclaim it for Example, 
I'm born- a Monarch ; which- implies, alone 
To weild the Scepter, and. depend on none; 


Th# Dake of GUISE. 


ACT IV. 


SCEN E the Louvre. 


4 Chair of State plac d; the King; appears ſitting in it ; a Table by 
him, ou which he leans ; Attendants on each fide of them: amongſt 
the reſt, Abbot, Grillon, aud Bellicure. The Queen-Mother ex- 
ters led by the Duke of Guiſe, who makes his approach with three 
Reverences to the King's Chair ; after the third, the King riſes, 
and coming forward, (peaks. . 


King. F Sent you word yon ſhould not come:. 
Guiſe. Sir, that I came 
King, Why, that you came, I ſee: 
Once more, Iiſent you word, yg. ſhould not come. . 
Gazſe. Not come to throw my ſelf, withall ſubmiſſion, 
Beneath your Royal Feet: to put my Cauſe 
And Perſon in the Hands of Soveraign Juſtice ! 
King. Now 'tis with all ſubmiſſion, that's the Preface, 
Yet ſtill, you came againſt my ſtrict Command, 
You diſobey'd me, Dake, with all fubmilſſion. 
Guiſe, Sir, it was the laſt neceſſity that drove me 
To clear my ſelf of Calumnies, and Slanders, 
 Muchurg'd, but never prov'd, againſt my Innoeence;. 
Yet had I known it was your expreſs Command, 
I ſhould not have approach. 
Xing...” Twasas expreſs, as words could ſignifie ; 
Stand forth Bellzeare, it ſhall be prov'd you knew it,, 
Stand forth,. and to this falſe Mans Face declare 
Your Meſlage, word for Word. 
 Bell.. Sir, thus it: was, F met him on the way, 
And plainas I coul&'ſpeak;, I gave your Orders; 
Juſt in theſe following Words 


— - 
————— 


Dy on rn — I mo. M—_ 
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King. Enough, I know you told him ; | 
But he has us'd me long to be contemn'd, 
And TI can ſtill be patient, and forgive. 
Guiſe. And TI can ask forgiveneſs, whenT err; 
But let my Gracious Maſter, pleaſe to know 
The true intent of my miſ-conſtru'd Faith. 
Should I not come to vindicate my Fame, . 
From wrong Conſtructions 2 And 
King.Come, Duke, you were not wrong'd your Conſcience knows, 
You were not wrong'd, were you not plainly-told, 
That if you dard to fet your Foot in Parss, 
You ſhou'd be held the caufe of all Commortions, 
"That ſhou'd from thence enſue, and yet you came. 
Gujſe. Sir, will you pleafe with patience but to hear me ? 
King, | will, and wou'd be glad, my Lord of Gu//e, 
To clear you to my ſelf. 
Gaiſe. I had been told 
There were in agitation here at Court, 
Things of the higheſt note againſt Religion, 
Apain(t the common Properties of Subjects, 
And Lives of honeſt well atte&gd men ; 
I therefore judg'd 
King. Then you, it ſeems, are Judge 
Betwixt the Prince and People, Judge tor them, - 
And Champion againſt me 2? i 
Guiſe, I tear'd it might be repreſented ſo, 
And came Reſolv'd 
King. To head the Factious Crowd. 
Guiſe. To clear my Innocence. 
King. The means for that, 
Had been your abſence from this hot-brain'd Town 
Where you, net I, are King, 
I feel my Blood kindling within my Veins, 
The Genius of the Throne knocks at my Heart, 
Come what may come, he dies. 
Q. M. ſtopping the King, What mean you, Sir, 


,You tremble and look pale, for Heavens fakethink, 


Tis your own Life you venture, if you kill him. 
King. Had I ten thouſand Lives, Fle venture all. 
Give me way, Madam. 
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Q, M. Not to your deſtruttion. 
The whole Parifan Herd is at your Gates; - 
A Crowd's a Name too ſmall, they are a Nation, 
Numberleſs, arm'd, enrag'd, one Soul informs 'em. 
King. And that one Soul's the Guife, ie rend it out, 
And damn the Rabble all at once in him. 
Guiſe, (afide.) My Fate isnow i'th' Ballance, Fool within, 
I thank thee for thy foreſi ight. 
Q. M. Your Guards oppoſe *em. 
King. Why not ? a Multttude's a Bulky Coward. 
Q. M. By Heaven there are not Lunbs 1n all your Guards, 
For every one a Morſel. 
Ming. Ceſar quelld 'em, 
But 6 Op Look and Word. 
Q. M. So Galba thought. 
King. But Galba was not Ceſar. | | 
Guiſe, I muſt not give'em time for Reſolution. [A/ide. 
My Journey, Sir, has difcompos'd my Health, [To the King. 
I hk beg your leave I may retire, 
Till your Commands re-call me to your ka [Exit Guile, 


Manet King, Queen-Mother, \Gritlon, Abbot. 


King. So you have counſell'd well, the Traytors gone. 
To mock the meekneſs of an injurd King; | To Queen-Mother, 
Why did not you, who gave me part of Life, | 
Infuſe my Fahe er ſtronger i in my Veins 2 
But when you kept me coop'd within your Womb, 
You pall'd his generous Blood with the dull mixture 
Of your 7talian Food, and milk'd flow Arts 
Of Womaniſh tameneſs in my Infant Mouth, 

Why ſtood I ſtupid elſe, and miſs'd a blow, 

Which Heaven and daring folly made ſo fair, 
Q. M. I ſtill maintain, *twas wiſely done to fpare him. 
Grill. A pox othis unſeaſonable Wiſdom ; 

He was a Fool to come; if fo, then they 

Who let him go, were ſomewhat. | 
King. The event, th' event will ſhew us what we were, 

For like a blazing Meteor hence he ſhot, 

And drew a [weeping Fiery Train along; 


—— —_—_—— 
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O Paris, Paris, once my Seat of Trumph ; -- - - 1 + 
But now the Scene of all thy King's misfortunes, 
Ungrateful, perjur'd, ant! Diſloyal Town, 

Which by my Royal Preſence I have warm'd 

So long, that now the Serpent hiſſes out, 

And ſhakes his forked Tongue :at Majeſty, 

While I 

Q. M. While you loſe time in idle talk, 

And uſe no means for ſafety and prevention. 

King. What can I do! O Mother, Abbot, Grillos ! 
All dumb 4 nay, then 'tisplain, my Cauſe is deſperate. 
Such an o're-whelming ill makes Grief a Fool, 
Asif Redreſs were paſt. 

Grill. Te go to the next Sheriff, 

And beg the firſt Reverſion of a Rope ; 

Diſpatch is all my buſineſs, Vie hang for you. 

Abbot, *Tis not fo bad, as vainly you furmiſe ; 
Some ſpace there is, ſome little ſpace, ſome ſteps 
Betwixt our Fate and us ; ourFoes are powerful, 
But yet not Arm'd, nor Martialld into Order ; 
Believe it, Sir, the Gui/e will not artempr, 

[Till he have rowl'd his Snow-ball to a heap. 

King. So, then, my Lord, we are aday oft from Death, 
What Toall to morrow do ? 

Abbot, To morrow, Str. 

If hours between ſlide not too idle by, 

You may be Maſter of their Deſtiny, 

Who now diſpoſe fo lottily of yours. 

Not far without the Suburbs there are Quarter'd 
Three thouſand Swzſſe, and two FrenchRegiments, 

Xing. Wou'd they were here, and I were at their head. 

2. M. Send Mareſchal Byron to lead 'em up. 

ing.It ſhall be ſo, by Heaven there's Lite in this, 

The wrack of Clouds is driving on the Winds, 

And ſhows a break of Sun-ſhine. 

Go, Grillon, give my Orders to. Byron, 

And ſee your Souldiers well diſpos'd within, 


Ps 
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For Safeguard of the Louvre,” oO 
2. Mether. One thing more, v2 

The Gzi/e ( his bus'neſs yet not fully ripe,) 

Will treat at leaſt for ſhow of Loyalty : 

Let him be met with the ſame Arts hebrings. ©  -- 
Kjzng. 1 know, he'll make exorbitant Demands, - - '- 

But here your part of me will come in play ;- b.3 

TH? 1:a/;a Soul ſhall teach me how to'lootly': + 

Even Jove muſt flatter with an emptyhangd, - * : 

Tis time to thunder, when he gripes the Brand. --ſ Ex. Qzwes. 


* 


Ezter Malicorne ſolus.. 
A Night-Scene. oO 
Mal. Thus far the Cauſe of God: but God's or Devils , 
I mean my Maſter's Cauſe, and mine ſucceed : | | 
What ſhall the Gui/e: donext ? 1-1: [ A flaſh of hightning- 


Enter the Spirit Melanax. 


Mel. Firſt feize the King, and after murder him. 
Mal. Officious Fiend, thou com'ſt uncall'd to Night. 
Mel. Always uncall'd, and ſtill at hand for miſchief. 
Mal. — But why in'this Fanatick Habit, Devil ? 
Thou look like one that preaches to the Crowd, 
_ is in thy Face, and outward Garb, 
And Treaſon on thy Tongue. 
Mel. Thou haſt me right, 
Ten thouſand Devils more are in this Habit, 
Sainrſhip and Zeal are ſtill our beſt diſguiſe : | 
We mix unknown with the hot thoughtleſs Crowd, 
And quoting Scriptures, which too well we know, 
With impious Gloſles ban the holy Text, - 
And make it ſpeak Rebellion, Schiſm and Murder, 
So turn the Arms of Heaven againſt it felf. _ 
Mal. What makes the Curate of St. Eu/tace here ! 
M.1. Thou art miſtaken Maſter, *tis not he, 
But *tis a zealous, godly, canting Devil, | 
W ho has aſſum'd the Churchman's lucky ſhape, 
To talk the Crowd to Madneſs and Rebellion. 
M:1. O true Enthuſiaſtick Devil, true ; 
For Lying 1s thy Nature, even to me : 
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Didſt thou not tell me, If my Lord the Guz/e , 
Enter'd the Court, his Head ſhould then lie low ? 
That was a Lye ; he went, -and 1s return'd. 

M<1. *Tis falſe ; 1 ſaid; Perhaps it {ſhould lie low. 
And, but I child the blgod;in Hexry's veins, 
And cram'd a thouſand ghaſtly, frightful Thoughts , 
Nay, thruſt 'em foremoſt in his lab'ring Brain, 
Even ſo it would haye been: - 

Mal. Thou haſt deſerv'd me, 
And1am thine, dear-Deyil ; What do we next ? 

Mel.” 1 ſaid, Firſt ſeize the King. 

Mal. Suppoſe it done : 
He's clapt within a.Covent, {horn a Saint, 
My Maſter-mounts the Throne. 

Mel. Not fo faſt,. Malicorne ; 
T by Maſter mounts not, till the King be lain. 

' Mal. Not when depos'd ? 

Mel. He cannot be depos'd: 


He may be kilPd, a violent Fate attends him; 


But at his Birth there ſhone a Regal Star. 

Mal. My Maſter had a ſtronger. 

Mel. No, not a ſtronger, but more popular. 
Their Births were full oppos'd, the Ga//e now ſtrongeſt ; 
But if th' ill Influence paſs o*r Harry's Head, 
As 1n a year it will, Frazce ne're ſhall boaſt 
A greater King than he, now cut him off 
While yet his Stars are weak. 

Mal. Thou talkſt of Stars: 

Canſt thou not ſee more deep into Events, 
And by a ſtirer way? _ | 

Mel. No, Malicorne , | 
The ways of Heaven are brok'n figce our Fall, 
Gulph, beyond Gulph, and never to be ſhot : 
Once we cou'd read our mighty Maker's mind, 
As in a Chryſtal Mirror, .ſee th* Idea's 
Of things that always are, as He is always. 
Now {hut below in this dark _ Sphere, 
By Second-caulſes dimly we may guels, 


And peep far off on Heavens revolving Orbs, 


W hich caſt obſcure RefleQions from the Throne. 
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Mal. Then tell me thy.Surmiſes of the future. 
M-l. I took the Revolution of the Year, 

Juſt when the Sun was entering in the Ram : 

TH aſcending Scorpion poylogy all the Sky, 

A ſign of deep deceit and treachery. 
Full on hisCufp his angry Maſter late, 
Conjoyn'd with Saturn, baleful both: to Man : 
Of ſecret Slaughters, Empires -overturn'd, 
Strife, Blood, and Maſſacres expect to hear, 
And all th* Events of an ill omen'd Year. 
Ml. Then flouriſh Hell, and mighty Miſchief reign, 

Miſchief to ſome, to others nwuft be good; 

But hark, for now, tho? tis the dead of Night, 

When ſilence broods upon our darkned world, 

Methinks I hear a murmuring hollow ſound, 

Like the deaf Chimes of Bells in Steeples touch'd. 
Mel. ”Tis truly ghefs'd: 

- But know, *tis from no nightly Sexton's hand, 

There's not a damned Ghoſt, nor hell-born Fiend, 

That can from Limbo ſcape, but hither flies, 

With leathern wings they beat the dusky Skies. 

To facred Churches all in Swarms repair, 

Some crowd the Spires, but moſt the hallow'd Bells , 


And ſoftly Toll for Souls departing Kaells, 
Each Chime thou hear'ſt, a future death foretells. 
Now there they perch to have *em 1n their Eyes, 
Till all go loaded tothe Neather Skies. 

Mal. To morrow then. 

M-:1. To morrow let it be : 
Or thou deceiv*ſt thoſe hungry, gaping Fiends, 
And Beelzebub will rage. 

Mal. Why Beelzebub ? Haſt thou not often faid, 
That Lacifer's your King ? 

Me. I told thee true : 
But Lucifer, as he who foremoſt fell, 
So now lies loweſt in th? Abyſs of Hell. 
Chain'd till! the dreadful Doom, in place of whom 
Sits Beelze6b, Vicegerent of the damn'd, 
Who liftaing downward hears his roaring Lord, 
And executes his-purpole, but no more 
G 2 The 
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The morning creeps behind yon Eaftern hill, 


And now the Guard 15 mine;:to drive the Elves 
And fooliſh Fairies from their Moon-light Play, 


And laſh the Laggers from the fight of. day. [ Deſcerds. 


Enter Guiſe, Mayenne, Cardinal, and Archbiſhop. 

May. Sullen, methinks; and ſlow the Morning breaks, 
As if the Sun were liſtlels to appear, 

And dark deſigns hung heavy on the day. 

Guiſe. Y*are an old Man too ſoon, y*are ſuperſtitious, 

Ple truſt my Stars, I know *em now by proof, 

The Genius of the King bends under mine, + 

Iaviron'd with his Guards he durſt not touch me ; 

But aw*d and craven'd.as he had been ſpell'd, 

Would have pronounc'd, Go kill the Guz/e, and durſt not. 

Card. We have him in our power, coopt in his Court, 
Who leads the firſt Attack ? Now by yond Heaven — 

"That bluſhes at my Scarlet Robes, PlI' Goff. 1 
This womaniſh Attire of godly peace, - 
And cry, Lie there Lord Cardinal of Guiſc. 
Guil. As much too hot, as Mayenne ro00 cool, 
But *tis the manhlier fault o*th' two. 
Biſhop. Have you not heard the King, preventing day, 
Receiv'd the Guards intothe City Gates, 
The jolly Swiſſes marching to their Fifes. 
The Crowd ſtood gaping heartleſs, and amaz'd, 
Shrunk to their ſhops, and left the paſlage free. 

Gziſe. I would it ſhould be ſo, *twas a good horror, 

Firſt let *em fear for Rapes, and ranſackt Houſes ; 

That very fright when I appear to head 'em, 

Will harden their ſoft City Courages : | 

Cold Burghers muſt be ſtruck, and firuck like Flints, 
Ere their hid Fire will ſparkle. X 

Biſhop. lam glad the King has introduc'd theſe Guards. 

Card. Your Reaſon. 

Biſhop. They are too few for-us to fear, 
Our numbers in old martial Men are more; 
The City not caſt in, but the pretence 
That hither they are-brought to bridle Pars, 

Will make this Riſing paſs for juſt defence. 
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May. Suppoſe the Ly ſhould not riſe. 
Guiſe. Suppoſe as well the Sunſhould never riſe : 

He may not rife, for Heaven may play a trick; 

But he has riſen from Adaw's time to ours. 

Is nothing to be left to Noble Hazard ? 

No Venture made, but all dull Certainty ; 

By Heav'n Ile tug with Harry for a Crown, 


Rather than have it on tame terms of yielding, 
I ſcorn to poach for Power. 


Enter a Servant, who whiſpers Guile. 


A Lady, ſay*{t thou, Young, and Beautiful, 

Brought in a Chair ? 

Condutt her 1n— | [ Exit Serv, 
Card. You wou'd be left alone—— 
Gaiſe. I wou'd, Retire. 


Re-enter Servant with Marmoutier, and Exit. 


Starting} Is't poſſible Idare not truſt my Eyes, 
back. e You are not Marmoatier. 
Mar. What amTthen ? 
Guiſe. Why any thing but ſhe : 
W hat ſhould the Miſtreſs of *a King do here ? 
Mar. Find him, who wou'd be Maſter of a King. 
Giſe. T ſent not for you, Madam. 
Mar. I think my Lord the King ſent not for you. 
Gaiſe. Do you not fear your Vilit will be known ? 
Mar. Fear is for guilty Men, Rebels, and Traytors ; 
Where e're I go, my Virtue 1s my Guard. 
Guiſe. What Devil has ſent thee here to plague my Soul ? 
O that I could deteſt thee now as much 
As ever [ have lov'd, nay even as much 
As yet 1n ſpite of all thy Crimes I love : 
But *tis a Love ſomixt with dark Deſpair, 
The Smoke and Soot {mother the rifing flame, 
And make my Soul a Furnace : Woman, Woman, - 
W hat can I call thee more, it Devil *twere leſs, 
Sure thine's a Race was never got by Adam, 
But Eve play'd falſe engendring with the Serpent, 


Her own part worſe than his. 
Max. 
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M-:7. Then they got Traytors. 
Griſe. Yes, Angel Traytors fit to [hine in Palaces, 


, 
bo 


Fork'd into Ills, and Tplit into Deceits ; | 
Two1n their very frame : *twas well, *twas well, - 
I ſaw not thee at Court, thou Baſilisk ; 
For it I had? thoſe Eyes, without his Guards, 
Had done the Tyrant's work. 
Mar. Why then, it ſeems, 
I was not falle in all ; Itold you, Guiſe, 
It you left Par, I would go to Court : 
You ſee I kept my Promiſe. 
Guiſe. Still thy Sex : 
Once true in all thy Lite, and that for Miſchief. 
Mar. Have I faidI lov'd you ? 
Gaiſe. Stab on, Stab, 
*Tis plain you love the King. 
ar. Nor him, nor you, 
In that unlawful way you ſeem to mean. 
My Eyes had once fo far betray d my Heart, 
As to diſtinguiſh you from Common Men, 
W hat ere yuu ſaid, or did, was Charming all. 


Gife. But yet, it ſeems, you found a King more Charming. 


Mar. 1do not ſay more Charming, but more Noble, 
More truly Royal, more a King in Soul, 
Than you are now in wiſhes. 
Guiſe. May be fo: 
But Love has oyPe your tongue to run ſo glib, 
Curſe on your Eloquence. 
. Miz. Curſe not that Eloquence, that ſav'd your Lite : 
For when your wild Ambition, which dety'd 
A Royal Mandat, hurried you to Town; 
When over-weening pride of Popular Power, 
Had thruſt you headlong in the Louvre Toyls, 
Then had you dy'd : Tor know, my haughty Lord, 
Had I not been, offended Majeſty / 
Had doom'd you to the death you well delcry'd. 
Griſe. Then was't not Hepr's fear preſerv*d my Lite ! 
Mar. You know him better, or you ought to know him ; 
He's born to give you fear, not to receive it, RR 
Grife, Say this again, but add you gave not up 


You 
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Your Honour as the Ranſom of my Life ; 
For if you did, *twere better I had dy'd. 

Mar. And ſoit were. 

Guiſe. Why ſaid you, So it were ? 
For tho *tis true, methinks *tis much unkind. | 

Mar. My Lord, we are not now to talk of kindneſs, 
If you acknowledge I have fav'd your Life. 


Be grateful in return, and do an A&t 
Your Honour, though unaskt by me, requires. 


Gui/e. By Heav'n and - 2 whom next to Heaven I love, 


( if Ifaid more, I fear I ſhould not lie,) 

Ple do what e*'re my Honour will permit. | 
Mzr. Go throw your ſelf at Hepry's Royal Feet, 

And riſe not, till approv'd a Loyal Subje&. 

Guiſe. A Dutious Loyal Subje& I was ever. 
Mag. Tle put it ſhort, my Lord, depart from Paris. 
Guiſe. 1 cannot leave | 

My Countrey, Friends, Religion, all at ſtake ; 

Be wile, and be before-hand with your Fortune ; 

Prevent the turn, forſake the ruin'd Court ; 

Stay here, and make a merit of your Love. 

ar. No, Ple return, and periſh in thoſe Ruines; 

I find thee now ambitious, faithleſs Guz/c, 

Farewel the baſeſt, and the laſt of Men. 
Guiſe. Stay, or—O Heay'n! Ple force you : Stay— 
Mar. I do believe 

So ill of you, ſo villainouſly ill, 

That if you durſt, you wou'd : 

Honour you've little, Honeſty you've leſs ; 

But Conſcience you have none. 

Yet there's a thing calPd Fame, and Mens Eſteem, 

Preſerves me from your force , once more farewel : 

Look on me Gui/e, thou ſeeſt me now the laſt ; 

Tho Treaſon urge not Thunder on thy head, 

This one departing Glance {hall flaſh thee dead. 
Guiſe. Ha {aid ſhetrue ? Havel ſo little Honour. 

Why then a Prize loealie, and fo fair, 

Had never ſcap'd my Gripe; but mine ſhe is, 

For that's ſet down as lure as Harry's Fall : 

But my Ambition,that {he calls my Crime:: 
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Falſe, falſe by Fate, my Right was born with me, 


And Heaven confeſt it in my very frame; 
The Fires that would have torm'd ten thouſand Angels, 
Were cram together tor my ſingle Soul. 


Ezter Malicorne. : 


Mal. My Lord, you trifle precious hours away, 
The Heavens look gaudily upon your greatneſs, 
And the crown'd moments court you as they fly ; 
Briſac and fierce Aumale have pent the Sivifſe, 

And folded 'em like ſheep in holy ground, 
Where now with adapts Pikes, and Colours furld, 
They wait the word that dooms *em all to dye : 
Come forth and bleſs the Triumph of the day. 
Gaiſc. So ſlight a Viftory requir'd not me : 
I but fate ſtilt, and Nodded like a God 
My World into Creation, now 'tis time 
To walk abroad, and-carelelly ſurvey | 
How the dull Matter does tne Form obey. [ Exit with Malicorne. 


Enter Citizens , and Melanax in his Fanatick Habit, 
at the head of "em. 


M-1. Hold, hold a little, Fellow Citizens, and you Gentlemen 
of the Rabble, a word of Godly Exhortation to ſtrengthen your 
hands, ere you give the Onſet, . | 

r Cit. Is thisatime to make Sermons ? I wou'd not hear the 
Devil now, ths he ſhould come in God's Namezto preach Peace 
tO us. | 

2 Cit. Look you, Gentlemen, Sermons are not to be deſpis'd, 
We have all protited by godly Sermons that promote Sedition, 
Let the precious man Hold-forth. - | 

Ones. Let him Hold-forth, let him Hold-forth. 

Mel. To promote Sedition 1s my bulineſs : It has been ſo be- 
fore any of you were born, and will be ſo when you are all dead 
and damn'd ;* I have led on the Rabble in all Ages. 

1 Cit, That's a Lye, and a loud one. He has led the Rabble 
both Old and Young, that's all Ages: A heavenly {weet Man, I 
warrant him, I have ſeen him ſomew here in a Palpir. 

Mc. I ſown Rebellion every where. _ vx; 

I Cir, How every where ? That's another Lye : How far have 
you Travel'd Friend ? - Me} 


M:1. Over all the, World. 

1 Cit, Now that's a Rapper. 

2 Cit, 1 fay, No : For, look you Gentlemen, if he has been a 
eva he certainly ſays true, for he may lye by Au- 
' thority. 

M 7 That the Rabble may depoſe their Prince, 

Has in all Times, and.in all Countnees, been accounted lawful. 


1 Cit. That's the firſt true Syllable he has utterd : But as how, 


and whereby, and when may they depoſe him ? 

Mel. When ever they have more power to Depoſe, than he 
has to Oppoſe, and this they may do upon the leaſt Occa- 
ſion. | 

x Cit. Sirra, you mince the Matter 3. you ſhould ſay, we may 
do it upon no Occaſion, for the lels the better. 

Me:l. aſide. Here's a Rogue now will out-ſhoot the Devil in 
Ins own Bow. | 

2 Cit. Some Occafion, in my mind}; were not amiſs ;| For, look 
you Gentlemen, if we have no-Occaſion, then whereby we have 
no Occaſion to depoſe him ; and therefore either Religion or Li- 
berty, I ſtick to thoſe Occaſions : for when they are gone, Good- 
ntght to Godlineſs and Freedom. . . 

M-1. When the moſt are of one fide, as that's our caſe, we are 
always in the right ; for they that are in-power, will ever be the 
Judges : So that if we ſay White is Black, poor White mult loſe 
the Cauſe, and -put on Mourning, for White is but a fingle Syl- 
lable, and we are a whole Sentence : Therefore goon boldly,and 
lay on reſolutely for your Solemn League and Covenant , and if 
here be any ſqueamith Conſcience who fears to-fight againſt the 
King, tho I that have known you Citizens thele thouſand : 
ſuſpe& not any, let ſuch underſtand, That his Majeſties Politick 
Capacity is tobe diſtinguiſhd from his Natural; and though you 
murder him in one, you may-preferve him 1a the other , od {o 
much for this time, becauſe the Enemy is at band. : 

2 Cit. booking out. | 
Look you, Gentlemen, *tis Gr-/loz the fierce Colonel, 

He that devours our Wives, and raviſhes our Children. 

i Cit. He looks ſo Grum, I don't care-to;have.to do with him, 
Wou'd I were fafe in my Shop behind the Counter. 

2 Cit. And wou'd I were under my Wives Petticoats, 

Look you, Gentlemen. l4k nga 55 


H M:L 


The Duke of GU S E. 49 


- ee ee EE CREED > 


ot 


50 The Duke of GUISE. 


M:-1. You, Neighbour, behind your Compter yeſterday, paid a 
Bill of Exchange in Glaſs, Lowisdors, and you Friend, that cry, 
Look you Gentlemen , this very morning was under another 
Womans Petticoats, and not your Waves. 

' 2 Cit. How the Devil does he know this ? 

Mel. Therefore fight luſtily for the Cauſe of Heaven, and to 
make even Tallies for your Sins, which that you may do with a 
better Conſcience, Iabſolve you both, and all the reſt of you : 
Now go on merrily, for thoſe that eſcape ſhall avoid killing ; and 
thoſe who do not eſcape, I will provide for in another world. 

[ Cry within on the other ſide of the Stage, 
Vive le Roy, Vive le Roy. 


Enter Grillon, and his Party. 


F* Grill, Come on, Fellow-Soldiers, Commilitones,that's my word) 
as *twas Julins Ceſar's of Pagan memory ; *tore God 1 am no 
Speech-maker, but there are the Rogues, and here's Bilbo, that's 


'a word and a blow ; we muſt either cut their Throats, or they - 


Cut ours, that's pure necefſity for your comfort ; Now if any man 


can be ſo unkind to his own Bedy, for I meddle not with your 
_ Souls, as to ſtand ſtill like a good Chriſtian, and offer his Weeſon 


toa Butcher's Whittle, I ſay no more but that he may be ſay'd, 
and that's the beſt can come on him. | ; 


Xt Cry on both ſides , Vive le Roy, Vive Guile. 
The Fight. | 


| Afel. Hey for the Duke of Gaife and Property,Up with Religion 
and the Cauſe, and down with thofe Arbitrary Rogues there : 


-  Stand:to't you Aſſociated Cuckolds. [ Citizens go back, 


O Rogues, O Cowards, Damn theſe Half-ſtrain'd Shop-keepers, 

Got” between Gentlemen and City-Wives, how Naturally they 

quake, and run away from. their own Fathers, Twenty Souls a 

Penny were a dear Bargain of ?em. | ['T hey all ruz off, Melanax with 

. them, the 1 and 2 Cit taken. 

Grill. Poſſeſs your ſelves of the place Maubert, 

And hang me up thoſe two Rogues for an example. | 

1 Cz. Oſpare me {ſweet Colonel, Iam but a young Beginner, 

and new ſet up. Ui | 
Grill. Plebe your Cuſtomer,and ſet you up a little better,Sirrah, 

Go hang him at the next Sign-poſt : 

| What 
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What have you to ſay for your ſelf, Scoundrel ? 
Why were you a Rebel ? 
2 Cit. Look you, Colonel, *twas out of no ill meaning to the 
Government, all that I did, was pure Obedience to my Wite, 
Grill, Nay, if thou haſt a Wite that wears the Breeches, 
Thou ſhalt be condemn'd to live: 
Get thee home for a Hen-peckt Traytor — © 
What, Are we encompaſs'd ? Nay then, Faces this way ; 
Wee'l ſell our Skins to the faireſt Chapmen. 


Enter Aumale and Soldiers on the one ſide, Citizens on the gther, 
Grillon azd his. Party are diſarm d. 


1 Cit, Bear away that bloody-minded Colonel, 
And hang him up at the next S1gn-poſt : 

Nay, when'I am in power, I can make examples too. 

Ones. Tear him piece-meal, tear him piece-meal. | Pull . axd 
Grill. Rogues, Villains, Rebels, Traytors, Cuckolds, hate him. 
'Swounds, What do you make of a Man ? Do you think ._. 
Legs and Arms are ftrung upon a Wire, like a Jointed Baby ? 
Carry me off quickly , you were beſt, and hang me decently, 
according to my firſt Sentence. | 

2 Cit. Look you, Colonel, you are too bulky to be carried off 
all at once, a Leg or an Arm 1s one Man's Burden : 

Give me a little Finger for a Sample of him, whereby 
Ple carry it for a Token to my Soveraign Lady. 

Grill. *Tis too little, in all Conſcience, for her, 

Take a bigger Token, Cuckold. Et tu Brute whomlT fav'd, 
O the Conſcience of -a Shop-keeper ! | 

2 Cit. Look you, Colonel, for your ſaving me, I thank you 

heartily, why that Debt's paid; but for ſpeaking Treaſon 


againſt my anointed Wife, that's a new Reek*ning between us. 


Ezter Guile with a General's Staff in his hand, Mayenne, 
Cardingl, Archbiſhop, Malicorn, and Attendants. 


Omnes. Vive Guile. 

Guiſe bowing, and Bare-headed. | 
I thank you Countrey-men, the hand of Heaven 
In all our Safeties has appear*d this day, 
Stand on your Guard, and double every Watch, 
But ſtain your Triumph with no Chriſtian blood, 
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Freach we are all, and Brothers of a Land. 
Card. What mean you, Brother, by this Godly talk ? 
Of ſparing Chriſtian Blood, why thele are Dogs ; 
Now -by the Sword that cut off Malchas Ear, 
Meer Dogs that neither can be-ſav*d nor damn'd. 
Archbiſhop. Where have you learnt to ſpare inveterate Foes ? 
Guiſe, You know the Book, 
* Archbiſhop. And can expound it too : 
But Chriftian Faith was in the Nonage then, 
And Roman Heathens lorded o're the World, 
What madneſs were it for the weak and few, 
To fight againſt the many and the ſtrong ; 
Grilloz muſt dye, ſo muſt the Tyrant's Guards, 
Leaſt gathering head again, they make more work. 
Ml. My Lord, the People muſt be fle{h'd in Blood, 
To teach *em the true Reliſh, dip *em with you —— 
Or they'l perhaps repent. 
 Guiſe. You are Fools to kill *em were to ſhew I fear'd em; 
The Court diſarm'd, diſheartned, and belieg'd, 
Are all as much within my power, as if 
[ grip 'em in my Fiſt, 
23. *Tis rightly judg'd : 
And let me add, who heads a Popular Cauſe, 
Muſt proſecute that Cauſe by Popular Ways : 
So whether you are merciful or no, 
You muſt aftect to be. 
Gaz/e. Diſmils thoſe Priſoners, Gr4/loz, you are free, 
I do not ask your Love, be {till my Foe. 
* Grill. 1 will be fo : But let me tell you, Gni/e, 
As this was greatly done, *twas proudly too ; 
Ple give you back your life when next we meet, 
Till then I am your Debtor. | 
Gz;ſe. That's till Dooms-day. [Grillon' and his Exennt one way, 
Haſte Brother, draw out Fifteen thouſand Men, Rabble the other. 
Surround the Loxwre, leaſt the Prey ſhould ſcape, 2 
I know the King will ſend to treat, 
We'll ſet the Dice on him in high demands, 
No leſs than all his Offices of Truſt , 
He {hall be par'd, and canton'd our, and clip:, | 
So long he ſhall nor pals, 
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Card. What do we talk | 

Of paring, clipping, anu ſuch tedious work, 

Like thoſe that hang their Noſes ore a Potion and Qualm, and 

keck, and take it down by Sipps. | 
Archbiſhop. Beſt make advantage of this Popular Rage, 

Let in th? orewhelming Tyde on Harry's head, 

In that promiſcuous Fury who ſhall know 

Among a thouſand Swords who kilPd the King. 
Ma/. O my dear Lord, upon this onely day 

Depends the ſeries of your following Fate : 

Think your good Genius has afſum'd my ſhape 

In this Prophetick doom. | 
Gaiſe. Peace-croaking Raven, 

Tle ſeize him firſt, then make him a led Monarch ; 

Ile be declar'd Lieutenant General 

Amidſt the Three Eſtates that repreſent 

The glorious, full, majeſtick Face of. Frazce, 

Which in his own delpight the King ſhall call : 

Solet him eg my Tenant during life, 

His Brother of Nawvar ſhut out for ever, 

Branded with Herefie, and barr'd from Sway, 

That when-Yalois conſum'd in Aſhes lies, 

The Phenix Race of Charlemain may riſe. [Exennt. 


SCENE, The LOK/Y RE. 


Exter King , Queen-Mother , Abbot , Grillon. 


Kjng. Diſmiſt with ſuch Contempt ? 

Grill. Yes, Faith, we paſt like beaten Romans underneath the 
Fork. 

Kzng. Give me my Arms. 

Grill. For what ? 

Kjn2. Fle lead you on. 

Grill. You are a true Lyon, but my Men are Sheep ; 
If you run firſt, Ile {wear they! follow you. 

Kine. What, all turn'd Cowards ? Not a Man in Fraxce 
| Dares ſet his Foot by mine, and periſh by me. 

Grill, Troth Ican't find '*em much.inclin'd to periſhing. 
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 Kias. What can be left in danger, but to dare? 
No matter for my Arms, Ile go Bare-facd, + 
And ſeize the firſt bold Rebel that 1 meet. 
Abbot. There's lomething of Dwinity in Kings 
That (irs between their Eyes, and guards their Life. 
Grill. True, Abbot, but the miſchief is, you Churchmen + 
Can ſee that ſomething further than the Crowd; - 
Theſe Musket Bullets have not read much Logick, 
Nor are they given to make your nice diſtinQtons : 
[ Ore enters, aud gives the Queen a Note, ſhe reads —— 
One of *em poſſibly may hit the King 
In ſome one part of him that's not Divine , 
And {o the mortal part of his Majeſty wou'd draw 
The Divinity of it into another world, {weet Abbot. 
£. Mother. *Tis equal madneſs to go out or ſtay, 
The Reverence dueto Kings 1s all transfer'd 
To haughty Gai/e, and when new Gods are made, 
The old muſt quit the Temple, you mult fly. 
Kjng. Death, Had I wings, yet I would ſcorn to fly, 
Grill, Wings, or no wings, 15 not the Queſtion : 
If you won't fly fort, you muſt ride-for't, 
And that comes much to one. 
Kzng. Forlake my Regal Town. 
Q. Mother. Forſake a Bedlam : 
This Note informs me, Fifteen thouſand Men 
Are marching to incloſe the Louvre round. 
Abbot. The buſineſs then admits no more diſpute, 
You, Madam, muſt be pleas'd to find the Guz/e, 
Seem ealie, fearful, yielding, what you will, 
But ſtill prolong the Treaty all you can, 
Togain the King more time for his Eſcape. 
. Mother. Vle undertake it —- Nay, no thanks my Son, 
My bleſſing {hall be given in your deliverance ; 
That once perform'd, their Web is all unrayel'd, 
And Guiſe 15 to begin his work again. [ Exit Q. Mother. 
Kjng. Igo this minute. 


Exter Marmoutier. 


Nay then, another minute muſt be given. 
O how I bluſh, that thou ſhouldſt fee thy King 


Do this low A&t that. leſſens all his Fame : 
Death muſt a Rebel force me from my Love ! 
It it muſt be—— | 

Mar. It muſt not, cannot be. 
E __ No, nor ſhall not Wench, as long as my Soul wears a 

ody. | 

Kzng. Secure in that, Ile truſt thee ; Shall I truſt thee ? 
For Conquerors have Charms, and Women Frailty : 
Farewel, Thou may'it behold me King agen, 
My Soul's not yet depos'd, why then farewel, 
Ple ſay*t as comfortably as I can : 
But O cursd Guiſe, for preſſing on my time, 
And cutting off Ten thouſand more Adieus. 

Mar. The momentsthat retard your Flight are Traytors, 
Make haſte my Royal Maſter to be ſafe, 
And fave me with. you, for Ple ſhare your Fate. 

Kzng. Wilt thou go too? | 
Thenl amreconcild to Heaven again : 
O welcome thou good Angel of my way, 
Thou Pledge and Omen of my ſafe Return; 
Not Greece, nor hoſtile Fyzo cou'd deſtroy 
The Hero that abandon'd burning Troy, 
He ſcap'd the dangers of the dreadful Night, 
When loaded wich his Gods he took his Flight. 

[ Exennt Kjng, leading her. 
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SCENE, The Caftle of Bloiſe. 


Ezter Grillon , Alphonſo Corſo. 


Grill. Elcome Colonel, welcome to Blozſe. . _ 
Alph. Since laſt we parted at the Barricadoes, 
The World's turn'd upſide down. 
Grill, No, Faith, *tis better, now *tis downſide up, 
Our part o'th' wheel is riſing, tho but ſlowly. 
Alph, 
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A'ph. Who lookt for an Aſſembly of the States ? 
Grill. When the King was eſcap'd from Parss, and got out of 

the Toyles, *twas time tor the Garſe to take *em down, and pitch 

others : Thar is, to treat for the Calling of a Parliament, where 
being ſure'of the major part, he might get by Law, what he 
had miſs'd by Force. _ 

Alph, But why ſhould the King afſemble the States, to fatisfie 

the Gaze after ſo many Aﬀeronts? 

Grill, For the ſame reaſon that a Man in a Duel ſays, he has re- 
ceived ſatisfaction when he is firſt wounded, and afterwards dil- 
arm'd, 

Alph. But why this Parliament at Blois, and not at Paris ? 
Grill, Becauſe no Barricado's have been made at Blox : This 

Blois is a very little Town, and the King can draw it after him. 

But Paris is a damn'd, unweildy Bulk, and when the Preachers 

draw againſt the King,a Parſon in a Pulpit is a deviliſh Fore-horſe. 

Beſides, I found in that Inſurreion, what dangerous Beaſts theſe 

Townſmen are ; I tell you, Colonel, a Man had better deal with 

ten of their Wives, than with one zealous Citizen : 

O your inſpir'd Cuckold is moſt implacable. 

- Alph. Is there any ſeeming kindneſs between'the King,and the 
Duke of Guife ? | 

Grill. Yes, moſt wonderful : They are as dear to one another, 
as an old Ulvrer, and a rich young Heir upon -a Mortgage. The 
King 1s very Loyal to the Gui/e, and the Guiſe is very gracious to 
the King : Then the Cardinal of Gui/e, and the Archbiſhop of 
Lyons are the two Pendants,that are always hanging at the Royal 
Ear ; They eaſe His Majeſty of all the Spiritual buſineſs, and the 
Gaiſe of all the Temporal, ſo that the King 1s certainly the hap- 
pieſt Prince in Chriſtendom, without any care upon him : ſo yield- 
Ng up every thing to his Loyal SubjeQts that he's infallibly in the 
way. p* being the greateſt, and moſt glorious King in all the 
world. 

Alph. Yet I.have heard, he made a ſharp refle&ing Speech 
upon their Party at the opening of the Parliament , admoniſh'd 
Men of their Duties , pardon'd what was paſt, but ſeem'd to 
threaten Vengeance, if they perſiſted for the future. | 

Grill. Yes, and then they all took the Sacrament together : 

He promiſing to unite himſelf tothem, and they to obey him ac- 

cording to'the Laws ; yet the very next morning they went on, 
| in 
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in purſuance of their old Commonwealth deſigns, as violently 
as ever. Tory] [1-7 36h2: 9.01404 

Alph. Now am 1 dull enough to think they have broken their 
Oath. 

Grill. I but you are but one private Man,and they. are the three 
States ; And if they. Vote that they have.not broken their Oaths, 
Who.is ta be Judge ? | 

Alph. There's One above. 1 | 

Grill. T hope you mean in Heaven, or elſe you are a'bolder Man 
than I am in Parhament-time ; but here comes the Maſter and my 
Neece. Y | 

Alph. Heaven preſerve him, if - a Man may pray for him with- 
out Treaſon. | = | $0 ich 

Grill. O Yes, You may pray for him , the Preachers of the 
Gniſes ſide, do that moſt formally : Nay , You may be ſuffer'd 
Civilly to drink his Health, be of the Court, and keep a place of 
Profit under him: For, in ſhort, *tis a judg'd Caſe of Conſcience, 
to make your beſt of the King, and to fide againſt him. 


Enter Kjng and Marmoutier. 
King. Grillon, Be near me , 
There's ſomething for my ſervice to be done, 
Your Orders will £ ſudden, now withdraw. 
Grill. aſide. ] - VVell, I dare truſt -my Neece/, even tho? ſhe 
comes of my own Family-; but if ſhe Cuckolds my good Opinion 
of her Honeſty, there's a whole Sex falln under 2 General Rule 
without one Exception. [ Exeunt Grill. «2d Alph. 
Mar. You bid my Uncle wait you. | bt 
Kzng. Yes. | | 
Mar. This hour. 
Kings. I think it was. 
Mar. Something of moment hangs upon this hour. 
Kzng. Not more on this, than on the next and next, 
My time is all ta*ne up on Ulſury ; 
I never am before hand with my hours, 
But every one has work before 1t comes. . 
Mar. There's ſomething for my ſervice to be done, 
Thoſe were your words. 
Kzng. And you delire their meaning. 
Mar. I dare not ask, and yet perhaps may ghels. 
I 


Kyng. 
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, Kzng..*Tis ſearching there where Heaven can only P'y, 
Not Man, who knows not Man but by ſurmiſe ; 
Nor Devils, nor Angels of a purer Mould, 
Can trace the winding Labyrinths of Thought, 
I tell thee, Marmoutier, never ſpeak 
Not when alone, for fear ſome Fiend ſhould hear, 
And blab my Secrets out. _ 
Mar. You hate the Gui/e. 
' Kjze. True, Idid hate him. 
Mar. And you hate him ſtill. 
Kzngp. I am reconcild, 
. Mar. Your Spirit is too high, : 
Great Souls forgive not injuries, ill time 
Has put their Enemies into their power, 
That they may ſhew Forgivenels.is their own ; 
For-elſe *cis fear to puniſh Fr ITT. 
The Coward, not the Kin 
Kzng. He has ſubmitt 
Mar. In ſhow, for in effect _ Al tnfules. 
Kzng. Well , Kings muſt bear ſometimes. 
Mar. They muſt; till they can 0 tao their —_ off, 
And that's, I think, Up -aum. | 
Kzne. Miſtaken Mr ft oh | 
All Favours, all-Preferments, pa ehirouy ichetn, 
I'm pharit; and: they mould me as they pleaſe. 
_ Mir. Theſe are your Arts to-make *em more one, 
Juft {o-your'Brother us'd the Admiral, . 
Feothers may think, and aQ hke Brothers too. 
Kzng. What ſaid you, ha ! what mean you Marmontier ? 
Mar, Nay, what mean you * That Start betray'd- you, Sir. 
Kzng. This is no Vigil of 6 _— 
Nor 1s Blows Parzs.. : 
Mar. Finaniopen Tow. 
King. What then! 
Mar. Where you are trongelt. 
King. Well, what then ? 
Marx. No more, butyou have Power, and are provok'd. 
King. O! Thou haſt ſet thy Foot upon a Snake, 
Get quickly off, or it will ſting thee dead, 
Mar. Can I unknow. it ? | 
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Kijnz. No, but keep it ſecret. 

Mar. Think, Sir, your Thoughts are ſtill as much your own, 
As when you kept the Key of your own Breaſt : | 
But ſince you let me in, I find it ld + 
vw _ and Horror.; : you would murder Guiſe: 

z. Murder | what Murder'! uſe a ſofter word, 
And cli it Soveraign: Juſtice. 

Mar. Wou'd I cou'd : | 

But Juſtice bears the Godlike ſhape of Law, 
And Law requires Defence, and <a Plea: 
Betwixt th' Offender, and the igknaces Judge. 4; 

King. Yes, when th! Offender'can be judg'd by Laws, | 
But when his Greatneſs overturns the Scales.) | 
Then Kings are Juſtice in the laft Appeal : 

And forc' id by ſtrong Neceflity may ſtrike, 

| In which indeed thy afſert.the Publick Good). |: 11) 
And, like ſworn Surgeons, "y the Erger 1a 
Unpleaſant wholſom work. " 

Mar. If this be needful. 

Kjnz. Ha, didſt not thou thy ſelf in fathoming 
The Jepch of my deſi ns, drop there the Plummet ? 

Didft thou not fay Afﬀronts, 1o Great, " Publick, 
I never could forgive ? | 

Mar. Idid but yet— 

Kjng. What means, But yet ? *Tis Evidence {o full, 
If the aſt Trumpet ſounded in my:Ears, 

Ulndaunted I ſhould meet the Saints half way ; 
And in the Face of 'Heaven maintain the Fatt. 

Mar. Maintain it then to Heaven, but not tome : -.- 
Do you love me ? 

Kjng. Can you doubt it ? 

Pig Yes, I can doubt it, if' you- can deny : 

Love begs once more this,great Offender's lite, 

Can you forgive the man you juſtly hate 

That hazards both your Life. and Crown to ſpare kim: y 
One whom you-may ſuſpect I more than pity, 

( For I would have you ſee that what I ask, 

I know is wondrous difficult to grant ) 

Can you be thus extravagantly Good? 


Kjng. What then ? For I begin to fear my firmneſs : 
I 2 And 
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And doubt the ſoft deſtruQtion of your tongue. 
Mar. Then in Return, I ſwear to Heaven, and you, 
To give you all the Preference of my Soul : 
No Rebel Rival to Mturb you there, 
Let him but live, that he may be my Convert. 
[ Kyng walks awhile, then wipes his eyes, and ſpeaks. 
Kzng. You've Conquerd, all that's paſt {hall be forgiv'n, 
My laviſh Love has made a laviſh Grant : 
But know this A&t of Grace ſhall be my laſt. 
Let him repent, yes, let him well repent, 
Let him deſiſt, and tempt Revenge no further : 
For by yond Heaven that's Conſcious of his Crimes, 
I will no more by Mercy be betray'd. 
Deputies appearing at the Door. 
The Deputies are entring, You muſt leave me : 
Thus Tyrant Buſineſs all my hours uſurpy, 
And makes melive for others. 
Mar. Now Heav'n reward you with a proſperous Reign, 


And grant you never may be good in vain. [ Exzt. 


Enter Deputies of the T hyee States, 
Cardinal of. Guiſe , aud Archbiſhop of Lyons, 
at the Head of *%em. 


Kzjng. Well, my good Lords, what matters.of importance 
Employ'd the States this Morning ?. . 
Archb. One high Point | 
Was warmly canvaſs*'d in the Commons Houſe, 
And will be ſoon Reſoly'd. 
Kzjng. What was't ? 
Card. Succeſſion. 
Kzng. That's one high Point indeed, but not to be 
So warmly canvals*d, or (o foon Reſoly'd. 
Card. Things neceſſary muſt ſometimes be ſudden. 
Kzng. No. ludden danger threatens you, my Lord. 
Archb. What may be ſudden, muſt be counted o ; 
We hope, and wiſh Your Life : But Yours, and Ours, 
Are inthe hand of Heaven: | 
K7zaz. My Lord, They are: 
Yet 1n a Natural way I may live long, 


The Duke of GUISE. 
If Heaven and You my Lofal SubjeCts pleaſe. 
Archb. But ſince good Princes, like Your Majeſty, 
Take care of dangers meerly poſſible, | 
Which may concern their Subje&s whoſe they are, 
And for whom Kings are made. 
Kjng. Yes, we tor them, 
And they for us, the Benefits are mutual, 
And ſo the Tyes are too. 
Card. To cut things ſhort, 
The Commons will decree to exclude Navar - 
From the Succeſſion of the Realm of Fraxce. 
Kzng. Decree, my Lord ! What one Eſtate decree, 
Where then are the other two, and what am1 ? 
The Government is caſt up ſomewhat ſhort, - 
The Clergy and Nobility caſheer'd, 
Five hundred Por ng Figures on a Row, 
And I my'Self that am, or ſhould be King, 
An o'regrown Cypher ſet before the Sum: 
What Reaſons urge our Soveraigns for th* Excluſion ? 
Archb. He ſtands. fuſpeCted, Sir, of Hereſie. 
Kjng. Has he been call'd to make his juſt defence ? 
Card. That needs not, for 'tis known. 
Kzng. To whom ? 
Card. The Commons. | 
K;ng. What is't thoſe Gods the Commons do not know ? 
But Hereſ1e you Church-men'teach us Vulgar, 
Suppoſes obſtinate and ſtiff perſiſting 
In Errors prov*d, long Admonitions'made, 
And all reje&ted, has this Courſe been us'd ? 
Archb. We-grant it has not, but —— 
King. Nay, give me leave; 
Turge from your own Grant, it has not been : 
If then in proceſs of a petty Sum, 
Both Parties having not been fully heard, 
No Sentence can be giv'n : 
Much leſs in the Succeſſion of a Crown, 
Which after my deceaſe, by Right Inherent, 
Devolves upon-my Brother of NVawvar. 
Card. The Right of Souls is {till to be preferr'd; 
Religion mult not ſuffer for a Claim: 
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King. If Kings may be-excluded, or depos'd, 
When ere you cry Religion tothe Crowd, 
That DoQrine makes Rebellion Orthodox, 
And Subjects muſt be Traytors to be f{av'd. 
Archb. Then Hereſy's entaiPd upon the Throne. 
King. You would entail Confuſion, Wars and Slaughters : 
Thoſe ills are Certain, what you name Contingent. 
I know my Brother's nature, *tis ſincere, 
Above deceit, no crookedneſs of thought, 
Says, what he means, and what he ſays, performs : 
Brave, but not raſh ; ſucceſsful, but not proud. 
So much acknowledging that he's unealfle, 
Till every petty ſervice be o're paid. 
Archb. Some ſay revengeful. 
K;ng. Some then libel him : 
But that's what both of us have learn't to bear. 
He can forgive, but you diſdain Forgiveneſs : 
Your Chiets are they no Libel muſt profane : 
Honour's a Sacred Thing inall but Kings ; 
But when yourRhimes aſſaſſinate our Fame, 
You hug your nauſeous, blund'ring Ballad-wits, 
And pay 'em as if Nonſence were a merit, 
If it can mean but Treaſon. 
Archi. Sir, we have many Arguments to urge—— 
K;ng. AndlI have more to anſwer, let *em know 
My Royal Brother of Vavar ſhall ſtand. 
Secure by Right, by Merit, and my Love. 
God, and good men will neyer fail his Caule, 
And a!l the bad ſhall be conſtrain'd by Laws. 
Archb. Since gentle means t' exclude NVavar are vain, 
To morrow in the States *twill be propos'd, 
To make the Duke of Gy:i/ſe Lieutenant- General, 
Which Power moſt graciouſly confirm'd by you, 
Will ſtop this headlong Torrent of Succeſſion, 
That bears Religion, Laws, and all before it, 
In hope you'll not oppoſe what muſt be done, 
We wiſh you, Sir, a long and proſp*rous Reign. 
[ Exeunt Omnes, but the Kjne.. 
Kjing. To morrow Guiſe 15 made Lieutenant-General, 
Why then to morrow Ino more amKing ; 
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HIT Bc | | 
The Duke of GUISE. 
'Tis time to puſh my ſlacknd vengeance hioms; 
To be a King, or not to be at all ; YN 
The Vow that manacled my Rage is loos'd, 
Even Heaven is wearied with repeated Crimes, - 

' Till lightning flaſhes round to guard the Throne, 


And the curb'd Thunder grumbles tobe gone. 


Ezter Grillon to him. | 
Grill. *Tis juſt the pointed hour you bid me wait. 
Kj2g. So juſt, as it thou wert inſpir'd to come ; 
As if the Guardian Anpel of: my Throne, 
Who had o'reflept himſelf ſo many Years, 
Juſt now was rouz'd, and brought thee to my reſcue. 
Grill, I hear the Guiſe will be Lieutenant-General. | 
Kjzng. And canſt thou ſuffer it? © i 
Grill. Nay, if you will faffer it, then well may T. 
If Kings will be 1o civil to their Subjetts, to give up all things 
tamely, they firſt turn Rebels to themſelves, and that's a fair ex- 
ample for their Friends ; 'Slife, Sir, *tis a. dangerous matter to be 
Loyal on the wrong ſide, to ſerve tay Prince infſpight of him ; if 
you'l be a Royaliſt your ſelf;there are Millions of honeft Men'wHl 
fight for you; but if you won not, there are few will hang for 
Ou, | I.t 3 IYOYL o#- THEM) 3s, 
f King. No more :: Iam' refolv'd, 
The courſe of things can be with-held no lofger + 
From breaking forth to their appointed end: 
My VenFRneh, ripen'd in the womb of time, 
Preſſes for birth, and longs to be diſclos'd. - SES 
Grillon, the Guiſe is doom*'d-— to ſudden death : 
The Sword muſt end him ; Has not thine an Edge ?' 
Grill. Yes, and a Point too ; Ple challenge him: ' 1 
Kings. I bid thee kill him; | : © © | Walping. 
Grill. ——=- So-I mean to do. 
King. - Without thy hazard. ' © © © 
Grill. Now 1 underſtand you, I ſhou'd murder him : 
I am your Soldier, Sir, but not your Hangman. h 
Kjng. —— Doſtthou not hate him ? ITN 
Grill. —— Yes. 
King. Haſt thou not ſaid, 
That he deſerves it ? | 
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Grill. Yes, but how have 1 
Deſerv'd to do a Murder ? 
King. *Tis no Murder : 

'Tis Soveraign Juſtice urg'd from Self Defence. 
Grill, *Tis all confeſt, and yet I dare not do't. 
King. Go, Thou art a Coward. 

Grill. You are my King. 
King. Thou ſay*it thou dar'ſt not kill him. 
Grill, Were I a Coward, I had been a Villain, 

And then I durſt ha? don't. 

Kg. Thou haſt done worſe 1n thy long courſe of Arms, 

Haſt thou ne're kilPd a Man ? 

Grill. Yes, when a Man wou'd have kill'd me. 
K;2nz. Haſt thou not plunder'd from the helpleſs Poor ? 

Snatch'd from the ſweating Labourer his Food ? 

Grill. Sir, I have eaten and drunk in my own defence, 

When I was hungry and thirſty. | 

T have plunderd, | 

When you have not paid me— 

| Thave been content with a Farmer's Daughter, 

When a better Where was not to be had. 

As for Cutting oft a Traytor, Ple execute him lawfully 

In my own Fun&tion, when I meet him in the Field ; 

But for your Chamber-pradtice, that's not my Talent. 
Kzng. Is my Revenge Unjuſt, or Tyrannous ? 

Heaven knows, I love not Blood. 

Grilt;. No, for your Mercy 1s your onely Vice. 

You may diſpatcha-Rebel lawfully, 

But the miſchief is , that Rebel 

Has given me my Life at the Barricadoes, 

And till I have return'd his Bribe, 

I am not upon even terms with him. | 
Kzng. Give me thy hand, I love thee not the worſe ; 

Make much of Honour, *tis a Soldier's Conſcience , 

Thou ſhalt not do this AR, thou'rt ee?n too good ; 

But keep my Secret, for that's Conſcience too. 

Gri11, WhenlT diſcloſe it, think 1 am a Coward. 
Kinz. - No more of that, Iknow thou art not one : 
Call Lognac hither ſtraight, and St. Malin; 
Bid Larchant find fome unſuſpe&ed means 
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To keep Guards doubled at'the Council door,: - - 
That none paſs in or out, but thoſe I call: *, | - 
The reſt Ple think on further, ſo farewel. Y 
Gr:4, Heaven bleſs your Majeſty ! | 
ThoTle not kill him for jon Pde defend you when he's kilPd; . 


For the honeſt part of the Jobb let me alone. [' Exeupnt ſeverally. 


The Scene opens, and diſcovers Men and Women at 4 Banquet, 
- Malicorne ſanding by. {INES 


Mal. This is the Solemn Annual Feaft I keep, 
As this day Twelve Year on this very hour 

I ſgn'd the Contra for my Soul with Hell ; 

I barter'd it for Honours, Wealth, and Pleaſure, 
Three things which mortal Men do covet moſt. 105211 10 
And, Faith, I over-ſold' it to the Fiend :. 21 ods ngT 
What, One and twenty Years, Nine yet to come;;. 7 _ |! 
How can a Soul be worth fo much to Devils ? 

O how I hug my ſelf, to out-wit theſe Fools of Hell! 

And yet a ſudden damp, I know not why, | 

Has ſeiz'd my ſpirits, and like a heavy weight. . -.__ 

Hangs on their aQive ſprings, I want a Song: / 

To rouze me, my blood freezes : Mulick there? 


After a Song and Dance, loud knocking at the door. 
 Emter Servant. ' 


What Noiſe is that ? 

Serv. An ill look'd ſurly. Man, 
With a hoarſe voice, fays he muſt ſpeak with you. 

Mal. Tell him I dedicate this day to pleaſure, | 
I neither have, nor will have Buſineſs with him. [ Exzt Serv. 
What louder yet, what ſawcy Slave is this ? [ Kyock louder. 


Re-enter Servant, 


Serv. He ſays you have, and muſt have Buſineſs with him,” , 
Come out, or hee] come in, and ſpojl your Mirth. 
Mal. I wo'n not. =; 
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Serv. Sir, I dare no6tell him, 21i[ Xaack 4g 411 Bore Jercely. 

My hair ſtands up in briftles-when Iftehim:. 17 

The Dogs run into Corners; the Spade Bitch 


Bayes at his back, and howls. ' | 
Mal. Bic hin enter; and go off thy ſlr, [Exit Serv, 


Seeme hoſes upon the C ompany. 
Enter Melanax, a7 Homr-olaſs i in his hand almoſt empty. 


How dar'ſt thou interrupt my ſofter hours ?- 
By Heaven Tle ramm thee'in ſome knotted Oak, 
Where thou ſhalt ſigh and groan fo whiſtling winds, 
Upon tHe lonely Plant! 
Or Ple confine thee-deep in the Red Sea grov'ling on the Sands, 
Ten thouſand Billows rowling ore = head, 
Mel. Hoh, hoh,;hots © 
Mal. Laugh' t, 'thob chalicious Fiend ? 
Ple ope my Book of bloody Charatters, | 
Shall rumple up thy tendexy airy: LEE 
Like Parchment on a: flams, . 52k 6 9d 
Mel. Thou canſt ,0OE dot, at : (EVAL 
Behold this Hour- * 23425 
Mal. Well, a, gr what of chat ? 
Mel. Sect thou theſe ebbing Sands ?.. . 
They run for thee, and when their Race 'is run, 
Thy Lungs the Bellows of thy mortal breath, 
Shall fink for ever down, and heave no more. © 
Mal. What, refty Fiend? 
Nine Years thou halt toſerve. - 
Me/. Not full Nine Minutes. 
Mzal. Tho ly*ſt, look on thy Bond, and view the date. 
Mei," Then wilt thou ſtand to that without Appeal? 
Mal. 1 will fo, help me Heav?n. - 
Mel. So take thee Hell. [ Gizes him the Bond.. 
There, Fool, behold, who lyes, the Dev il or thou ? 
Mal, Ha!. One and twenty. Years are ſhrunk to twelye, 
Do my Eyes dazle? - 
Mel. No, they ſee too true: 
They- dazl'd RT: caſt a Miſt before.” em,. 


The Duke of GUI _ 

| So what was figur'd Twelve, tothy dull ſight ©; a} 7279 101 

Appear'd full Twent one; NI 213 NEC 5, tug 2152 
Mal. There's Eq a atropine «Clicat,/ 7 254 hab. 
Me:1. Fool, thou ha quinedthy Fippealto NN > bo 

To ſtand to this. LL 
Mal. Then I am loſt for ever. ts HOLY 3. 4 D E014 
Mel. Thou art. Ml 51 TEoAD \Þ6 
Mal. O why was I not wira'd hefore 7- Jo 
Mel. Yes, to repefittheri thou hxdft cheated nie.” CHE 
Mal. Add but a day but half a Gay,an hour : T 

For ſixty MinutesPle forgive ning Years. :: | 
M-1. No not a Moments'thoug a 

Diſpatch, *tis much below its vo! 

For one poor fingle Fere. It, 
Mal. So pitilels ? -* + - 

- But yet I may command thee, and will: 

I love the Guiſe even withimy  kebftvrennks'; 

Beyond my Soul, and ty loft hopes'of' Hetotns!: 

I charge thee by by my ſhoxt-liv'd power, dilclo 

What Fate wks 4 my-Mafſter. - 27A I6. 7 97! 
Mel. If he goes 1226 © FP 

To Council when he next is call'd, he ay. 2209! 0! 
Mg. Who walks |" of 17 toon ove ol you 


| * 4 kt % 
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Enter Servant. 


Go, give my Lord m laſt adieu, 

Say I ſhall never ſee his Eyes agen: | ... 

But if he goes when next he's call'd to Council, | | 

Bid him bellovn my lateft breath; he dyes. DT Exit Serv. 

The Sands run yet, Odo not ſhake the Glaſs : if evil ſhakes 

I ſhall be thine too Toon, cou'd Trepent, © the Glaſs: 

Heaven's not confin'd to Moments, Mercy, Mercy. 
M-1. I ſee thy Prayers diſperſt into the win bs, | 

And Heaven has puſt *'em by :* 

I was an Angel once of foremoſt Rank, -. 

Stood next the ſhining Throne, and wink'd but half, 

So almoſt gaz'd I glory in the Face 

That I could bear it, and ftar'd farther in, 

Don but ES es and yer 7 felt;- | 
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For ever fell, but Man; baſe Earth-born Man,” .. 
Sins paſt a Sum, and might be pardon'd;more, - | |. 
And yet *tis.uſt!)for we: were perfetb Light, * 
And ſaw our Crimes, Man'in. His! Body*s mire, 
Half-ſoul, Half-clod, ſinks blindfold into fin, 
Betray'd by Frauds without, and. Luſts within. . 

Mil. Then I have hope. EIS 

Me1. Not fo, 1 preachd:;onpurpote- - + |. / 1! 
To make thee loſe this Moment of. thy Prayer,. - 
Thy Sand creeps low; Deſpair; Deſpair, Deſpair. 

. Where am I naw! pon the brink of Life, -_ 

The Gulphbeforemis;:Nevis'ro. prith me on, | 
Anc Heaven behind me &lgfingall:irs doors: * | 
A thouſand Years for ev*ry Hour I've paſt, | 
Ocou'd I ſcape ſo cheap ! But Ever, Ever, 
Still to begin an endleſs roundiof: Woes, 
To be renew*'d for Pains; ahd1aſt for. Hell ? 
Yet can Pains laſt,wwhety Bodies: cannot laſt ? - 
Can earthy Subſtadct thdiefs Flares endure ?. | 
Do Souls thruſt forth another Cruſt of Clay ? 
To fence and guard their tehderi forms from fire 
I feel my heart-{trings rend, I'm here, Pm gone: , 
Thus Men too carelefs of their future State, 
Difpute, know nothing, and believe too late. 


[ A flaſh of Lightning, they ſink together. 


Duke of Guiſe, Cardinal, Aumale: T 


-. Card: A'dreadful Meflage from a dying Man, 
A Prophefic indeed |. ns 
For Souls juſt quitting Earth, peep into Heaven, 
Make ſwift Acquaintance,, with their Kindred forms, 
And Partners of. Immortal Secrets grow. 

Aum. *Tis good to lean on the ſecurer (ide :. 
When Life depends, the mighty: Stake is ſuch, 
Fools fear tao, little, and they dare too much. 


Enter Archbiſhop. 43.4; 
Gai/e. You have prevail'd, I will not. go-to Council, F 
| Ve, 


I have provok'd my Soveraign- paſt a Pardon, 
It but remains to doubt if” he dare Kill me : 
Thea if he dares bur to be uſt, I dye, 
Tis too much odds againſt me, Ple depart, 
And finiſh Greatneſs at ſome fafer time. f 
Archb. By Heaven *tis. Harrys Plot to fright you hence, - 
That, Coward-like, you-might forfake your Friends. 
Guiſe, The Devil foretold it dying Malicorne. 
Archb. Yes, ſome Court-Devil, no doubt : 
If you depart, conſider, good my Lord, 
You are the Maſter-ſpring that move our Fabrick, 
Which once remov'd, our Motion is no more. 
Withour your Preſence, which buoys up our hearts, 
The League will ſink beneath a Royal Name : 
Thr inevitable Yoke prepar'd for Kings, 
Will ſoon be ſhaken off ; Things done, repeal'd; 
And Things undone, paſt future Means to do. 
Card.-I know not, I begin to taſte his Reaſons: 
Archb. Nay, were the danger certain of your ſtay, 
An AQ ſo mean would loſe you all your Friends, 
And leave you fingle to the Tyrant*s Rage : 
Then better *tis to hazard Life alone, 
Than Life, and Friends, and Reputation too, - - - © 
dthe ſhock : 


Gaiſe. Since more I am confirm, Ple ſtan 
Where e*re he dares to call, I dare to go. 
My Friends are many, faithful and united, 
He will not venture on fo raſh a deed: 

And now I wonder I ſhould fear that Force, 
Which I have us'd to Conquer and Contemn: 


Exter Marmoutier. 
Archb. Your Tempter comes, perhaps, to turn the Scale, © © * 
And warn you not to go. | | | | 
Guiſe, O fear her nor, 


I will be there. [ Exeunt \drchbiſhop and Cardinal.. 
W hat can ſhe mean, Repent ? | 

_ Or is it caſt betwixt the King-and her . 
To ſound me ; Come what will, it warms my heart - ta 


With ſecret joy, which theſe my ominous Stateſmen 
Left dead within me, ha! ſhe turns away. 
Mar. Do you not wonder at this Viſit; Sir ? 
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Guiſe. No, Madam,'I at laſt have gain'd the Point 
Of mightieſt Minds to wonder now at nothing. 
M:zr. Believe me, Gu//e, 'twere gallantly reſolv'd, 
If you cou'd carry't on the inſide too, F: 
Why came that Sigh uncall'd ? For Love of me 
Partly perhaps, but more for thirſt of Glory, 
Which now agendilates it ſelf ih Smiles, Tv 
As if you {corn'd that I ſhould know your purpoſe. ' © 
Guife. I change 'tis true, becaule 1-love you till, 
Love you, O Heav'n, ev'n in my own deſpight, 
I tell you all even at that yery Moment, 
Tknow you ſtraight-hetray, me to the King. 
Mar. O Gwiſe, I never did, but, Sir, 1 come 
To tell you, 1 muſt neyer {ee you more. | 
Guiſe. The King's at Blow, and you have reaſon fort, 
Therefore what am [to expett from pity ?  * 
From yours, 1 mean, when you behold me ſlain, Ty 
Mar. Firſt anſwer me, and then Ple ſpeak-my heart, 
Have you, O Gw4/e, {ince your laſt Solemn Oaths, 
Stood firm to what-you ſwore? Be plain, my Lord, 
Or run it o're awhile, becauſe agen | 
T tell you I muſt never lee you' more, ' - - ep dge rt 
Guiſe. Never ! She's ſet-on by the King to fift me, 
Why by that Never then, all Z have ſworn 
& true, as that the King deſigns-to end' me. 
Mar. Keep your Obedience, by the Saints you live. 
Guiſe. Then mark, tis judg?d by heads grown white in Council, 
This very day he means to cut me off, ' | Y 
Mar. —— By Heaven then your forſ[worn, you've brokeyour 
Vows. : 
Guiſc. —— By you the Juſtice of the Earth I have not. 
Mar, -— By you Diflembler of the worid you have, 
I know the King. 
Griſe. I do believe you, Madam. 
\ Mar. —— TI have try'd you both. 
Gaiſe. —— Not me, the King you mean. 
Mar. -— Do theſe o'reboyling Anſwers ſuit the Gaif/, 
But go to Council, Sir, there thew your truth, 
It you are innocent you're ſafe, but O 
If 1 ſhou'd chance to ſee you ſtretcht along, 
Your Love, O Gaiſe, and your Ambition gone, That 


That venerable Aſpect pale with death, 

I muſt conclude you merited your end. _ | 
Guife. You muſt, you will, and ſmile upon my Murder. 
Mz3r. Therefore if you are conſcious of a Breach, 

Confeſs it to me: Lead me to the King, 

He has promis'd me to conquer his Revenge, 

And place you next him ; therefore if you're right, 

Make me not fear it by Aſſeverations : 

But ſpeak your heart, and O refolve me truly. 

Guiſe. : 

You ſaw but now my parting with my Brother, 

ThePrelate too of Lyozxs, *twas debated. 

Warmly againft me that 7 ſhould go on. 
Mar. Did I not tell you, Sir ? 

Guiſe. True, but in ſpight 

Of thoſe Imperial A ents they -urg'd, 

I was not to be work'd from ſecond — | 

There we broke off ; And, mark me, it I live, 

You are the Saint that makes a Convert of me. 

Mar. Go then, O Heaven! VVhy muſt 7 ftill ſufpe& you ? 

VVhy heaves my Heart? And why o'reflow my Eyes ? 

Yet if youlive, O Gaiſe, there, there's the Cauſe, 

I never ſhall converſe, nor ſee you more. 

Guiſe. O ſay not ſo, for Once again Ple ſee you, 
 VVere you this very Night to lodge with Angels, 

Yet ſay not Never; for hope by Virtue 

To merit Heaven, and wed you late. in Glory. 

Mar. This Night, my Lord, Pm a Recluſe forever. 
Guiſe, Ha! Stay till Morning Tapers are too dim ; 

Stay till the Sun riſes to ſalute you 

Stay till 7 lead you to that diſmal-Den 

Of Virgins, buried quick, and ftay for Ever. 

Mir. Alas! Your Suit is vain, for I have vow'd it * 
| Nor was there any other way to clear 
TH imputed ſtains of my ſuſpeted Honour. 
Grife, Hear me a word, one Sigh, one Tear, at parting, 
And one laſt Look; for, O my earthly Saint, 
I ſee your Face pale, as the Cherubins 
At Adams Fall. - 
May... O Heaven I now confeſs, 
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Madam, 7 ha* thought,and truſt you with my Soul; 
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The Duke of GUISE. 
My heart. bleeds for thee Gzi/c. 

Guiſe, Why Madam, why ? 

Mar. Becauſe by this Diſorder, 
And that ſad Fate that bodes upon your Brow, 
I do believe you love me more than Glory. 
 Guife. Without an Oath Ido, therefore have Mercy, 
And think not Death cou'd make me tremble thus : 
Be pitiful to thoſe Infirmities 
W hich thus Unman me, itay till the Council's o're ; 
If you are pleas'd to grant an hour or two 
To my-laft Pray*r, T'le thank you as my Saiat ; 


If you refuſe me, Madam, I'le not murmur. 


Mar. Alas, my Guiſe ! O Heav?n; what did I ſay ? 

But take it, take it, if it be too kind, 
Honour may pard'n it, fince it is my laſt. 

Guiſe. O let me crawl, Vile as lam, and kils (| She gives him 
Your Sacred Robe. Ist poſſible, Your Hand ! ber Hand. 
O that it were my laſt expiring Moment, 

For I ſhalf never taſte the like again. 

M:r. Farewell my Profſelyte, your better Genius 
Watch your Ambition. 

Gaiſe. T have none but you, 

Muſt Ine're ſee 'you more ! 

Mar. I have {worn you muſt not : | 
Which Thought thus roots me here, melts my Reſolves, [Weeps. 
And makes me loyter when the Angels call me. 

Guiſe, Oye Celeſtial Dewes! O Paradiſe | 


' O Heavn! O Joys ! Ne're to be taſted more. 


Mar. Nay tak a little more, cold Marmontier, 
The temperate, devoted Miarmoutier |; 
Is gone, a laſt Embrace I muſt hequeath you. 
Guife. And O let me recurnit with another. 
Mar. Farewell for ever; Ah, Gziſe, tho now we part 
In the bright Orbs prepar'd us by our Fates, 
Our Souls {hall meet — Farewell —- and Io's ſing above, 
W here no Ambition, nor State-Crime, the happier ſpirits prove, 


" But all are bleſt, and all enjoy an everlaſting Love. [ Exit Mar. 


| Gnife ſolus. 
Gniſe, Glory, where art thou ? Fame, Revenge, Ambition, | 
Where 
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| Where are you fled ? "ink 5 Ice upon'tny. Nerves : 

My Salt,my Mettal, and my Spirits gone, + . 

Pail'd as a Slave that's Bed-rid with an Ague, 

I wiſh my fleſh were off : What now | Thou bleed'ſt | 
Three, and no more '; What then? And why: what __ 
Bur juſt three drops ! And why, not juſt threedrops;: - 

As well as tour or-five, or five and EWelZy' Fr.ft £49003 
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Pze. My Lord, your Brother and the Archbiſhop wait you. ; 
Guiſe. 1 come, down Devil, :ha! Muſt Iftumble'itoo ? \ 
Away ye Dreams, What if it thunder d'Now 2: 1:7. ts A 36 
Or if a Raven croſs'd me in my way | 
Or now it comes, becauſe laſt Ni ht I nahi | 
The Council-Hall was hung Wit Crimſon:round, 
And all the Cieling plaiſter'd o're with black. 
No more, blue Fires, and ye dull rowling Lakes, : 
Fathomleſs Caves, ye Dun TT of old Night, 
Fantoms be gone, it I muſt dye, Ple fall 
True FOUDnG, and defie you All 


SCENE IT. 


The Court before the (ouncil-Hlll. 


Grillon , Larchant, Soldiers plac, People porn 


Grill. Are your Guards doubl's, Captain! p | olit! Jolt .ft v L 
L arch. Sir, They are. - : 16 | 
Griff, When the Guiſe comes, remember your Petition, 

Make way therefor his Eminence ; Give ave; 

Your Eminence comes Jate.-: DOVE 


Enter two Cardinals ,” Counſellors , the Cardinal of Guiſe , 
Archbiſhop of Lyons , /aft the Guile. 


Guiſe, Well, Colonel, Ars \ we Friends ? 
Grill. Faith, 1 think not. 

Guiſe. Give me your Hand.: 

Grill, No, for that gives a Heart! 


Guiſe, Yet we {hall claſp 1n Heaven. NR: 
Grill, 
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| Their VVounds, and loſt Arrears. 
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Grill. By Heaven we ſhall not, 
Unleſs it be with Gripes. 

Gaiſe. True Grillo ftill. | 

Larch. My Lord. 

Gaiſe. Ha Captain, you are well attended, 
If I miſtake nor, Sir, your Numbers doubfkd. 

Larch. All theſe have ſexv'd againſt the Hereticks, 
And therefore beg your Grace you would remember 


Gui/e. It {ball be done. A 
Agen my heart, there is a weight upon thee, 
But 7 will ſigh it off, Captain Farewell. 
F Exewnt Cardinal, Guife, &c. 
Grif, Shut the Hall-door, and bar the Caſtle-Gares : - 
March, March there Cloſer yet, Captain to the door. f Ex. 


SCENE. TIE. Counci-Hal. 


Guiſe. I do not like my ſelf to day. 
Archb. —— A Qualm, he dares not. 
Card. —That's one Man's thought, hedares,and that's anothers. 


Exter Grillon. 


Gaife. O Maurmoutier, Ha never ſee thee more, 
Peace my tumultuous heart, why jolt my fpiries 
In this unequal Circling of my Blood 
Ple ftand it while I may, O Mighty Nature ! 
VVhy this Alarm, why doſt thou call me en 
To fight, yet xob:my-Linabs of all their uſe. [ Smoo7s, 
Card. Ha! He's fan, chaſe tim: He comes agen. 
Guiſe. I beg your Pardons, Vapours.no more: 
Gr:!/, Th Eftect | 
Of laff Nights Lechery with ſome working VVhore. 


Epter Revol. | | | | 
Revolt. My Lord of Guife, the King would ſpeak wit you. 
Guife. O Cardinal, O Lyons, but no'more, 


Yes, one word more, thou haſt a Privil F To the Cardinal. 
To ſpeak with a Recluſe, Orthereforce rell her, 
K never thou behold'ft me breathe again, Tel! 


Card, You will have all things your own way, my Lord, 
By Heav'n, I have ſtrange horror on my Soul. 

Archb. 1 ſay agen, that Hepry dares. not doft. 

Card. Beware your Grace of Minds that bear hike him, - 
I know he ſcorns to ſtoop to mean Revenge ; 
But when ſome mightier Miſchief ſhocks hi Toure, 
He ſhoots at once with thunder on his wings , 
And makes it Air, but hark, my Lord, *tis doing. 

Gwiſe withiz. ] Murderers, Villains ! 

Archb. 1 hear your Brother's voice, run to the door. 

Card. Help, help, the Gaife is murder'd. 

Ayrchb. Help, help. 

Grill. Ceafe your vain Cryes, you are the King's Priſoners, 
Take 'em Dwg2ft into your Cuſtody. 

Card. We mult obey, my Lord, for Heaven calls us. [Exeunr. 


The Scene draws behind it a Traverſe. 


The Guiſe is aſſaulted by Eight, They ſtab him 
in all parts , but moſt in the head. 


Gui/e. O Villains ! Hell-hounds ! Hold : {| Half draws, his 
Murder'd, O baſely, and not draw my Sword, Sword , #s held. 
Dog,Logniac, but my own blood choaks me, ['Flings himſelf upon 
Down, Villain, Down, 'm gone, O Marmoutier. him—— Dies. 


The Traverſe is drawn. 


The King riſes from his Chair, comes forward with his Cabins 
Connect. 


King. Open the Cloſet, and let in the Connect ; 
Bid Dug aft execute the Cardinal, | 
Seize all the FaQtious Leaders, as I order'd, 

And every one beanſwer'd on your Lives. 


Enter Queen-Mother , followed by the Counfellors. 


Q, Madam, you are welcome, how goes your health ? 


Queenm. A little mended,S1r, what have you done ? . Ka 
Ry ng. 
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Tell her I ſigh'd it laſt ——-O Marmoutier. [Exit bowing. 
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A779; Thit which has made. mie King of - Fj ace, for Tacre 
The King of Pazt# at your Feet lies.dead:; ; *! || 

Lreeam. You have cutout dangerous: work, bur make it up. 
With ſpeed and reatzon./ \ Cent 

King. Yes, Ple wear :! 2961 3 1115'8 + 8 | Yi 
TheF& no ba er, but: pur on ok "3c *} © woes TOA arent 7 
And ſince I coin refolve'to thke:theiHeads:'«- erm Gt trucker; 

Of this great Infurrection, youthe Members mY TY 
Look to'r, Beware, turn from your.ſtubbornneſs, 
And-learn to know me, for I will be King, 

Grill, *Sdeath, how the Traytarslowre and. quake, and droop, 
And gather to the wing/of .hisproteCtion,! :-c! 41! 
As if they were his Friends, and fought his Cauſe. 

. Kjag, loekingt Be witneſs, Heaven,T gave him treble warning, 

pon Guiſe. $ He's gone, no-more diſperſe, and think upon't, -- 
Beware-my Sword; whichitt I orice un{heath,; 
By all the Reverence due to Thrones and Crowns, 
Nought ſhall atone the Vows of ſpeedy Juſtice, 
Till Fate toRuine every TIraytor brings, 
That dares the Vengeance of I Rings. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 
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Here was a Preface intended to this Play, in nllication of it, aptinf two 0 ſexr- 

rilous Libels lately printed : But. # was judg'd, that a Defence of this nature 
wou < require more room, than a Preface reaſonably ould allow : For this Carnſe, and 
for tÞe Importunity of the's tationers, who haſten'd their Impreſſion, *tis deferr'd, for 
ſome little time, and will be printed by it ſelf. Moſt men are already of Opinion,'that 
neither of the Pampblets deſerve an FAS becauſe they are ſtuff 'd with open Falſi- 
ties, and ſometimes contradid each. other, : but, for once, they ſhall have a day or two 
thrown away upon them, though I TP old Cayion for their ſakes, which 2pas 
to ſcorn them, 
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- may deſtroy, = the. Blefling of Poſledling Kills me with ex- 
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but = , and I'le forgive you; Men are falſe, and 
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ſo are you; ne-ver Nature fram'd a Creature- to en- 


BEECH EHLE ALE 


» —— 


A Song in Fl Dub is of Guile. 
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